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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 
O67 Yr —WHEN I last wrote. 
Em 9 ON concerning an 
pra ast 
Dy Ao hy 
- : 
v7 & 


Alhambra ballet, I 
expressed the opinion that it 
was becoming necessary for the 
management to open its weather 
eye and pull up its socks. A 
certain not-s0-good-as-it-used-to- 
be-ness, or loss of bloom, as it 
were, struck upon my observa- 
tion, and I thought I’d just 
mention it. There can be no 





















THE ALHAMBRA.—THE SVvINsTER WHO 
WAS TIRED OF THE BUSINESS, AND 
WANTED TO SKE THE WHIKLED. 


doubt that in their latest produc- 
tion — Oriclla—the management 
has pulled up its socks—and nailed them there! Now, if I were an 
ordinary, every day newspaper thing, I should observe that “my 
advice” had been taken (‘with the best results’), that “the direc- 
tors showed an intelligent regard for criticism,” etc., ete.; but being 
only an extra-plated, jewelled-in-every-hole, superfine humorist, I 
prefer to think that the experience and unaided sagacity of the direc- 
tors are alone to blame for the change. The change is decidedly strik- 
ing—and the section of the British Public present were not slow to 
indicate their emphatic approval. 


A STARTE.—A-STARTING THE GAME. 





ORIELLA, I may tell you, is a beautiful, nimble-limbed ballet lady, 
clad (to a certain extent) in scarlet, when we first see her in her native 
home, This latter is delicately alluded to in the programme as “ the 
infernal regions "—where, of course, all the naughty, wicked ballet 
girls come from—and go to, Oriella is, in fact, a little devil, and, as 
such, is naturally anxious to mash, somebody. By the kind permis- 
sion of her manager (Mr. Lucifer) and accompanied by her agent-in- 
advance (if I may be permitted the paradox), a“ Chameleon Demon” 
with the female name of Astarte, she takes a little tour in Japan. 
Going (as might be expected) for the highest 
game, she fascinates the Governor's son to such 
an extent that he runs away from home, leaves 
his sweetheart, sees snakes, and eventually goes 
to the devil for the ballet lady’s sake—all in 
the usual way. 


THIs simple love story is told in a series of 
magnificent open-work scenes, and a number of 
more or less original and effective evolutions 
and groupings, by “evoluters” and “ groupers ” 
of satisfactory symmetry in a wonderful variety 
of brilliant and tastefully designed costumes, 
Signorina Legnani appeared to have braced 
herself to the occasion, and she certainly rose 
to it, springing to great heights in public 
opinion, and carrying the “absolutely first 
dancer’s” part through with unflagging spirit, 
Toe ALHAMBRa— ®8 Well as technical skill; and Oriella is no 
Habitué.—“Huitio! light task, She is on her legsthe whole of the 
this is something like 1 time, you know (when she isn't gracefully 
Empire A edhe wr — waving those shapely adjuncts in the air), and 

they stand her (or, perhaps I should say, dan 








ever, and Mr. Charles Lauri’s pantomimie cleverness helps things 
along merrily without being obtrusive, while the efforts, and graceful 
. attributes and acquirements, 
of Miles. Spotti, Zimmerman, 
Hoby and Hooton, and Madame 
Roffey all have their due effect. 
The costumes (designed by 
M. Bianchini and H, Russell, 
and richly worked out by M. 
and Madame Alias) are very 
pretty and inventive — the 
spider-web dresses are sure to 
catch everybody’s fancy. 


Nops AND WINKs.—I sig- 
nalized the revival of A Pair 
of Spectacles at the Garrick by 
attending in full force, but, 

: with the demands made on my 
The Summer Sea gnace by crowds of novelties, 


























son—Annual re- 75 ; LyRIc, HAMMERSMITH. 
vival of the seedy I’ve had no opportunity of re- —NoOT REDUCED TO A 
stall-ite. ferring to it. Idid not omit MuINNIEz-MUM. 


to be intime for A Quict ub- 
ber, having a lively recollection of the delight I experienced at Mr. 
Hare’s masterly study of Lord Kilclare at its first production some 
fifteen or twenty years ago. My memory had not played me false ; it 
was a fine performance. No less perfect in its way than the dear, 
genial old Benjamin Goldfinch. How well that play is acted, to be 
sure! And what a perfect specimen of a comedy it is—laughter of the 
purest, sentiment of the truest, nature unexaggerated, a symmetrical 
work of art! As I issued from the house, buttoning up against the 
east wind of our English summer, I murmured softly and gratefully, 
“ One may trust Grundy’s! "—Dream Faces soon resumed its place in 
the bill, though, as Mr. Hare found two such parts heavy work.— 
Dramatic Notes for 1891, Mr, Cecil Howard’s useful year-book, is in 
the Press, and will shortly be out. Our Mr. H. T. Johnson tells me 
that he is, in conjunction with Mr. C. Cordingley, dramatising his 
Ghastly 
Fraud — a 
title some- 
what condu- 
cive to ri- 
baldry me 
seemeth. (I 
deal this 
“nasty one” 
because Mr. 
Johnson is a 
fellow con- 
tributor to 
this paper, 
and all fel- 
low contri- 
butors — es- 
pecially to 
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THE ALHAMBRA.— FACILIS DECENSUS (WHEN 
YOU) 'AVE-’BR-NI’! 





this paper—hate each other.) The play will 
be produced probably in August, at the 
Lyric, Hammersmith. Mentioning the 
Lyric reminds me that a man driving a cab 
I was in, the other evening, somehow missed 
his way into the neighbourhood of that 
very edifice, and as I thought I could safely 
















trust myself to miss my way home again A = I 
without his assistance, I paid him his full ~— rie 
fare, and telling him to summons me for A JAPANESE FISHWIFE. 
the rest, entered Mr. Cordingley’s comfort- 

able little house. (I say comfortable advisedly, because it was a very 
hot night, and I felt cool all the time.) It was some of My Sweetheart 
I saw (Miller and Elliston’s Co.), and though I can’t say that I dletected 








any buried talent, some of the play was very well done, especially by 
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HER BLOOMING CHEEK! 
A Society Nobel, 
JEWELED Im Every HOLE, AND WITH ALL THE LATEST IMPROVEMENTS 


By THE Hon. GEORGINA DRIVELLER. 


Author of “ Cometh up Smiling,” “ Ought we to Drink With Him?” “A Tap Room 
Repentance,” “ Not Bad, but Worse,” “ Bound in Cal/,” “ Published 
at Last,” “ Green as a Leek was He,” etc., ete, 


CHAPTER XIIL—( Continued.) 


“ THAT depends upon how you define ‘ alone,’” she replied, meeting 
his gaze with a look of placid weariness, “Can sardines be said to 
suffer from the com- 
plaint within the 
confines of their 
tinny home?  By- 
the-by, what és 
your name? I didn’t 
catch it perfectly— 
Sir Nyghtmare slurs 
his sentences so 
dreadfully. Popple, 
or Wopple, or some- 
thing like that, isn’t 
it?” 

“T don’t suppose 
you have heard it 
before, though I 
believe it has, after 
a fashion, attained 
some slight cele- 
brity,” he said, 
lightly. “‘ Wholloper 
—Pott Wholloper.” 

“What! Not the 
Hon.Pott Wholloper, 
the amateur boxing 
champion ?” she ex- 
claimed, quickly, her 
weariness vanishing 
as if by magic. 

“The same,” he 
answered, in evident 
surprise. “But 
surely your study of 
the ‘ring’ has not 
advanced beyond the preliminary stage of finger adornment? I should 
have imagined such fame as I possess would have reached your ears 
from an entirely opposite direction.” 

“ Wrong—quite wrong!” she laughed, merrily. “I am so well 
posted in the fistic records of the past few years, that I actually claim 
to be regarded in the light of an authority. Besides—ought I to blush 
during such a confession ?—I occasionally handle the mittens myself.” 

“It is not surprising,” he replied, with a comprehensive look of fixed 
admiration. “Such physical development as yours is not acquired 
by a course of feminine lolling and novel reading.” 

“ Don’t flatter! I detest compliments above all things—particularly 
from a man of action. You must give mea lesson or two, and see how 
I shape, before recklessly squandering your praise.” 

‘You have conferred a favour I should not have dared to ask,” he 
exclaimed, ardently. “I shall count the hours until the happy period 
arrives. Meanwhile, am I right in assuming that you have not yet 
become a convert to the gospel of ‘don’tcherknow’ ?” 

“ You must not ridicule my husband, Mr. Wholloper,” said Eureka, 
with cold dignity. “That is a prerogative I alone claim the right of 
exercising.” 

“ Forgive me,” he murmured, softly, pitching his voice in a seductive 
coo, that had done duty on many a similar occasion ; “I ought not to 
have made such an observation.” 

“ T’ll bet a thousand to thirty Wholloper’s on the sentimental lay!” 
cried Sir Nyghtmare Jumps, suddenly making his ap nce. “ Be- 
ware of him, Mrs. Grimshank! He cuts out the work at such a pace 
over his favourite course, that he'll gallop you to a standstill before 
the advance flag is fairly down.” 

“Pray have no fear on my account. I am sentiment-proof,” said 
Eureka, carelessly. “ But surely your presence implies a claim upon 
me?” she added, with affected terror. “ Have I, in a moment of un- 
guarded weakness, permitted my neck to risk a second breaking?” 

“ Consult your card,” replied the baronet, airily, “and I fancy you'll 
see my number hoisted. Come, Pott, old fellow! Don’t rumple your 
feathers! You can’t expect a walk over every time. I shall make a 
race of it, even if you do bustle me at the start!” 

The Hon. Pott acknowledged this pleasantry by an enigmatical 





i 


Hind enity 
| 


\) = ' 
\\ if 

\ \\ Se 
\ 1 
wv | 








Sa $ 


“You are fortunate, Jumps, to secure a second turn with Mrs. 
Grimshank in one evening,” je observed, gaily. “Such a thing will 
be impossible a little later in the season. I never regretted being a 
non-dancer until now—in fact, I’m sorely tempted to start taking 
lessons to-morrow.” 

“Take my tip, old boy, and stick to making your opponents dance 
within the ropes,” returned the baronet, shortly. “Come, Mrs. 
Grimshank, the saddling bell’s rung !—I mean, the music summons us.” 

“T can understand the feelings of a martyr with the stake in sight,” 
said Eureka, resignedly, “You will not forget our engagement, Mr. 
Wholloper ?” 

“Can my mind contain aught else?” he murmured, bowing low. 

“Have you lost anything?” inquired Sir Nyghthmare, observing 
Eureka’s wandering glance as they entered the ballroom, 

“Only my husband,” was the t response, “ Seriously, though : 
what can have become of Awlexis?” 

“T'll take a slight shade of odds, he’s ‘striking nine’ in the smoke 
room,” answered the baronet, “Wherever the broads are, look for 
Grimmy. But do you really miss him?” 

“What a question to ask in. your society, Sir Nyghtmare,” cried 
Eureka, archly. ‘“ But isn’t there something wanting in your—what 
do you call it?—get up, to-night? I scarcely recognized you at 
first.” 

“What an eye you have!” and he stopped short, gazing at her in 
honest admiration. ‘“Candidly, Mrs. Grimshank, and in confidence, 
it’s the togs that does it. I loathe evening dress ; it utterly destroys a 
fellow’s individuality. Now, I flatter myself that in my ordinary 
rig-out I’m pretty noticeable, and, by-the-by, that reminds me !— 
I’ve got the sweetest thing in circular checks you ever clapped eyes 
on. My own invention entirely—simply immense! I'm reserving it 
for Ascot. If it doesn’t make even the Ring sit up, let alone knocking 
the Master of the Buckhounds into a cocked hat, I'll suffer to walk 
about clad in blue serge for the rest of my days, I'll take a pony to 
two I get thrown out of the inclosure! ” 

“Enthusiasm must expect the exaction of a penalty in this age 
of brutal materialism,” said Eureka, sympathetically. 

“Mrs, Grimshank,” cried the baronet, in tones of the profoundest 
conviction, “ you’re the first really sensible woman I ever encountered ! 
Let’s have a drink—I mean, aturn. You've handicapped me to an 
ounce. I’ve been carrying two stone overweight all my life!” 


(To be continued.) 











Excited Bueolic (to Miss Primley, who is out looking for botanical 
specimens).—‘ Hey, mother! Cotch ‘ld of ’is tail an’ twizzle "im 
round, and ‘old on till I come—<d'y’ear ?” 
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“Oh, S., dear,” said Mra. Maydapot-Suddenleigh, ‘‘do get me a Prize 
Guest. I'm sure that Mr. Binks can't be a Prize Guest—he s so particular 
not to break the rules of the ‘ouse.” (2) So poor Mr. 8. (who was only 
the husband of the mistress of the house) put on his hat and looked about, 
and caught sight of a most aristocratic looking party. ‘‘ This,” thought he, 
**must be a Prize Guest.” And he invited him to stay at Drysalt Court. 
(3) When Mrs. Maydapot-Suddenleigh heard about the Prize Guest, she 
jumped so for joy that her train came off. (4) He twas a Prize Guest, too 

lovely! He brought his own skittles and knock-em-downs, and insisted 

°* , : : I " \ ) Ve s Vf » . ~,4 








TH ECRGHTS 1) } 


Ye | aay * 


. VV does ag N\ 
1 i 


PM al NG 


ati V4 





—S ; na 


strict rule that skittles and knock-’em-downs should not be played at Dry- 
salt Court. (5) What’s more, the P. G. tied Mrs. §8.’s pet tabby to a 
trap, and practised pigeon rw ern, ba it in the boudoir. He brought his 
own traps with him. (6) Then he pulled the works out of the grand 
piano, and used it as a rat-pit. He always carried his own rats and terriers 
with him when he went on visits. (7) And finally he managed to set fire 
to the house. But Mrs. M.-S. was so delighted at having secured a real 
proper swell Prize Guest that she didn’t care. (8) Until she found out 
tl it the P iy vasn t even t duke, but ist an ordinary person I Ar 


“= 7 





Ne ae OED Mt oe Psy 24 lett aba 
PSR ATR ey chee na a ams 


SRR EO * 












EU N—our-1, 1891. 
















ee a es 
, wee Le 
0 03 AME 
4.1" ad 4 
fai tad fee ‘ 


~~ = 


—S ENS ee ee 


* 


TEDO.-S 


~~  =e 
i 


\e - 
a SS Se 
7 ‘A: 
SS Sh eee 
SA a 


‘ 
<=: 


SS 


. 


a’ 
aS 
BAAN 
SSS Sob es 


sas 
Vea BAAS 
™ AVES 


. 
° 
4s 


nd ° 4 
‘ 


AAA AGO 
MIT AA PPAF 
”* 


es hy 


~ RAN 


ys 
7 VE] Jay on 
ee) eee eA 
' ara ’ * 

are ‘ 


nae 

TT ide IL dd 

git We saLIa ee 
Oa ea 





ee eawarsaearie it 
se wwe eaitit, 


oe ee em 


A VISIT TO GRANDMA. 


Mrs. Happy and Glorious.—'‘NOW, ALBERT EDWARD, HERE IS WILLIAM COME TO SEE US; 
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A CASH CURE. 
Tsrael.—* Ob, doctor, dear! vot shall Ido for mine head? He is so 


dizzy, he makes me see everysings double!” 
Doctor. —“ You will find it will greatly relieve you, Mr. Israel, to 
count your money when these spells come on !”’ 


an ——E — 








Ditties in Doses up to Date. 
(AnD Tips FoR TOPICAL SONGS.) 


SoLo: “ The Song of the Shodhin.” 

{In a recent Jewish matrimonial case, it came out that marriages among that race 
are frequently promoted and fully arranged by an Israelitish agent, known as a 
“ Shodkin.”’} 

O FUNNITES, ma tears, jutht lend me your ears, 
And attend to this Kosher narration ; 

For, if you keep still, dethcribe now I will 
How utheful is my occupation. 

My trade, let me thtate, is to cauthe folkth to mate— 
As nice as two in a pod-kin ; 

And I take the cake when thethe matches I make, 


A. Matthews went quite bald headed about it. 
B. The Free Education Bill’s causing much chat, 

And the looks of some Bishops are black as your hat, 
A. And more Famine doth now seem in store for poor Pat ; 
Both. But is Balfour bald headed about it ? 
Spoken. (Not much !) 
A. Poor L. Tussaud’s Waxworks were melted last week, 
BR. And he’s almost bald headed about it ! 
A, But he’ll doubtless soon start a fresh show that’s unique, 

So don’t you go bald headed about it ! 

Last week, when Miss Ponsonby went to be wed, 

Our good Queen by her presence great gladness there shed. 
B. Old Fun was so pleased that he stood on his heal— 
Both. He, in fact, went bald headed about it ! 

[Ereunt to get FUN some Hair Restorer. 








Fashionable Intelligence. 

“Wuy,” asks a contemporary— why should not the personality of 
the lower, equally with that of the upper classes, be worthy of daily 
record?” Mr. Fun echoes, “ Why not?” and longs for the time when 
fashionable intelligence shall read something after this fashion :— 

Sir Mealey Taters, the eminent costermonger, entertained last 
evening, at his town house in Leather Lane, a select convivial circle, 
to one of his world-famous tripe suppers. The banquet terminated 
in the usual free fight. 

The Hon. ’Arry ’Opkins, accompanied by a party of friends, paid a 
visit to ’Ampstead "Hath on Sunday last. The latest novelties in 
oaths, catcalls and “ chi-ikes”’ were heartily enjoyed; while some of 
the black eyes worn, call for special comment. 

Trade disputes among the commercial aristocracy are, unfortunately, 
becoming of daily occurrence. We regret to hear that the Duchess of 
Clare Market has been compelled to erase the name of the Countess 
of Too Pennorth Neat from her visiting list, owing, it is rumoured, to 
a slight difference of opinion relative to the freshness of a haddock, 
purchased by the former from the well known fish-stall of the latter. 

Lord Jemmy de Crowbar opened yesterday, in the presence of a few 
pals, a new branch establishment of the Free Credit Banking 
Company. At the conclusion of the ceremony—just as the safe was 
being carried away —Inspector Nabbem, of the E division, had the 
honour of an introduction to his lordship. 

Sir William Sikes, assisted by his illustrious confrére, the Hon. 
Toby Crackit, entertained yesterday the Lord Chief Justice and many 
of the most distinguished luminaries of the legal profession. Sir 
ae and the Hon, Toby occupied their accustomed places—in the 

ock, 








Sanitary Authorities, paid a state visit to Bow Street yesterday afternoon. 





And the Yidden all call me a Shodkin, 





REFRAIN, 
Ven I giv’th a small nod—or, say, nod-kin, 
I knit Nuptial Knot’th with Fate’s bodkin ; 
And worth a thmall prison or “ quodkin” 
Are those who engaged not the Shodkin. 
All young Yidden I book as good bait for the hook 
With which Cupid and Hymen go angling ; 
Lots of couples I catch with a view to a match— 
/ can’t help it, if thoon they thtart wrangling ; 





A profit that’s “ froom” I make out of each “ groom,” 
Which delights all my odd kith and odd kin, 
Then I “ Motzeltoff” cry, when the knot my pairs tie, 
And they're all doothid fond of their Shodkin ! 
For I giv’th a thmall nod, ete. 
DuET—* Capillary Counsel,” 
A. (gaily). Come, let's gambol in glee now the sum- 
mer has come ! 
B. (grimly). Well, don’t go bald headed about it ! 
For (fiercely) hasn't much rain come, to make one 
feel glum ? 
A. (holding him down). Woa! don’t go bald headed 
about it! I'msurethere are various matters, to-day, 
Which should make us (and every good Funnite) 
feel gay. 
B No doubt ; but still unto you chappies we say— 
Both, Don't go bald headed about ’em |! 


REFRAIN, 
Why, oh, why go bald headed about it? 
And, also, why sing it, and shout it? 
‘Tis good to show glee 
In a manner that’s free— 
But don't go bald headed about it ! 
1. The Government suffered defeat some davs back, armou! 
B ind ti f ne nigh bald headed alk . 
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VERY MUCH SO! 


_ Maud (romantic).—* Oh, Charley! wouldn’t it be just charming to meet a 
Knight-errant coming along, with a great spear and a sword and a rhiell and 


7 


und things? and, of course, he would want to make me bis captive | 
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J 7. le Ff ] see if m if ‘ very rood fun for vou ‘ 


The Marquis of Saffron Hill and suite, accompanied by the District | 
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My Gardener. 


I HAVE a gardener who 
comes in once a week for 
four shillings. He’s a philo- 
sopher, and says, “ There’s 
nothing like the blessin’ of 
fair exchange in this here 
life.” So he persuades my 
wife to have some Japanese 
lilies. Then he goes and 
takes the bulbs from another 
customer’s garden. Then 
he persuades that customer 
there’s nothing like a couple 
of king ferns, and he steals 
them from my garden and 
sells them. On the question 
of taking commission, the 
man’sa marvel, If he orders 
a load of manure, he gets 
thirty per cent. on the deal 
Nota birch broom is bought, 
but a pint of ale is got out 
of it. Last week I asked 
him to get a hedgehog for 
my small son. He did so; 
he got it from the sweep, 
and the sweep charged two 
shillings, and the gardener 
got tenpence for himself out 
of that. I don’t like to haggle, 
but one day he'll get some- 
thing more out of me than 
he likes, 


& 








THE strike of the shearers 
in Queensland has ended 
abortively. Its only result 
has been much cry and 





court of inquiry should sit upon the matter. It were tight work = « Raggar him!” I says, “Tom and Old Chicker are straightened out 
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THE LATEST SCANDAL. 

















































_ It came about this way. Tom Dibly and Old Chicker was argufy- It was got up just proper, and didn't welenjoy ourselves, tillyTom 
ing the card cheating case. Tom he were sure it’s pronounced Dibly accuses Old Chicker ofd ribbling his counters, and wants him 
Backearrot, and Old Chicker was as certain it were Baccyrar. Says to sign a dockyment as how he'll never play‘cards again till he’s dead, 
Jim White, “Why can't we be as good as the nobs, and have a club 
of our own ?” 















When up comes young Mr. Chewer, and says as how we weren't 
Dias . “ - . » aw s . ‘ M ¢ > ve ° y : 
So George Bosh, who was croupy for the evening, proposes that a playing either Baccyrar or Van Tune, but Beggar My Neighbour, 








little wool. for Tom and the old ‘un. like laths. Who's to pay for this?” 
THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 'v. Bartley’s allegory, taken from blind Milton’s story, Joseph makes 


THE Marquis of Ripon asked Cross for a tip on affairs in far 
Manipur’s state. Lord Cross was thus forced to sit upon Gorst and 

































as serpent pose, while First Lord Smith, without his clothes, on fruit 
| forbidden longing gazes, while tempting Joe the sweet bait raises, 











contradict lots of his prate. The House divides, and now the nation is blessed with gratis Educa- 
Free Education is a farce, so argues Mr, Bartley, and straightway tion. 
comparing Chamberlain to Eve and scoring smartly. And after 
lots of argument and waste of precious time, and lots of stupid talk, A Visit to Grandma 
the bill was read a second time. (SEE CARTOON.) 
Mr. Cobb would like the Guards to have the rules that deal with OH, William was a sturdy lad, Salutes are thunder’d—here he 
cards more clearly to their notice brought; but Stanhope straight In uniform most bravely clad comes : 
declares that naught has happened that has given need for such a step. Who loved to play at wasitite | And Grandmamms. kind good 
} wee! . aR a | games, | old soul, , 
SS one, _ And doted upon cannon-flames : Who likes him much, upon the 
VEN he vii ean so, a grand He also had a mind to see whole, ' 
heal iy , @ uit i Vi ie good job; Lut As much of life as well could be, | Dothready make to feast him well, 
| AUT wp We, NS 2 I'm inclined to And often, when he tour’d about, | And to her own “ young hopeful ” 
hy 4 (| ae with His mother knew that he was | tell 
sell 7 _ out. | Her wish in phrases such as 
rd eg Re 4 Now, in a roving mood, he fain these— 
fiom that Mra Would visit England once again; | “ Now, Albert Edward, if you 
sper ere 80 “Grandma will put me up,” he please, 
Grimwood gets thinks, Be a good boy; see, William’s 
2 saan  earg “And I may have some highish here, 
} zs. a jinks So treat him nicely, there’s a 
oe another, To recompense me if I go, dear ; 
and 00 does So I shall pack my portman- | Just take him round, and have 
Mr. Quinton’s teau.”’ your flings, 
mother, Hark to the trumpets and the | And show him all the pretty 
Lord  Dart- drums |} things,” 
mouth has a 
brother who | : 
went into the WE know a man—a poet—who but ashort time back, penned a few 
Church — not stanzas, the exquisite pathos of which would have sufficed to bring tears 
likely that a into the eyes of the statue of her late lamented majesty, Queen Anne 
BARTLEY'S ALLEGORY. peer would of deathless memory. The theme treated with simple yet manly 
| leave his bro- | dignity, the duty of shielding and protecting the weaker sex in time 
ther in the lurch ; so Dartmouth and Lord Lewisham get primrosy | of sorrow or distress, And yet this very man—this poet—only the 
rewards by giving their relation a Legg(e) up into the Lord’s, | day before yesterday—when informed that his mother-in-law had come 
Free Education still precedes the orders of the day, and both sides to stop for a few weeks, and brought the influenza with her, used 
t to sa the pul won't forget to language that shocked even the sensibilities of the local dustman 
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NOT THE SORT REQUIRED. 
“Can any of you little girls oblige me with a match?” 
* No, but I’m sure mamma ¢an, they say she’s a splendid matchmaker.” 


Little ‘“ Music.” 

I HAVE a niece who plays, and they call 
her Little Music, because she’s got such a 
musical taste. Sometimes I wish it was a 
taste of something in her mouth, not too 
~wisonous, but which would disagree with 
oo and stop her playing for a month or 
two. She plays Chopin's mazurkas. When 
they're sentimental they say to me, 
“Wouldn't you like to hear Little Music 
play in the moonlight?" She does play, 
but the notes don't come more ready to 
hand than the usual “ Three months after 
date.” After hearing this, I once went 
right on the top of Primrose Hill, so that I 


» 


rari 
Leas US 





— tt tt A tt 


[ Boating party retires hastily. 





accomplishments, I would sooner marry a 
woman who was an amateur pig killer than 
a pianist, 


To be Kept ad-Jeyes-cent! 


THE purifier that is known as Jeyes’ 
(Or Jee’s or Jy's—whatever be the 
phrase) 

Seems still to be the favourite disinfectant : 
But this is not surprising in these days— 
And, truly, those who use it not are J—s 

Of that wee wheeze you, doubtless, were 
expectant). 








BILLIARD playing is very hard work.— 
E vel | ' i k 
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The Lateral Bend. 


[An ingenious American has invented a new sort of 
cigar, which has a “lateral bend,” so arranged that the 
weed may be turned downwards, and the burning end 
kept at a respectful distance from the smoker's mous. 
tache.—Press.] 

A SKILFUL inventor, across the broad ocean, 

Has lately conceived a superlative notion 

Which ought to secure him the fervent devo- 
tion 

Of clubman and masher and swell : 

For the bibber, befuddled by boozing and 
beering, 

May smoke his havannah at ease, without 
fearing 

A holocaust huge, since by ‘cute “ engineer- 
ing 9 

The patent-producer so well 
Has arranged the cigar that its igneous end 
Is kept off one’s moustache by a “lateral 

bend ”’ | 


But, if haply that Yankee inventor so clever 
Would make grateful people more grateful 
than ever, 
He really, by strong superhuman endeavour, 
Should carry his excellent scheme 
Just a little bit further: for lots in creation 
Of things are existent which cause perturba- 
tion 
Or grief in our bosoms, or dire consternation, 
But which with complacence supreme 
We should view, if the scientist would but 
extend 
The possession to them of a “ lateral bend”! 


With a “lateral bend” be each chimney-pot 
fitted, 
That, when from its perch the wild wind 
makes it flit, it 
May miss the top hat which it formerly 
splitted, 
And harmlessly fall to the ground. 
Let us have, too, a method of “ lateral 
bend ”’-ing 
The too-frequent floods which from heaven 
keep descending 
That those, who with gamps or with ulsters 
are wending 
Their ways, may be jolly nigh drowned, 
While, from folks whom no ulster or gamp 
doth defend, 
The rough rain is kept off by a “lateral bend” ! 
May the cyclist, who, if we his whistle miss 
hearing, 
Goes over our overwhelmed body careering, 
Have power, by a “lateral bend,” of just 
steering 
Away from our frames, ere we fall. 
May the callers who're still for our money 
appealing,— 
The tax-men, the rate-men, the gas-men 
unfeeling,— 
Be forced, by a “ lateral bend,” into stealing 
Away from our doors, ere they call. 
May the merchantman’s dun and the 
borrowing friend 
Wander out of our path by a“ lateral bend” ! 


May our termagant ma-in-law’s vixenish 
squealing, 
Our wife’s ebullition of vicious ill-feeling, 
Be wafted, per “ lateral bend,” to the ceiling, 
And not on our tympanum hurled. 
May the microbe, the plague-germ, the bale- 
ful bacillus, 
And all the terrestial evils that thrill us 
With anguish, depart (with delight it would 
fill us !) 
By “lateral bend” from the world. 
And, at last, when earth’s joys and privations 
shall end, 
May we ae into Heaven by a “ lateral 
bend “| 


A DARK HorRseE.—A n 
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THE LATEST THING IN STRIKES. 
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(1) It was really too rough on the Smallfry-Smiths! Just when they got toime befoore wid such fool trash as washin’ begorra!” (4) And next 
an invitation to dinner at the t-Browns, after scheming for it for years, day, having routed the enemy after atierce encounter, (5) She presented 
the washerwoman joined the Strike, and poorS. couldn’t get aclean shirt | herself to her employers. She, uafortunately, required so much liquid 
for love or money! (2) Worse than that, Mrs, Sudds not only struck, § refreshment to ‘‘stiddy her nerves” after the battle, “ That she fiaally 
but stationed herself at the door as a ‘‘ picket,” tosee that no‘ blackleg” | became incapacitated for the busihess on hand. (7) Nothing remained 
came about the job. (3) However, Mrs. Smith, departing privately at but for Smith to do the job himself ; *) And he would probably have 
tight by the back door, sought the abode of Mrs, Bridget Mulligan (the made it a success but for the return of the enemy in force, who meted 
shining light of Mrs. Smith's ‘‘ district”), and, by promises and entreaties, | out rough and ready, and it may even be said, vigorous justice to him 
gained her consent to assist, although Mrs. M. had “ Niver wasted her | as a “‘ blackleg.” 

How coldly she eyed me,withscornand contempt Oh? can I forget how the scene became blurred ? | Alas! while in slumber my head had been bent 

: [ he p Or how memory fled from her seat ? | At the club—to my shame and disgrace— 

: piration a e dastardly ywndrel with fendish intent 
az To UOBRESPON DENTS. The Editor does not bind himself to acknowledge, return, or pay Jor Vonirwuliwns in NO Cae Wl hey be relurned unless 


accompanied by a shamped and directed envelope. 
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DEPARTMENTS. 
Ile. —* T thought I was to have the supper dance?” 
She.—* Just too late, Charlie—envaved.” 
Ie. Oh, then, while you’re having the dance I'll vo and have the supper.’ 


MACAULAY’S cocksure statement, that “The Romans were like brothers, In the brave days 
of old,” is simply rubbish, It is now established as a fact beyond dispute, that many of them 
were hard, grasping landlords, of a type that would not have disgraced their Irish confréres of 
the last veneration, Why, even rollicking Mare Antony himself (when letting off his little 
oratorical squib over the body of J, Ceasar) felt compelled to publicly allude to the existence 
of such evils, and entreat his listeners to 

“See what a reat the envious Casea made!" 


CUSTARD weit 


Supplies a Daily Luxury. Dainties in endless WARNING 
Variety. The Choicest Dishes and the Richest ~" Crhes; 
Custard) NWO EG@S REQUIRED . 3.) UDStiLules, 
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The Whip o’ the Wheel, 


A ’BUSMAN’S BALLAD. 


PERCHED up aloft on the driver's seat, 
Handling the “ribbons” with care, 

Guiding his ’bus thro’ road and street, 
On the look out for a fare. 

Willing and ready, sober and steady, 
Working with patience and zeal ; 

Able to “ patter” on every matter, 
Journeys the Whip o’ the Wheel. 


tattling and rumbling over the roads 
From Sunday till Saturday night, 

Toiling along with his living loads 
Of passengers, left and right. 

sackwards and forwards, onwards he jogs, 
With scarcely time for a meal, 

Summer and winter, thro’ frost and fogs 


Travels the Whip o’ the Wheel. 


He likes a good joke, and a friendly smoke, 
And seldom gives any offence ; 
He'll chatter and chaff, and enjoy a gooJ 
laugh, 
No matter at whose expense, 
With a lass at his side, he’s the picture of 
pride, 
His pleasure he cannot conceal ; 
For a“ buss” he smacks his lips, then cracks 
Gaily, the Whip o’ the Wheel. 


He's fond of sport, and to know he ought 
The latest of tips and news ; 
For a mate in the stable to tell him is able, 
Who lives in Sir Somebody's Mews, 
What’s “sure to come in” or is “ bound to 
win,” 
Tho’ a secret he mustn’t reveal ; 
What’s “entered” or “matched,’ “struck 
out” or “scratched,’— 
Whispers the Whip o’ the Wheel, 


Weather beaten and rough, he’s wonderf’ly 
tough, 
As year after year on his box 
He sticks to his “ biz,” though the rheumati: 
Sticks to him, like the hounds to the fox ; 
Not often without an attack of the gout 
He frequently suffers a deal ; 
Yet he’s always about, week in and week out, 
Whirling the Whip o’ the Wheel, 


Better times are in store now he’s managed 
to score 
A vict’ry, though seldom he fights ; 
But he well understands how to put up his 
hands 
When he’s got to stick up for his rights. 
With twelve hours a day, and regular pay, 
Let us hope more contented he'll feel. 
May you live to enjoy life and health, my 
boy, 
So “ good luck” to the Whip o’ the Wheel ! 





IN getting rid of s0 many of their conductors 
for the smallness of their receipts while the 
excitement of the late strike had scarcely 
cooled down, the L. G. O, Co. no doubt con- 
sidered their policy a penny wise, but most 
people will think it a Pound foolish one, 
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We woulda fe without bjs bol New Naearap rs aon deceivers ever" 


(1 When Dog Days rule—a chance"comes (for a span) 


(5) At ea many people skip the stream, 
For the British Bobby to turn Muzzle-man. 


Preferring luncheon, served with Love's young dream. 
! 
| 


(6) This wife-assaulter wept like all such brutes : 
And wouldn't go to jail without his boots, 


(7) Ne w Hels yperary is for sale, you know— 
4 chance for some to Tip-a-Raree-show 


(2) Although the Pedagogue may can: ‘your boy: — 
To return the compliment sometimes annoyr, 


(3) This ‘ spoon air eloping per balloon — 
. . 4 gE] 
That it’s tal ,00n-acy may fiad out soor 


hee rd act 
cal 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 
DeuRY LANE.—Drink certainly seems a good item for a hot 
weather bill—soothing and seductive—and no doubt the public 
respond heartily to Mr. Augustus Harris's invitation to “’ave a drink 
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Th alonger ’im.” 
nf - As a _ play, 
“a though it has 


its points of 
unpleasant- 
ness, it is 
several mil- 
lion times 
better stuff 
than that 
pitiful For- 
mosa thing. 
Mr. Warner 
givesa dread- 
fully natural 
st udy — or, 
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tudy, its 8O hasty 
—<cof that interest- 
ject, DT. Mt 

(and alw Lvs Wits ) 
vest thing, 


though, somehow, J 
cant bring myself 
to believe in it as a Tur Bort LB—A CORKER AND WARNER, 
perrormance of uny 
reat intellectual subtlety—it seems to me to hold the same relation 
to true, inspired art that a realistic seene of Charing Cross (or such) 
to a thoughtfully conceived poetic landscape- very good and 
clever in is way, but lacking elevation. However, I don’t doubt but 
Vat it has its almirers—heaps of them—and that is justification for it. 
Mr, GLENNY'S Lantier is a very completely worked out bit of 
character, as good as anything in the show. Gouget, played by Mr. 
i. Giurney, comes in for enthusiastic applause for his temperance 
principles—the oftener the audience goes out to have a drink the 
more enthusiastic it becomes, Miss Jessie Millward makes a very 
e washerwoman, and Miss Katie James as Phabe Save (described 


the bills as a young lady of double life,” thouch she doesn’t seem 
try ' } * 

lor more than half a one ) pirys the character with 

full humorous appreciation ; Miss Neilson 


a uke s it rat} cr : nventional 
\ rvinie, The piece Is put on 


th the “usual liberality dis- 


1 





tinvuishing the manavement,” (4 
and ought to run as long as it /} 
is wanted, Y/ 
COVENT GARDEN, — Marta 
asort of Opn ratic lay k, thouch 
a melodious lark enouvh—was 
revived here the other night, 
probably as a CUriosily or a 
little holiday for the singers, 
Mile. Mravina was the Lady 
Henrietta and Signorina Giulia 
Ravogli, Naney—a_ sprightly . 
‘G Nancy, too. M. Edouard de Japrep Criric, — 
ina t's '— Reszké makes an excellent “Don't send us 
iy q Comic man, a ne nor't 
e, 1 guess.” ——_ don't they!!!" | 


THE SHAFTESBURY.—A pre- 

posterous and ill-managed piece, called The Rule of Three (probably 
eeause It is calculated to“ puzzle” the universal “ me”) was pro- 
ther morning, The principal « haracter is ala ly who 
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Roles | 





this simple and not unprecedented fact, Perhaps I haven’t quite 
caught her drift, though ; the whole thing was rather puzzling. I was 
glad to see Miss Alma’ Murray again, but I’d rather have seen her in 
something worthier of her talents, Mr, Fuller Mellish was excellent ; 
and I’m bound to say there was one good dramatic situation at the 
end of the third act, if it had only been got at reasonably. But it 






























—KATTI is one of 


te the funniest of 
‘and, Miss Alice 
Atherton’s 
funny imperson- 
ations, and failing anything better, or 
as well prepared, Mr. Edouin has 
done well to put the piece on pending 
the preparation of something new. 
Miss Atherton is as stolidly, excrutia- 
tingly funny as ever, and Miss Marie 
Illington strengthens an_ already 
strong company. Mr. Edouin re- 
sumes his post of Finnikin Fluffy and 
his farcical eccentricities and ready 
invention of ridiculously comic * busi- 
ness”’ keep the audience in a roar and 
a heavy perspiration all the evening. 
Miss Ruth Rutland, Mr. Dagnall, Mr. 
H. Eversfield and Mr, Sydney Barra- 
clough are in the cast—and eall for 
polite recognition, 


NopDs AND WINKs.— Now is the 
cenial time when the leading lady 
goes for a holiday and gives her under- 
study a chance—not that the chance 
Pont. of — amounts to much, as a rule, for the 
THE StTRAND.—“ Ya, dot vass me: I : ’ 
vass kom back to dot same place, Manager generally closes his doors 
Lain't ut?” about this period of the year. At 
anyrate, a good many of the houses 
have the dismal, family-out-of-town appearance appropriate to the 
season, and the companies are either indulging a “ well earned rest”’ 
or picking up gold and silver on the provincial Tom Tiddler’s ground. 
—Mr. Augustus Harris (a gentleman connected with the theatrical 
profession, I believe), starts a tour of The Late Lamented at Brighton 
on the 10th of next month. Mr. Alfred Balfour will play Parker the 
Butler, having been specially engaged for the part, ’m told.—I am 
also told that the choir of the Teacher’s Society of Frankfort-on-the- 
Maine is coming over to give us a toon or two at the Munich Theatre 
at the German Exhibition. This is not at all the ordinary German 
band to which we are accustomed in our daily rounds, but a highly 
superior affair, I believe, with all the buttons on.—Somebody has been 
complaining, on behalf of the weekly and sporting papers, that they 
have to take back seats at matinées. I don’t remember ever having 
anything to complain of on that score, myself; but, then, I never go 
toa matinee at all unless I’m asked beforehand, so perhaps I don’t 
know much about it. Anyway, I don’t think it matters much where 
anybody sits at the average matinéc, if the seat apportioned isn’t a 
comfortable one, you can always sit on the play, you know !—Mr. 
Leonard Outram has been guilty of A Mighty Error, and Miss Mary 





GERMANIAW—THE GERMAN BAND. 


Ansell is going to help Miss Frances Ivor to let the public know all 
about it one of these afternoons. Probably on the 13th or 14th inst. 
—Mr. J. T. Mackay Robertson has been appointed acting-manager at 
the Strand.—Mr. Edwin Drew, who is just recovering from a bad bout 
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HER BLOOMING CHEEK! 
A Society Nobel, 
JEWELLED IN EVERY HOLE, AND WITH ALL THE LATEST IMPROVEMENTS. 


By THE Hon. GEORGINA DRIVELLER. 


Author of “Cometh up Smiling,” “ Ought we to Drink With Him?” “A Tap Room 
Repentance,” “ Not Bad, but Worse,” “ Bound in Calf,” “ Published 
at Last,” “ Green as a Leek was He,” etc., etc. 


CHAPTER XIV. 
LADY SCANDLETON DISCOURSES ON THINGS IN GENERAL. 

EXHAUSTED by the successive shocks of numerous collisions, not to 
mention a host of minor fatalities attendant on her tour with Sir 
Nyghtmare, Eureka 
craved, and thank- 
fully obtained re- 
lease from her next 
expectant cavalier. 
As she sat, thecentre 
of an appreciative 
knot of perspiring 
admirers, her hostess 
approached, and 
said, with a smile 
and some slight em- 
pressement— 

“Lady Scandleton 
particularly wishes 
me to present you, 
Mrs. Grimshank. 
You have no objec- 
tion?” 

Eureka rose with 
a gesture of assent, 
and Lady Sultrybarr 
added, in an under- 
tone, “ Entre nous, 
it is somewhat of an 
honour, She so sel- 
dom expresses a de- 
sire for anything of 
the sort.” 

The Countess of 
Scandleton was per- 
haps nearer seventy 
than sixty, yet she 
dressed with a juve- 
nility that com- 
manded respect, and was little short of heroic. She was a crooked, bony 
little old woman, with nothing real about her save a pair of piercing 
though deeply sunken eyes, and a brutal frankness of tongue that could 
—and did—cut like a razor. Related to three-fourths of the peerage, 
she was held in fear by the whole of her relatives, and the remaining 
fourth, who, by-the-by, would gladly have owned her also, Her presence 
at Lady Sultrybarr’s was quite an event for the latter, discounted 
though the obligation might be by scarcely veiled personalities of a 
dubious nature, 

‘“T like your face,” she said, the introduction effected, speaking in 
a thin, rasping voice, and making room for Eureka on the lounge be- 
side her; “ there’s a shrewdness mingled with its beauty that is posi- 
tively refreshing. One sees nothing but an eternal simper nowadays.” 

“T am glad it meets with your approval,” murmured Eureka de- 
murely, ‘What I should have done without your approbation, heaven 
only knows!” 

The old woman glanced at her keenly, and Eureka added, “ Dearest 
Awlexis has frequently spoken of you, not only as——”’ 

“Your husband is a fool, child!” interrupted the other, sharply ; 
‘not that he differs from the rest of his family. There was never yet 
a Bonely-Grimshank fit to say ‘ Bo’ to a goose!” 

‘‘T had no idea his virtues were such public property,’ said Eureka, 
with an innocent little air of surprise. 

The Countess chuckled rather than laughed, and tapping her lightly 
on the shoulder, exclaimed, suddenly, ‘What do you think of me, 
child, candidly ?” 

Eureka eyed her in a calmly contemplative manner, “I think,” she 
replied softly, after a moment’s pause, ‘‘ you would be far better at 
home in a comfortable old dressing gown, with a basin of gruel, and 
your feet in hot water. Your airy costume, charming as it undoubt- 








edly is, suggests a certain amount of risk, not to say discomfort, 
Which at your time of life should be religiously avoided.” 
Lady Scandleton frowned, bit her lip, and burst intoa hearty laugh. 


hou are right, « i. she cried, emphatically; “ perfectiy myeht 
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advice ; but—I am a warrior of the old school, and shall be borne 
home on my shield, sooner or later. To put it in a more modern 
fashion, ‘the old guard dies, but never ‘surrenders.’ You see, 1 have 
borne the toil, the heat and the burden of such a countless number of 
seasons, that the fray has become for me an absolute necessity ; and, 
like the ghostly apparition upon the ramparts of Elsinore, I am con- 
tinually armed from top to toe. Even such an assemblage as the pre- 
sent has the same stimulating effect upon me that carnage is popularly 
supposed to exercise upon the war horse. I know—you know, or will do 
when you get my age—the hollowness, the mockery and the utter un- 
reality of it all! The same eternal round of nothingness; the same 
jealousy, scandal, backbiting and intriguing ; the same —but, pshaw ! 
we can’t alter it, therefore, why grumble? For my own part, I am con- 
tent to die in harness: it amuses me. You see that tall dark woman 
standing yonder against the ferns—the one in the red frock?) I don’t 
suppose you know her—the Hon. Mrs. Bangle. She has been divorced 
three times, and is apparently qualifying for a fourth! There is not a 
single reputation in these rooms to-night, with, perhaps, the exception 
of your own, that would bear the scrutiny of a farthing rushlight !” 

“So I believe,” murmured Eureka, absently. 

“Even yours,” continued the countess, pointedly, “ may require a 
little varnishing, by this time to-morrow,” 

“ How—in what way ?—for what reason ?’ 

“The man you were conversing with a short time back is scarcely 
a saint. Wholloper, 1 mean—Jumps is simply a clown, The oth 
however, is dangerous. You know him by repute?” 

“ Merely as an athlete,” replied Eureka, 

“He is, nevertheless, a doughty co-respondent, and his card-playing 
is supposed to be not altogether what it should be. The latter point 
is serious. A few broken hearts, more or less, matter not ; but society 
demands that the ace of spades shall be dealt with in a perfectly 
righteous manner. Here comes your husband! He'll bore me terribly. 
Thanks !—intercept him, by all means! I shall send you a card for 
my ‘At home’ next week.” . * * * 

As Wholloper and his friend donned their coats and ignited their 
cigars preparatory to finishing the night, or rather morning, at the 
club, an expression of sly jocoseness stole over the baronet’s mobile face. 

He had supped freely, and the mingled confusion of his rumpled 
shirt front, unknotted tie, and dangling watch, presented an ensemb/: 
sufficiently picturesque, the tilt of hishat being proportionately graceful. 

“ Pott, old chapsh,” he hiccoughed, knowingly, “Vl tell you wha’ 
we mush do! We mush put her up for the Flipflapperies! By Ben- 
digo, she'll bang Banagher!” 

The Hon. Wholloper replied by another of his enigmatical smiles, 
He had a large stock on hand, apparently, and was anxious to get rid 
of them, { Zo be continued, 
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A CURIOUS PRINCIPLE. 


certain lady recently found a man helplessly intoxicated lying before a village inn. She caused him to be carefully taken up and tended ; and then 
set tke to bring about the punishment of all at sundry who had supplied him with drink. She then proceeded to pay the drinker’s fine. MORAL. 


Favour the evil-doer, and transfer his responsibility to a J 











‘Lovely principle this "ere—hic—noo ’un!” says our Special Inebriate ; ‘‘ got took that way myself one day. He, he! Lovely duchess got out of ‘er 
carridge—hic—and picked me up, and wrapped me in rose-leaves, and fed me hup with tit-bits ; and, w'en I come round, blest if she didn’t give me a berth 
in the garding as a reward, so as she could pet me hup and take keer of me. Blest if she didn’t git all the poor publicans lagged as had ever supplied me 


with a ‘arf-pint ! 























voy aGthets ¢ 


‘Well, there was a werry stout gent a-staying at ‘er ‘ouse, as used to overeat hisself regler every day at dinner; and used to set an’ garap horful arter 
it, An’ one day, blowed if he didn’t go orf suddent with appleplexy. 
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THE GREATEST MAN OF THE AGE 


GULLIVER. 


MODERN 
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“DISTANCE LENDS,” ETC. ’ 
Mr. Mashemall,—*‘ By Jove, Miss Prettypert, I wish you’d put me into your picture!” B, While the Christ’ning of 


Viss Prettyport.—“1 will, if you'll sit where I ask you to.” 
Vr. Mashemall,—* Oh, delighted! by Jove! Where shall I sit ?” 


Miss Prettypert.—* On that rock in the background. Make haste!” 
[.V.2.—* That rock” is fire miles away. glad in July. 


' 


Ditties in Doses up to Date. 
(AND TIPS FOR TOPICAL SONGS.) 
FEMININE TARS;: 

1 Marine Medley, in Reply to the recent query, “ Should 
Women be Sailora?” 

Airn—" Bay of Biscay!” 

THOUGH men may stare in wonder 

To see us La-a-a-dy-tars ; 
We'll show them ‘tis no blunder, 

But that we know ma-a-asts and spars, 
We'll sweetly ery, “ Yeo-ho!” 

(Though its meaning we don't kno-ow) 

( lxide) But if the sea 

Roughish should be, 
Won't it be rather risky, 0? 
AIR—" Sailor's Hornpipe.” 


Still, in natty sailor dress we'll look fetching, you'll confess, 
Am 


ell wear (when with our crew) divided skirts of navy blue ; 


| vi 
But, if boreas makes a rumpus, we'll let pugilists box the compass, 


re you can whistle Jacquinetta Robinson ! 


Aln—' Llearts of Oak!” 
Yes, we sweet Lady-tars o’er the ocean will steer 
(l’roviding ‘tis calm and it don’t make us queer), 
We will steer our good ship (like ourselves ‘tis a She), 
And at such-and-such “ bells” we'll pipe all hands to Tea! 


“ Hearts of Oak!” on our trips, we will sing now and then, 
Whenever we're jolly,— 
Yes, when not melancholy, 

We'll plough the wide seas quite as well as mere men ! 


Arr—“ Ye Mariners of England,” 

We marineresses of England 
Will gaily guard our seas ; 

But we shall flag, with a thousand fears, 
When up there springs a breeze. 

In the hornpipe (or some nice sea-waltz) 
We'll trip with festive tov 
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Ah! then we'll murmur, “0O-o- 
0-0-0 ! ’ 

Again on shore let’s g0-0-0-0-0 ; 

For the stor-or-my winds do 
blow!” 


AIR—Nativnal. 


Although Britannia 
(A Lady) rules the waves ; 
Women will never make clever 
Ocean slaves ! 


TOPICAL DUET — “ This Joyous 
July.” 


3 A, We have called in toask you 
(of course, entre nous) 

Both. How do you like your 
July? 

B, And to mention, while here, 
just a topic or two— 

Both, Nowonin this jaunty July? 

A, That Aquarium Marionette 
case was rum— 

B, And a certain C.C, had to 
pay a good sum 

For saying those Dollies 

were quite too—hey? 
—hum ! 

Both, Well, as warm as the joy- 
ous July! 





A, The grand Royal wedding 
of Little Louise 
Has increased all the joys 
of July; 


baby-girl Fife, if you 
please, 
Made Great-Grandma feel 











tales a ne a At Henley Regatta swell 





B, 


Both, 
A, 


R, 
Both. 
RB, 
A . 
B, 
Both. 


dresses are seen, 
And gay Old FuN’s there,—and, you bet, all serene, 
And when he comes back he’ll take tea with the Queen— 
And, no doubt, be a Peer, this July! 
That the Harvest seems promising here, in our land, 
Has given us joy this July! 
But that brave Captain Shaw leaves our bold Fireman band— 
Is a damper to all in July, 
The French Firemen have had a good time over here ; 
The Ktonians’ Dinner was fraught with good cheer ; 
sut the good, but rum Spurgeon has been very queer— 
Here’s wishing him well this July! 
[ Kreunt to leave their cards at the Tabernacle. 


SHOULD the colonel of a regiment be—ahem! well. to put it mildly 
—cracked, and the affair come before the Commissioners of Lunacy, 
could the case be said to lie in a nutshell ? 
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SUMMER SKETCHES—A DAY OUT 


If the stormy winds do blo-o-0-0-ow, 
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TURF CUTTINGS. 


To THE EDITOR oF “FUN,” 
HENLEY REGATTA, 

Srr,— Though you've never 
known me shirk the most exacting 
claims of work (because, when I 
have played that game, I’ve care- 
fully concealed the same), ‘twill 
not surprise you when I say ’m 
greatly tempted to to-day. The 
blazing sun’s aggressive glare, the 
sultry stillness in the air, the dust | 
that clogs the heated breeze and 
lies in layers on the trees, the per- 
spiration one may trace on almost 
every body’s face, the tendency one 
has to think of baths and ice and 
things to drink, all indicate a state | 
of things when Industry would fold | 
his wings,and masquerade it, more | 
or less, in undiluted Idleness. In | 
times like this (unhappy dole!), a 
boundless yearning fills my soul— 





an irrepressible desire to fly from 
pen and ink and hire at Twicken- 
boat in order to re- 


F 
d 
\ 


ham or Kew a 

move my coat ! 
> ‘alv hon ured uP wv be | 
sut, truly honoured sir, you bet 

I’ve never shirked my duty yet, | 


and energetically vow I don’t in- 


| 
tend to do so now. Not horses of 
the wildest breed, whate’er their 
cfforts, could succeed in even 


slightly drawing me aside from my | 
integritee—no siren smile, no siren 
wink, no offered gold or proffered 
drink, nothing that you could do 
or say, would “lure me from the 
paths” to-day ; believe me, sir, this 
is no cant, I’m absolutely adamant, 
besides, my duty calls me down to 
Henley’s unromantic town, and 
there [ can get in a boat, and there 
I can take off my coat, which plainly 
brings before the view that duty is 
my pleasure, too. 

Well, sir, mm here, upon the spot, 
and as I’ve said, the sun hot. 
I've got a launch (my man’s no 
fool, and though it’s hot the drinks 
are cool), My launch is moored 
to someone’s ground, the usual’s 
going on around : the boats of ev’ry 
shape and size that glide and flit 
before the eyes 5 the man who rows, 
the maid who lolls, the blazers 
bright and parasols, the Gipsy lady 
weaving spells who problematic 
fortunes tells, the many kinds of 
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-the nigger with his = {|_———___. 
painful jokes, the “comic blokes” 
with equivoques, inquiries after “ Mary Ann,” and warnings of * The 
Bogie Man,” the pimply tenor, greasy faced, his form in seedy black 
encased, who in a voice with whisky blent, indulges much in senti- 
ment ; the tow-haired sylph with glances sly, who says we “ wink the 
other eye,” the “ kids” who play the violin, and help the complicated 
din of twangling banjo, whistling launch, and squeaking Punch with 
hump and paunch, the plash of oars, the flying chaff, the maiden’s 
scream or rippling laugh, and all the happy sights and sounds with 
which the * Henley week” abounds. Here flies the skiff, there plods 
the punt, the launch goes by with hiss and grunt, and, ’midst a swect 
du re mi fa, there glides the graceful gondola, while, in a stream that 
never ends, go strangers, pilgrims, foes and friends, stern politicians, 
cotton lords, Jew brokers, ladies of “the boards.” swell shopmen, dia- 
mond digvers, too,and journalists (a motley crew), and oars and colours 


singing folks 


tlash and gleam, and all appears a blissful dream. 

But something to my notice brings that there are certain racing 
things occurring ev ry now and then between enthusiastic men, who 
(like myself) take off their coats, and getting into little boats, pro- 
eed | t int rulle) to interfere with things awhile. These 


Spoon 

{The latest fad in 

COLLECTING spoons is now, we 
read, 

The latest fashion in the States; 

It seems a curious fal—indeed, 

A “spooney”’ mind ft indicates, 

Yet *tis no worse than many a 
craze, 

And, probably, ‘twill fade eft- 

Ways, 

other 


SOONS 5 
) P ght } » 
sut, meanwhile, there 
Of gathering Historic Spoons! 


are 


The spoon, your sponsor shed on 


you Christening font, 

What time you 80u rht the 
If framed and ywlazed for all to 
VIEW, want, 

A) | t hay f ’ r.felt 


Am ‘rica is thee 
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y 





Bait. 
Hlecting « 
(Oftimes the booniest of 
boons), 
Included this should be. 
Among your. prized 
Spoons ! 


f Historic spoons.) 


mayhap 
Historie 


Dante's dreams 
intense ; ftoo: 
Sly Petrarch’s love for Laura, 
And Hamlet’s (he was very 
dense) 
When fair Ophelia he would 
woo, i let 
Young Montague, and Miss Capu- 
(Who used to rave at suns 
and moons), 


there UN'S 


Then, amorous 


And love talks, 


Are 


; 
} 
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GOT HIM, SIR! 


Ist Board School Boy.— I! know wot ‘c's a-drorin’ ! 


2nd do.—* Yer lie, yer don't— !” 


[xt dl —* Ye) lie, | do ! E's a drorin’ free ‘and | de 


THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


EDUCATION BILL got forward to Committee stage. Ministers very 
perky over this triumph, Now, the question is, what will the Lords 
do with it—amend it out of shape or leave well alone? 

‘The law and the lady” are not always on the best of terms. It must 
be admitted, that in the past the law has not treated the fair sex par- 
ticularly fairly, and this is exemplified strikingly in the case of the 
law relating to slander. To convey that a single lady is no better 
than she should be is actionable, since it may affect her prospects in 
the matrimonial market, but where the lady is already married the 
law has hitherto assumed that no harm can be done, and perhaps has 
had regard to the fact that in the latter case there is somebody to 
punch the slanderer’s head. Lord Macnaghten’s Bill is intended to 


make the slander, even of married women, an expensive luxury, And 











although the Lord 
Chancellor, who 
likes his law old 
and crusted, pro- 
tested against the 
innovation, the 














1. HEROIC FEAT. 2. THE GOVERNMENT EDuc ATION BILI Bill gat through, 

OF COURSE. : ‘ SIM and it is to be 

—" hoped will pass 
the throes and wrestlings of the Commons this session. 

Mr. Parnell has made, to one person at least, an amende honorable 


one sense of the word, a Unionist, 
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| To Captain Shaw-Vale! 


| (After thirty years’ service as chief of 


sf the Metropolitan Fire Brigade, Captain 
¥. | Eyre Massey Shaw, C.B., has decided to 
cow retire from his post, and has placed his 
a | resignation in the hands of the London 
oie County Council.) 
—~ | . . . 
ie HE is going to retire, 
« ¥ Is our gallant Captain Shaw,— 
sz? | Shaw a firmer foe of fire 
; a Smoky London never saw ! 


| Where wicked flames devour 

| And battling waters hiss 

His silver helm and power 
Of guidance we shall miss. 





“ia 3ut though from fume and flame 
gurP To a cool retreat he goes, 
Wty, | We're Shaw that he's still game 
| POUME From his helmet to his hose, 
He Got There! 
4 | “I’m going to wear charities 
» | now I'm eight, father,” said my 
| youngest on his birthday, yester- 
| day morning. 
- | “ Charities!” I said, “ What are 


they?” 
“ These,” he replied, touching my 
ly | nether garments. 
| “Oh, trousers—yes! But why 
| call them ‘charities’? ” 
| “ Because they cover a multitude 
of shins!” 
“You rascal! There’s a shilling 
| for you,” 


9 





And let the police, who are too prone to look down on the very class 
from which they are recruited, remember that a poor girl’s honour is 
as precious as a rich one’s, and that in the eyes of the law, if not of 
all the law’s officers, Englishwomen and Englishmen are equal. 








THE TIME OF ROSHS! 


THE time of roses! as if any person with a grain of sense cared 
whether it was the time of roses or of noses—or the time of muffins or 
of pork pies. Roses, indeed! And they remind you of the country, 
do they? Well, it’s very good of them, I’m sure, if you get any plea- 
sure out of it. You like to see the roses on the cottage porch, do you ? 
Well, perhaps it is something pleasant to smile at for a change. Your 
usual country cottage is about as sweet as the inside of a London 
dustbin, The children, too, are always being slapped by their dear 
mothers. But you like the cottage garden, do you? Well, I don’t. 
I most distinctly detest the smell of southern wood, and lupins only 
look like meat skewers dipped in a blue-bag, and stonecrop as if some- 
body had spilt the mustard. 

But we all love flowers? I don’t see it exactly. There’s a song, 
* We all love Jack.” Asa mere matter of detail, we most certainly 
do not all love Jack. When Jack’s staggering about on the Hard at 
Portsmouth, and he falls against us and knocks us over, we don’t all 
love Jack then. And we're not particularly ardently fond of Jack 
when he gets up a free fight on aclose railway platform, And we 
don’t all love flowers any more than we do Jack. 

Of course, we hear a lot of talk sometimes of starving cripples 
keeping wallflowers in a blacking bottle. Depend upon it they’d 
much sooner keep a bull pup if they had the chance. And the time 
of roses, again! When you go to people’s houses in the country they 
always go and pick their very worst blossom and give it you to take 
home with you, as if it was a most wonderful favour. As if you 
cared carrying the stuff about looking like a sort of cadging coster. 
However, you can always throw the confounded things away when 
you get into town. 

And young people exchange rosebuds in the Row, when they're 
taking a morning gallop. Very sweetly sentimental, I'm sure. And 
then John and Jeames look at ‘em in the distance, as even they may. 
And they have rose shows for cottagers. Very nice, too! And the 
many cottagers who win prizes promise to buy their wives shawls and 
things. Only they never do. They always go and spend the money 

the * Red Lion,” and get up seedy, and their wives get a black eye 


at ~UAaU 5 


| \ ’ , 
f | 3. Nonsense, say! DIOGENES TUBBS, 
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(1) Professor Presto Gammonmug, the astrologer, was certainly makinga | usual fee the ingenuous rustic entered the mystic circle at the professor s 
good thing of fortune-telling, and was thinking of retiring from business request, (4) The latter then commenced his incantation, accompanied by 
with his little pile, when, one evening, as he was refreshing himself during | various weird rites. He had scarcely begun, however, when an awful and 
a temporary lull in business, his goblin page a) proached and told him thata mysterious change came over the stranger. (5) Which the professor did not 

lient waited without. (2) At the same moment a loud knock at the door observe until he had completed the charm. He then realized that his time 

was followed by the entrance of a simple looking young man, evidently had come, for he stood in the presence of Detective Kotchem of Scotland 

‘rom the who requested the professor to read his future to} n Yard. (6) His subsequent fate remains the subject of shuddering con- 
‘ , ss : Sé ia W Lr : | er it ’ etion. 
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AN «END OF THE CENTURY YOUTH. 
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My Cousin's Cat. 
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The Greatest Man of the Age, 
(SEE CARTOON.) 

To explore our wee but wondrous Isle 
Young Kaiser Wilhelm comes for awhile ; 
His massive form inspires much awe, 
And after him large crowds doth he draw, 
Proudly he strides, in manner grand, 
Across our Lilliputian land ; 
So, now the German Gulliver comes, 
Bang the trumpets and blow the drums ; 
And shout aloud a welcome for 
This bold Brobdingnagian Emperor | 








And, lo! he kindly doth review 

Our volunteers and * regulars,” too ; 

And, doubtless, he’ll think, as round they troop, 
| “Ach Himmel! but dot ish a leedle group ! 

In der Faderland, why, efery mans 

Adopts der milidary plans ; 

But here, der army ish so schmall 

It almost seems like noding at all! 

And, after all mein soldiers—lor | 

Vot a sight for Cherman Emperor !”’ 





“But though we’ve not” (we can say with a smile) 
©The Conscription method in our isle ; 
Ye L, thouch a man here is always free, 
As to whether a soldier or not he’d be ; 
(i00d Kaiser friend, the world doth know 
Your Grandma’s troops and tars can show 
More valour and staying power per man, 
Than many a foreign nation can, 
And they re clad to see you upon our shore, 


You brave Brobdingnagian Emperor !” 








| hive sevrnestey/ 
< | | , 
| fHIs holiday season, Walter Besant, Queen Nathalie, 
1 aun \ Ss | William Wilde, Arthur T. Pask and Mrs, Jack Johnson 
have Written in the Holiday Number of the Gentle- 
| woman, Which is dainty, pretty and amusing, and illus- 
trated a da mode with many pictures of the fashions, 


Snips and Snaps. 


“ MORE study,” as the actor observed to his friend, at 
a restaurant, When the waiter placed the bread before 
them. 

7 Why i 7 

“They have just given me a new roll!” 


WHAT is the ditference between the winner of next 
year’s © Derby,” and that sublime article of domestic 
consumption, the “common or garden” sausage? The 
former is certain to be thorougbred : the latter—with 


equal certainty—half bread. 


{ 7 ‘ t ri’ YY ¢ t y ee ee 


due, ‘Ta-ta! Be good!" | It is a pitiful reflection fur lovely woman, after years 


of tight lacing, to contemplate that hers has been a 
\\ sisted life, 


THE FARE ©’ THE PHAROAHS,—That should, sure, 


re lusthi | aa : bers have been the way to allude to the royal feasts of 


+ it \\ 7 ne Kevpt. We leave this to be digested by those who love 
2 eo Sault ia to peer amid the pyramids, 
\ . SVS \\ il itseil 
{ | that cat's NOTICE TO SUBSCRIBERS. 
nw a little The Title page and Indew for FUN, Vou, LIITL., ean be 
w murder, Pl Buiiy buV tim @ vhtar wed gratis On application at the O fhice, 153 Fleet 
anoorder for the play, Street, London, B.C, 





AWAKDED SEVEN PRIZE MEDALS. 


Auated CADBURY'S 
POINTE PENS COCOA 


=“ ABSOLUTELY PURE tnenerone BEST 


y a8 q feac per nelthes scratch noe spurt, 
eing t ya New ss N.B.—Attention 














“FUN'S” TIP-TOPICAL TOUCHES. 
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Wospilal ren away 
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/ Al / The pet” OF A SIX 
, ) ee 
on Volunléer months ~hard’ sentence 
dertaker (5) These Convalescent Convicts find occasion 
For indulging in grim cell-ular evasion. 
(6) The Kaiser (who, despite the damp, is cheerful), 
tes our Volunteers, who ne'er are Volun-tearful. 
(;) The man who, in the park, will fill a seat up, 
M 4Y, 4NON, with some bo] 


d bobby have a beat-up. 
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then three—and that 
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SLASHES 


AND PUFFS. 
—IT is a 


2 ESA matter of 
LLL ae some diffi- 


culty to 
judge Mr. 










| b’Oyly 
viet Carte’s 
ie | latest 





insidious question—* Which are 
fs own merits So many or them . 
ne \ ; 4 If gor’ 
belo to the unique school of OTe 
‘ 


opera which it follows (in more 
senses than one) and BO many of VER 
them belong to the conventional 

ways of opera-bouffe and pantomime, that the others are 


inkle-like 


COUTSBE, p mel Ue 


H-ERAL., 


almost 
elusiveness to the pin of examina- 
tion. It is, of that my pin is a blunt one, but I 
cannot help thinking that the introduction of the two last named 
elements gives something of a vulgar tone to the entertainment—pro- 
bADLY ¢ xayverated to the sense by contrast with the previous produc- 
tions. The “topical allusion,” moreover, is the resort of souls of 
meavre wit, and topical allusions abound in The Nautch Girl, the 
plot of which is none too expertly managed, either. 


hidden, and present a w 


the purely artistic view (upon which I pride 
myself), and is quite consistent with 
the fact that there is ample amusement 
for one l obtained from 
Messrs. Dance and Solomon’s concoc- 
tion. The music is pretty and merry 
enough — if something “wanting in 
variety, and its h newhat of 
the * Two Macs” order, it is, at any- 
rate, independent. Several of the lyrics 
are very smart and bright—a trio about 
the sort of a mate to choose for mar- 
riage, and * This is the old, old story,” 
have struck me most up to now, thouch 
I think that the scrap of the “ Hallelujah 
might be omitted from the 
accompaniment to the former with 
advantage. One of the “ lyrists” (or 
both) appears to have a yearning for 
the triple rhyme, but seems unable to 
get any nearer than this kind of thing, 
repeated in several songs— 


THIS is, 


evening to be 


i1mour sol 


Chorus” 


ms oa is — 
And how do you do to-day, my love? 


That's all that I have to BAY, ny love, 





But "twas « a] ers Wa 
lo glance and be silent and s etc., 
} af » a)) ) 
which is, after all, only a sinvle rhyme 
, y , ‘ 

in unworthy and inadequate dis- 
} 4 — i} HA i! ) 4 5 Ones rake | ct] lator i *makes 

‘ NA 4 at ‘ ' ~ i reat hie ittemnt ¢ 

' ad 

»} , tat +) : ‘ 











Some of the acting is good. Mr. Barrington is funny, and Mr. 
Denny makes his mark, too. Miss Jessie Bond is no less sprightly than 


usual. and Messrs. Thornton and Wyatt fill up the small parts with 
' ’ ‘ . . . * > J . pe - - 
honest “ go.” Mr. Courtice Pounds does his “ tenorial ” duties sweetly, 
and Miss Snyder makes a very acceptable heroine both vocally and 


histrionically. 


Miss Cora Tinnie dances very well. 





——Mr. Harrington Baily has as- 
j lc sumed the reins dropped by Mr. 
Thomas Thorne, if not likea 

hot potato, at least like a per- 

son who means to take adequate time 
for breath before his next spin. Mr. 
Baily has secured Gabriel’s Trust and 
The Mischief Maker, Trust is a good 
thing for a managerial campaign, but 
it is ill playing the mischief with it. 
Mr. Calmour’s piece (which, to do him jus- 
tice, is the first, and not the second of these) 
may pass in a crowd (though it is to be hoped 
Mr. Baily’s acting-manager may not find it 
necessary to “ pass in’ a crowd), but I really 
think the “solid joint” will be found too 
much for the general digestion. This piece 
s said to have rewritten since its 
natinée production, All I can say, as I did 


not see that matiné: production, is“w hat must 









peen 


5 | 


it have been before if it is asthus now?” It 
has the advantage ofa rattling good com- 
pany of interpreters, with Mr. Paulton and 
Miss Edith Bruce at the head, and it only 
needed the tremendous energy, go, and deter- 
mination with which they all rattle the piece 
through to confirm my conviction that the 
piece is a bad one, and they know it. 


THE VAUDEVILLE.—THE 
D.-T.-ECTIVE CAMERA. 














THE TIVOLI.—With a splendid pro- 

cramme of 
Four and twenty items 
Baked in July 

weather, and of excellence fully 
entitling them to be‘ set before ) 
the king,” this place of amuse- 
ment re-opened its doors the 
other evening to a some- 
what larger crowd than 
the average of those it 
has been accustomed to. 
The main attraction (to 
the eye, at anyrate) was 
the thorough renova- 
tion and redecoration of 
the interior.e This is 
particularly sumptuous 
and artistic withal,and, 
moreover, invades one 
with a sense of comfort 
not always the accom- 
paniment 
Miss Ida Heath was 
transforming herself 
into all I went in, each more charming and 
clever than the other (so to speak). We had, also, Miss Minnie Thur- 
y much better than she sang; but, then. she dances 
580 extra well, The Two Maes ill-treated each other 
in their usual shameful way. Mr. Albert Chevalier 
informed us once more that he'd “ Knocked ’em in 
the Old Kent Road.” Mr. Herbert Campbell ex- 
ploited his job lots; and Miss Fannie Marriott 
made some impression in a tuneful song, which 
suffered from some stupid “patter.” (Try Mr. 
Wilton Jones for a song, Miss Marriott.) ‘There 
were also present Miss Jenny Hill, Prince Mignon. 
Kara (a splendid chap in the juggler vein), Mr. Tom 
Costello, Cheevers, Dutch Daley, Revene and Athos, 
The Eltons, Miss Alice Maydue (who was only per- } 
mitted to depart alter dancing a lig in her own ~ | 
inimitable style), The Sisters Jonghmans and / 1 / 


of splendour, 


THE TI\ ; A KARA-CATURE. 


OLIL—U MBER-EI 


1 


, 1 
sorts Of dancers when 


cate to dance very 





Parker's (why not Barker’s?) Dogs. And we played a 
at catch as catch can till the gunpowder ran out at ; v : 
the he f r boots, and we had to be taken int, 2HE TIVOLI.—May- 
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HER BLOOMING CHEEK! 
A Society Nobel, 
JEWELLED IN EVERY HOLE, AND WITH ALL THE LATEST IMPROVEMENTS. 
By THE Hon. GEORGINA DRIVELLER. 


Author of “Cometh up Smiling,” “ Ought we to Drink With Him?” “A Tap Room 
Repentance,” “ Not Bad, but Worse,” “ Bound in Calf,” “ Published 
at Last,” “ Green as a Leek was He,” etc., ete. 


CHAPTER XYV. 
A SECOND AND FINAL ENCOUNTER, 
AN air of high-bred, though perfectly repressed excitement pervaded 
the select throng perambulating Lady Scandleton’s grounds. 
yy Her * At Homes,” 
ta 7 
La 





especially when they 
took the shape of 
garden parties, were 
immensely popular ; 
and on this particu- 
lar occasion, the 
flowers, music, 
sponge cake, straw- 
berries and cream, 
tea, claret cup, and 
numerous other de- 
lectable dainties 
possessed a flavour 


+) ++ . s exe 
hitherto unknown— 





a flavour which lent 
additional zest to 
their consumption. 

It had been deli- 
cately hinted— 
though from whence 
the rumour ema- 
nated was doubtful 
—that there would 
in all probability be 
a scene; and that 
indefinable satisfac- 
tion which the wash- 
ing of soiled linen 
affords a representa- 
tive English crowd 
—the onlookers, not 
| the washers — ex- 
yressed itself in an anticipatory sense. 

Mrs. Bonely-Grimshank the elder presented an imposing appearance, 
A garden party at Lady Scandleton’s was one of the few functions she 
permitted herself to ornament, apart from those pertaining to her own 
exclusive circle; and as everybody knew that she had the same 
affection for Lady Scandleton as she might reasonably be supposed 
to entertain for prussic acid, and that Lady Scandleton regarded Mrs. 
Bonely-Grimshank in something the same light as she would have 
done a case of nitro-glycerine, everybody felt and said how nice it was 
to see them together. 

Standing upon_a terrace overlooking the spacious grounds, the 
hostess received her guests, 


* What, alone, child?” 


She exclaimed. as Kureka SMUINLy Me l 
vanced, attired in a simple muslin gown and an equally sim 


i(i- 


ple hat. 
Poor dear Awlexis is down with 


‘Yes, alone! Isn't it annoying? wit 
the influenza, and his coughs and groans are simply dreadful. How 
unreasonable and selfish men are! However, here I am.” 

Quite right! Sacrificing one’sself to a husband at your age would 
be worse than absurd—it would be profane. But I must take you 


under my especial protection. You know no one here with the ex- 
ception of a few of the men.” 

she led the way, and together they made the tour of the grounds. 
Despite her hostess’ escort, Eureka encountered the chilliest of recep- 
tions, yet without evincing the slightest discomposure. She met 
frigidity with iciness, supercilious glances with cool stares, rebuffs 
with disdain. Lady Scandleton was delighted. 

“It is years since I enjoyed myself so much, child,” she said, 
frankly, “and you fight splendidly. It’s uphill work, and what 
makes it worse, the men are all on your side, That is unpardonable, 
sy-the-by, I have a little surprise for you— 


However, nous rerrons ! 

this way, dear!” 

Mrs. Bonely-Grimshank the elder, holding, as it were, an informal 
unt at one of the principal fi ywer decked 


tte| the verdant lawn. was in the act of raising a 


etrawberry to her lips. when the voice of her hostess cried, sweetly, 
‘My dearest Mrs. Bonely-Grimshank, there is, at all events, no need 
for al t luct here. Your daughter-in-law ! 











call your own, barrin 


smiling features of Eureka and the malicious smirk of her 
companion, 

“ You are in error, Lady Scandleton,” she said, coldly, after a mo- 
ment’s pause, replacing the strawberry upon her plate as she spoke ; 
“T have no daughter-in-law !” 

“Poor dear mamma!” murmured Eureka, in a sympathetically 
audible aside; “she seems to break up very rapidly. Her faculties 
are not what they were!” 

* But, my dearest Mrs. Bonely-Grimshank,” continued the countess, 
in feigned astonishment, while the crowd around rapidly augmented, 
“surely you know your daughter—your son’s wife !”’ 

“T have no son,” was the still more haughty reply. 

“Oh, pray, pray forgive me !” cried her hostess, hurriedly lowering 
her voice with assumed contrition; “I suppose there are family 
reasons! But I was entirely ignorant of their existence, believe me!” 

“It is of no consequence, dear Lady Scandleton,” interrupted 
Eureka, gently; “you are in no way to blame. Dearest mamma is 
unfortunately subject to these attacks, and they are a sonree of great 
grief both to Awlexis and myself. The worst of it is, she refuses to 
take medical advice.” 

With a single + Et tu, Brute.” look towards her hostess. the outraged 
matron turned to a servant standing near. ‘My carriage!” she 
said, curtly. . 4 * , . * 

Twenty-four hours later, Mrs. Bonely-Grimshank sat awaiting the 
arrival of her carriage. In the great hall a vast pile of luggage, 
including her husband, stood likewise awaiting transition. The exodus 
was at hand; the destination Ghoulsmere. 

On the table close beside her lay a miscellaneous heap of books, 
periodicals and minor publications, As her eye ranged slowly round 
the half dismantled chamber, her hand absently rested upon one of 
the latter. Mechanically she picked it up. It was a blue covered 
pamphlet, and, glancing at the title page, she (still mechanically) 
read— 

ON THE TRANSFUSION OF BLOOD 
AS A REMEDY FOR 
HEREDITARY DEGENERACY. 
BY 
PROFESSOR MYKROBE GeERRM, M.U.S.I. 
(Late Hon, Lecturer to the Earlawood Asulum). 
(70 be continued), 





FOOD FOR REFLECTION. 
Mr. O Botherum, the Resident Magistrate (sternly).—* Don't you 
think it a disgrace for a respictably dressed man like yoursilf to be 
nthry widout a dacent rag to your back that you can 


your boots? and them e shtole from Pat 
h p 
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ALL A QUESTION OF NUMBERS. 
{ 
' 
' 
In very ancient times there was a party who went down to get elected M.P. for Little Badborough. He was met by a voter who remarked, ‘‘ Hooray for 
crime, and down with the perlice! I gives my vote to the feller as up’olds that doctrine.” ‘‘ How many of you!” asked the candidate, ‘‘On'y me,” said 
the voter ; and the candidate shuddered with horror, and remarked that he could not think of abetting such notions, 
: 
( 








ze<nrrre Gf 


1/U, 
i tnaa 
(2. 





And in a little while that voter returned and said, ‘‘ There’s two other voters as agrees with me.” And the candidate reflected, and murmured, Perhaps 
it is my duty to have an open mind about this. One must not hastily refuse to listen to the opinions of others,” 
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ST. SWITHIN’S DAY. 


Commander-in-Chief —* NEVER MIND, STANHOPE, YOU'VE SHOWN HIM ONE OF OUR NATIONAL INSTITUTIONS—A 
GOOD OLD WAR QFFICE MUDDLE—AND THAT OUGHT TO SATISFY HIM.” 
[See Cartoon Verses, p. 30. 
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DEEP AND DEEPER. 
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Christabel (who wears a sun bonnet as a safeguard against the rays of Apollo, but, 
otherwise is so poetic),— Oh, is it not lovely to be like nymphs of the deep, deep sea?” 

Cissy (who is as timid as a little mouse, and hesitates even to dip her tiny toes in the 
briny).—" Of the ankle deep sea, you mean, dear, of course; and with plenty of nice people 
looking to see that you don’t get out of your depth !” 
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A JOYOUS ENTRY. 


PEOPLE go to see the Emperor. Well, I’ve 
no objection to the Emperor, neither have I 
to them for going. They must see somebody 
sometime or the other. Better, perhaps, the 
Emperor than anybody else. For my part, I 
like the Hohenzollerns—they like their own 
way and keep it. Frederick William, the 
father of Frederick the Great, was a fine old 
fellow. All I remember distinctly about him 
now was, that he used to wash in wooden 
tubs, whacked his servants and children, and 
knocked a judge's teeth out because he gave 
a false judgment, The latter business showed 
a fair amount of sense. I don’t think 
Frederick William would have quite stood 
the way the Baccarat trial was worked. He 
would have gone down to court, rattan in 
hand, and ordered those bonnets off the bench 
straight away, you bet! As to an Heir Ap- 
— who——. Well, I won't go into 
t, only as a mere matter of detail he used to 
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whack his son, Frederick the Great, for much 
smaller matters, and when he tried to run 
away from a wofully short allowance of coin 
and an over big one of stick, the dear old man 
wanted to have his head off. That’s the proper 
way to bring up all sons, confound ’em! I 
like the Great Frederick, too, asa king. I like 
him specially, too, for locking up his lord 
chancellor and swearing at his judges because 
they didn’t do the square thing. A Frederick 
the Great with a stick in his hand would 
make a very good Supreme Court of Appeal. 
Of course, a lot of honest creatures, too, 
will be looking forward to getting knighthoods 
out of all this business. Everybody goes in 
for a knighthood nowadays. As a badge of 
chivalry it’s about as valuable as if you boasted 
a great - grandfather who was beadle at the 
Stock Exchange. However, I suppose it 


pees the men’s wives to be called my lady. 
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Swabbigo Swithin’s Campaign, 


Lo! the hearts of the people of Britain 
Were stirred (in a season of yore 

When the year of Our Lord could be written 
With three little figures, not four) 

By the beating of drums and the blowing 
Of trumpets o’er moorland and plain, 

For that Swabbigo Swithin was going 
On Swabbigo Swithin’s campaign, 


Upreared on a Billingsgate barrow, 
Or perched on a laundry girl’s tub, 
Or on gate post (confoundedly narrow), 
Or beer-barrel sneaked from a pub., 
Still he spouted : and loud was the cheering 
Bestowed by both noble and swain 
Upon Swabbigo Swithin, careering 
On Swabbigo Swithin’s campaign. 


“ Tf as Member of Saints you'll elect me, 
I’ll grant you a toon which, you bet, 
Will eternally make you respect me: 
Since whatsoe’er weather you get 
When the Day of St. Swithin comes yearly 
For forty days’ space shall remain ! ”’ 
Shouted Swabbigo Swithin right cheer’ly 
On Swabbigo Swithin’s campaign. 


The Clerk of the Weather, down-glancing 
On earth through the firmament blue, 

Saw a startler that started him dancing 
In frenzy the “ devil’s tattoo” ! 

“T must journey,” he howled, having drunka m- 
Etheglin, “ to earth, and restrain 

Mr. Swabbigo Swithin from bunkum 
On Swabbigo Swithin’s campaign ! ” 


And Swabbigo jolly nigh fainted 
When near him the Weather Clerk yelled : 
“So, you scoundrel, you mean, if you're 
sainted, 
To collar the ‘collar’ I’ve held? 
Then [ll thrash you, you mealy mouthed 
monkey, 
Unless from your aim you abstain !”’ 
And poor Swabbigo Swithin felt funky 
On Swabbigo Swithin’s campaign. 


“ Mr. Clerk of the Weather!” he mumbled, 
“You wrong me—you do, sir, indeed ! 

It is plain that you haven’t yet ‘ tumbled 
To tactics that candidates need. 

Pray suspect not that Swabbigo craveth . 
Your power o’er the wind and the rain, 
E’en though Swabbigo Swithin thus raveth 

On Swabbigo Swithin’s campaign ! . 


“No, indeed, Mr. Clerk, you’ve no grievance! 
For whoso elected would be 

As a Member of Saints (or Saints—tephen’s) 
Is bound to tell whoppers, you see ! 

You will find, through all ages, that stumpers 
Will votes by false promises gain, 

Just as Swabbigo Swithin tells thumpers 
On Swabbigo Swithin’s campaign ! ” 


Then the genial Clerk of the Weather 
Shook hands with the candidate slick : 

‘* Ah, that alters the case altogether ! 
And, since your big boom but a trick 

For securing the popular vote is, 
Why, demme! I’ll neither complain, 

Nor of Swabbigo Swithin take notice, 
Through Swabbigo Swithin’s campaign !” 








All lovers of genuine humour (and what 
reader of FUN is not ?) will learn with pleasure 
that Messrs. Ward and Downey will shortly 
issue a new story by the author of “ Through 
Green Glasses,” ‘“ The Voyage of the Ark,” etc., 
but in this instance the humour is tempered 
with strong dramatic interest, and when we 
add that “Captain Lanagan’s Log” is pro- 
fusely illustrated by Matt Stretch in his best 
style, our numerous readers may look out 
with no common interest for the event. 
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Advice to Bloping Hvangelists. 


[An Evangelist, who had eloped with his landlord's 
wife, was recently sentenced to twelve months’ imprison- 
ment for stealing jewellery, which he had with him.] 


’'TIs wrong with your landlord’s light wife to 


levant, 
E’en though evangelical be your profession ; 


To “lag” you for having her traps in . 
possession. + P LyCo l 

But if, in your un-evangelical hours, 
Your landlord’s light wife you elect to or vee 
elope with, Re 


Of unadorned Beauty rely on the pow’rs, 
If those of stern “ Beaks” you hope safely i hat etapa - 


to cope with. 








It was Shikee did it this time. He startled 
his respected parent one day by saying, “ Ma, 


dear, I've bought a pistol. 
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Usual result. 
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Still, Justice does seem a little bit scant ; 


And it goes this way.” Exit Ma hurrielly. 





“T say, Shotto, does it show much ?” 









| Horresco Referens, 
Last week I went to Henley, 
But I sha’n’t go there again, 
Unless the Weather Office 
Undertakes to stop the rain. 
A regatta on the water 
7, Is a pleasant thing, no deubt ; 
But regattas in the water 
I could never care about. 
Such aquatic entertainments 
: May be very nice for ducks, 
Who at any sort of dripping 
Would be glad to try their lucks. 
Ss But wet seats, wet food, wet garments, 
From ten o'clock till ten, 
Are unfit, in my opinion, 
For rheumatic Christian men. 
































“But, Ma, dear, it’s so easy, so simple—!ook 


Anda re-enters somewhat 
here, you only have to do this——” 


nervously. “ Now, Shikee, 
understand this. I forbid 
it once and for all.” 
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Finis. Merry game of slapping heads. 
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THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 

EVERY schoolboy knows the story of that parrot who, on arriving 
at a show of his species, exclaimed, “ What a lot of parrots!” and took 
the cake as champion talker. Sir George Campbell was otherwise en- 
gaged otherwhere. The feelings of the German Emperor during his 
sojourn 
amongst us 
must, I fancy, 
resemble those 
of the bird 
above referred 
to,and one can 
imagine him 
exclaiming, 
“Vat a lod of 
Deutschers !” 

Meantime 
the Gallic cock 
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Triple the 
Quadruple Al- 
liance. Is this 
so? Is there anything stronger than an entente cordiale between the 
Courts of Berlin and St. Janes’? Certainly the Government of this 
country has no mandate, nor is it likely, as things are, to receive one, 
to enter into any alliance, defensive or offensive, with Germany, Italy 
and Austria. But with the Italian and British fleets waking the domes of 
Venice with their mutual salutes, the Austrian Crown Prince ostenta- 


LAST STAGES OF THE EDUCATION BILI. 
General Jubilation—The Heart of Sir Wm. Hart-Dyke rejoices. 





tiously inspecting British ironclads, and the Kaiser himself drawing 
mental comparisons between his Landwehr and our volunteers, what 
wonder that Republican France should begin to wonder whether or not 
these Majesties, Royalties and diplomatists are across their luncheon 
and dinner tables coming to understandings ? 

At last the Education Bill is through its troubles, 
deus by First Lord Smith and Sir W. Hart-Dyke. 

The War Office, of course, fixed the Volunteer review at a place as 
inconvenient 
for the men as 
it could conve- 
niently pick 
upon in the 
metropolitan 
radius. It was 
consoling, how- 
ever, to learn 
that the Trea- 
sury had open- 
ed its heart, or 
rather its chest, 
to the extent of 
two shillings—a tenth part of a pound—a man for expenses. 

All sides united in regretful sympathy with the great chief whose 
lot it has been to bear fourscore years as lightly as though they were 
but two score, and! yet to see his eldest son struck down barely more 
than midway along life’s journey. And knowing how true and tender 
is the bond of family love between all members of that house which 
has been, and must; be for long before the gaze of Englishmen, the 
House feels, and the country feels, how deep and keen has been the 
pain of the sundering by death’s hand of one of those bonds. 


Joyful pas de 
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M@DAL TO BE Srauck TO COMMEMORATE THE 
VOLUNTEER REVIEW. 
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SOMEWHAT DIFFICULT TO ODO. 
British Workman (as per usual)—“Garn awaiy wi’ yer! I tell 
yer yer don’t know our guv’nor, ’E wouldn't gi’ yer ’alf a pint o’ ale, 
no—not 'e, 1 ot if ’e’d got a purse full on it!" 
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Ditties in Doses up to Date. 
(AND TIPS FOR TOPICAL SONGS.) 
SOLO: “ Unsweets to the Sweet.” 

(A GAMIN'S GRUMBLE.) 

(Certain Wet End analysts have discovered that “pear drops" and varions other 
kinds of “sweets” are now largely composed of Oxide of Iron and Acetate of Amyl.] 

Ho! muvver! look yere! 
We buy sweetses! No fear! 

Why, they’re all adulteriorated, 
If you dout the remark, 
Jest you come here and ‘ark, 

What the West Ended Annie List stated. 
Ses Annie: “ Them sweets 
Wot boies bies in the streets, 

Ain't not fitted for youman consumshun, 
And to perchus the same 
Is a Juggins’s game, 

And shows quight a absense of gum shun!” 

REFRAIN. 

For them pare drops, alars! is 
All frords in their glarses ; 

All fings which all boies should fite shi on, — 
The \arst stror of the camy] 
Is Aystate of Amyl, 

And 60's this ‘ere Ox eye’d of Iun! 
Wot a beest of a shaime 

__ To play up sech a gaime 
Wif boies wot sweet-stuffs themselfs daily |! 





Though we haves a sweet toof, 
We must now hold a loof 
From the pair dropps and fings we munched gaily, 
Evern ‘ard bake (worse luck !) 
Wif surspishun we'll suck 
And stick Jor (we’d many a bit whole !) 
May wif poysernouse druggs 
Make urs pull orfull muggs, 
Or p’r’apps put us all in the pit hole! 
Refrain, 
ToPicaL DugT: “ St, Swithin’s Day.” 
A, Just in passing we bring you a topic or twain, 
B, In honour of good old St. Swithin ! 
And first you'll observe we have brought you some raia 
A. To please our dear damp old St. Swithin ! 
The Royal Wedding was mixed with some dashes of storm, 
B. But not ’twixt the Pair—that would not be good form, 
A. And the Kaiser’s reception has been very warm 
Both. And not damped, as we are, by St. Swithin ! 


REFRAIN, 
Then here’s to wet, wily St. Swithin, 
For he puts all our kin and our kith in 
Nice sweet soaking show’rs, 
Till they grow like the flow’rs, 
And holla, “ Hooray for St. Swithin! ” 


A, That Abduction by Kurds in that sad wicked Whey 
Quite dried the damp joys of St. Swithin ! 

B, But that Prince George will soon be a duke (so they say) 
Lights up the wet face of St. Swithin ! 

A, The Astrologers met in deep conclave, we hear ; 

B, And the Shah will anon to Americ. steer ; 

A, And the Pope has extended the Marriage Tax—( Both) Queer |! 
But all from regard to St. Swithin |! 


A, The new Cass Case at Aldershot causes a stir,— 
Both. “ No wonder! ” says good old St. Swithin ; 
BR. To the Norfolk Broads Despots FUN here doth demur ; 
Both. “ They’re so selfish to anglers!” growls Swithin. 
A. Mrs. Burne-Jones suggests you your pictures should lend 
For the publie to see when you holidays spend ; 
Both. Which proves that (like FUN) she’s the Public’s true friend ; 
May she long live to meet old St. Swithin ! 
[ Eweunt to take tea with the Lady in Question, and to wish 
MR. B.-J. better of his accident, 
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New Leaves. 

THERE is plenty to interest the reader in The English Illustrated 
this month. There is “ Lawsley Park,” there is‘“*A Thousand Games 
at Monte Carlo,” which will obtain particular attention; there is 
“Cookham and Round About It,” “ My Uncle’s Story,” “A July Day 
on Dartmoor,” and “ The Witch of Prague.” On the whole the illus- 
trations are not quite so good as they might be; the best and most 
artistic are those to “ Nymegen, an Old Dutch Town.”—Both variety 
and superiority characterize the contents of Scribner’s, see “Speed in 
Ocean Steamers,” “ Starting a Parliament in Japan,” “ Izard Hunting 
in the Spanish Pyrenees,” “ An Old Danish Town,” “The Haunts of 
the Black Sea-Bass,” and many things more.—The number of things 
in St, Nicholas that are simply delicious are numerous beyond enume- 
ration, but we direct our reader’s attention to “ Douglas Jerrold—A 
Sketch of His Life,” in which Walter Jerrold does due homage to the 
—_ and the manifest merits of his great, gentle, and witty grand- 
ather. 

The Cosmopolitan leaves no opportunity for disappointment or for 
dissatisfaction. People may well ponder deeply over “ London Chari- 
ties” and “ A Modern Crusade,” while for lighter and serious subjects 
its pages supply ample material for both study and entertainment. 

In reference to The Leisure Hour and The Sunday at Home it is 
impossible to give preference to one thing over another, all are so 
good, and so many tastes provided for, everyone to their choice.—TZhe 
Boy’s Own Paper and The Girl's Own Paper are in the same position, 
The first having a very finely rendered coloured frontispiece by Grover 
of Nottingham, from a picture by F. Cayley Robinson (the distant 
boats are too black, however), and the other an excellent black and 
white engraving, “A Daisy Chain,” for frontispiece. Each carries 
with it a “summer number,” that of the girl’s paper having the dis- 
tinctive title of “ Meadow Sweet.” Both are full of good and clever 
things through and through.—“ The Girl’s Own Outdoor Book ” (to be 
completed in twelve monthly parts) seems to be a book of good, useful 
and pleasant information conveyed in a pleasing and profitable 
manner.— Household Words also carries a “summer number,” con- 
taining some six or seven wholesome and entertaining stories. — 
Longman's has its usual full quota of fiction and fact, byt “The 
Merry Beggar” takes oyr fancy most, 
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WASTED HOMAGE. 
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N OBJECTS OF THE SEASHORE. 


Angelina.—* ARE THERE EVER ANY SHARKS FOUND ON THE ENGLISH Coast, EDDIE?” 


Edwin.—* OFTEN—LOTS.,” 








St. Swithin’s Day. 
(SEE CARTOON.) 


PRAY, Mr. Stanhope, how, ob, how 

Did ever it chance that you 
Could stir up so much trouble and row 

Re the Wimbledon Review ? 
The Volunteers felt in an awkward plight, 
For your arrangements wouldn't come right, 
As first they mightn’t, and then they might ; 

And deeper the muddle grew. 

How did it happen ?—how? 


Pray, Mr. Stanhope, where, ob, where 

Did you get the idle thought 
That Volunteers always had time to spare 

If the War Office wanted aught? 
So first they shouldn’t, and then they should, 
And then they couldn't, and then they could, 
Till our citizen corps ecarce knew how they 

stood, 











Angelina,—* GOOD GRACIOUS! 





WHAT KIND?” 


Edwin.—“ LODGING-HOUSE KEEPERS.’ 








Or, what was the end you sought ? 
Where did you get it ?—where? 
Pray, Mr. Stanhope, why, ob, why 
Did you make sech a woful mess? 
The way your finger was put in the pie 
Went near to spoiling success ; 
But St. Swithin’s Day lives (though the saint 
be dead). 
And the critical showers that fall on your 
head (dread, 
Will teach you, we trust, to regard them with 
And may chasten you—more or less, 
Why did you bungle ?—why ? 


r’ 





Soothing. 
[Salmon is said to be exceptionally cheap just now.] 
O, BROTHERS! pray never despond !— 
Though Fate seem severe, do not weep! 
A brightness is looming beyond— 





Lo! Salmon is now very cheap ! 





And what though the carkings of Care 
Have plunged you in dismalness deep ? 
Have Hope! Cast aside all despair ; 
For Salmon is now very cheap ! 
Political matters are strange, 
And the deeds of M.P.s oft are steep ; 
But perhaps even these may soon change, 
Now Salmon is happily cheap ! 
If in love you've been recently crossed, 
Don't into the Thames go and leap 
Bear up against Cupid’s stern frost, 
And remember that Salmon is cheap ! 
If all your investments go queer, 
If, as author, no fame you can reap, 
This affair your sad bosom should cheer— 
That Salmon is now very cheap! 


In short, whate’er gladness or gloom 
May cause you to laugh or to weep— 

Yea, although Indigestion may loom— 
‘emember that Salmon is cheap ! 
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The American [ramp 
of lo-day. 
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(5) The Population Problem oft doth fence us ; 
And now the ladies cry, ‘‘ It doth in-Cens-us! ' 
(6) A travelling Bear, that travelled from its master, 
(Perambu)-later on twill mayhap dwindle, Doth here re-Ursa plan to spread disaster. 
(3) The ‘‘ Amurrican” tramp is growing so aggressive, (7) This Tailor, who precaution never mooted, 
E’en Californians think his fads excessive. Finds that (unlike his debtor) he’s non-‘‘ suited.’’ 


(8) One who found Gipsies such a grim and glum gang, 
Thought he'd not Roam-any more with such a ‘‘rum ° gang! 















The bare idea 


(1) An African King’s ambassadors veracious 
Did much (ambass)-adore our Queen, who's gracious. 


(2) The Perambulator Nuisance is a swindle— 


(4) For Restaurant Strawberries such charge they make now 
That many a fiery fraise do they awake now 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 

COMEDY.—It is 
not often that I 
see a “front 
piece” (unless 
it's a brand new 
one which ‘has 
never been worn 
before or been to 
the wash). Iam 
generally busily 





















finishing off 
the edges 
of some 
-5 , == “comic” 
e cs 
Pik Eager 2 A copy (which 
; “t= shall mate- 
GA Frially in- 
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isi f tal ths me wl 
her J oh h (and as m 
addition as contrivance may obtain), I 
RaW @& laryve portion ol For Charity’s 
Sake at the Comedy the other evening. py Lrerun Sprig WENT TO 
Truly [ was not sorry, for, besides being MARKET. 


a by no means bad little piece, it is 

; pectfully acted C!respectfully,”’ mind you, not “ respect- 
ably”). There is real finish about Mr. W, F. Hawtrey’s Catterpole, 
Mr. Wyes’ Nubbles, Mr. Cosham’s Esher and Miss Lydia Cowell's 
eweet and wholesome Charity. This is how front pieces ought to be 
played. The four of us, who had the stalls to ourselves during its 


Jel ress, enjoyed ourselves thoroughly, 





WHEN Charity had passed on, the rest of the audience came in and 
filled all the space there was. F/ushand and Wife, the * chief joint” 
of the bill of fare, is an unsatisfactory piece to the builder of comic 
copy. There isn’t enough to find fault with. There is too much neat- 
ness and point about the thing, and it is altogether too well acted to 
vive one a decent chance to make fun of it. It is quite a little gem of 
“kill in its way, because there is really very little novelty in the 
materials, We seem to have a tolerably close acquaintance with the 
ft ly in the mannish ¢ irb, who has her husband under her thumb. 





Phe lively widow who induces the husband to revolt is not unfamiliar 
to us; nor are the jealous lover (of the widow), the blundering police 
Je ‘f | ? @ mmucktiehea ly | ali | too suscepti! ic police Wa ristrate, or 
this ( t ! matters that strike us as Driiantly new depar- 
tures Ania VOL. ilthouvh the dialovue (except In the last act) has 
Very ilttie irk 1 se | Can manave to ) 
aiter all, What a thing 
' the \ { { thin iS d Tit lth i 
ich a light, touch-and-vo ¢ te 
r ‘ hat Sa il a } is 
/ \ styie, t lat it is thorou rhiy, Ce re 
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play—all the same, the 
acting has a very great 
deal to do with its success. 
Mr. Brookfield’s police 


mavistrate is, to my mind 


[t's emphatically a good 








the artistie success of th 
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mow vs i mii Miss Lottie Venne, as the lively widow, is not 
Kely to leave many points unscored—she sings a sony. by-the-vw 
ta 4 mack 4 ‘ Mies Vanna Nant oo : ; 
1 for M1 | Vane Featherstone may be trusted 








not, in the language of the classics, “as safe as houses’? Mr. James 


Nelson merits a word, too; and Mr. W. Wyes’ 
police inspector is a most admirably realistic 
bit of character, with a ludicrous truth in 
almost every tone and gesture, 











Z Wy 
NoDs AND: WINKs.—Mrs. C. L. Carson’s Ae inal eA) 
“At Home” on the 13th wasa triumphant yy, Ga 
combination of opposing elements, being . CYL 
uncommonly crowded and uncommonly plea- 
sant. Like the late Mr. Richard Swiveller’s 
apartments, Mr. and Mrs. Carson’s abode 
affords an excellent view of over the way 
(consisting principally of anumber of pigeons 
and a national museum). There is also ‘*: 
snug little kingdom up four pair of stairs ””"— 
a roof garden—which, when reached, reminds 


one of the resort of the doll’s dressmaker in 

























MEDY. 
PUZZLE— 
To FIND 
rub Ba- 
BY’s! Bot- 
LE 





GOING DOWN WELL. 


‘Simmery Axe” (capital name for it, this weather!). Far from 
inviting us to “come up and be dead,’ however, our host en- 





couraged us to be very lively indeed. NESTOR. 
The Forbidden Theme. 
Mr. Fun, being heartily tired ‘Twas a tale of some youths 
Of the noise, the commotion, romping wild 
the fuss In a playground—all noisy and 
By the Kaiseresque visit inspired, rough 


Dropped his rhymester a line, | Saving one, who was gentle and 
running thus: mild 
“An thou seekest to foist any And forbearing, called Billy- 


verse | gopuff. | 
About William the Twothupon | And he said to his comrades, 
me, whene’er 
I will hurl the vile stuff with a | They seemed anxious for skir- 
curse mish or fray : 


To the depths of my W.P.B.!" | * Pray abandon your spite, do 
you hear? 

It is best to .be peaceful at 
play!” 


And the rhymester was sorely 
undone, 

Since he'd just perpetrated, 

forsooth, Now, this Billygopuff sin his hand 

A most charming chef daeurre Held a popgun,a whip and a 


for FUN, sword, 
And its subject was William And his comrades at last in a 
the Twoth ! band 
‘But no matter!” he cried, “I Gathered round him, and an- 
will vend grily roared 
Arthur Roberts these Kaiser- * Since the toys you are playing 
t, jokes prime Withal ; 
For a hundred gold guineas, and Are to stab and to scourge and 
send to shoot, 
Camden-Town-wards a Kaiser- Why the deuce do you ceaselessly 
less rhyme!” baw] , 


About peace, you confounded 


So the bard started rhymingagain, 
galoot ? 


And he penned, as he sat at 


his desk, Then the story went on to express 
Asweet story, which hadn't a grain How—— But here Mr. FuN 
Of connection with things uttered three 
K aiseresque, Little curses, and hurled the MS, 
And his racy and rhythmic To the depths of his W. P. B.! 
_ romance — And he gave a severe reprimand 
\\ as delighted]) welcomed by To his bard : for he twigved 
FUN, that the youth 
Who perce ved at the very first Who cried “ Peace 1’? and held 
nee Wa n his hand 
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HER BLOOMING CHEEK! 
A Society Nobel, 
JEWELLED IN EVERY HOLE, AND WITH ALL THE LATEST IMPROVEMENTS. 
By THE Hon, GEORGINA DRIVELLER., 


Author of “ Cometh up Smiling,” “ Ought we to Drink With Him?” “ A Tap Room 
Repentance,” ** Not Bad, but Worse,” “ Bound in Calf,” * Published 
at Last,’ ** Green as a Leek was He,” etc., ete. 











CHAPTER XVI, 
PROFESSOR MYKROBE GERRM PROPOUNDS HIS THEORY. 


THE great indigo drawing room at Ghoulsmere slumbers placidly 
amid the oppressive sultriness of an August afternoon. Mr. Bonely- 
Grimshank 
the elder ap- 
pears as 
though he 
fain would 
yield to the 
prevailing in- 
fluence of the 
spirit of som- 
nolency ; but 
occasional 
clances in the 
direction of 
Mrs. Bonely- 
Grimshank, 
who sits bolt 
upright in an 
attitude of 
uncompro- 
mising wake- 
fulness, serve 
to recall his 
errant facul- 
ties to a full 
sense of their 
responsi- 
bility. So 
he wearily 
changes his 
leg, and pon- 
ders on the 
com parative 
freedom enjoyed by lowly members of the insect world. 

Presently the sound of wheels upon the gravelled drive breaks 
harshly in upon the drowsy stillness, and, a few moments later,a sombre 
menial, reverentially grasping the door handle, announces— 

‘ Professor Mykrobe Gerrm |” 

He is a tall man, the professor, with a retreating forehead, long 
black hair, and a scholastic suit of the same cheerful hue, 

“ My dear madam !—my dear sir! ”—as husband and wife rise—‘“ I 
at length behold you! This will indeed be a red letter day in the 
calendar of science. It might, perhaps, be unreasonable to assume 
that the earth will pause fora moment in its rotary career; but if 
ever the laws of nature were justified in violating their customary 
rules and regulations, surely the present moment is the time, and the 
oceasion a plea of ample justification for such a breach, Thank you! 
I prefer a hard chair.” 

Hfe has a smooth, quiet voice, the professor, which blends appro- 
priately with the scientific dignity of his manner. 

Mrs. Bonely-Grimshank inclines her head. She sees nothing un- 

‘asonable whatever in the professor’s assumption. Mr. Bonely- 
(;rimshank inclines his head. He fears something terrible from the 
nature of the preface. 

The professor continues: “ After our voluminous and exhaustive 
correspondence, it will be totally unnecessary to recapitulate the 
various arguments I have employed in convincing you of the truth 
and value of my propositions, I will therefore briefly, though broadly, 
dwell upon the two main issues of the project, viz.,—its scientific 
aspect, and its commercial value.” 

“Tt is concerning the latter point that I am chiefly curious,” Mrs. 
Bonely-Grimshank observes, composedly, “ though I willingly admit 
the vast importance of the former.” 
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The professor rises, takes a few turns across the room, pauses, im- 
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Eastern hemisphere. Civilization being then comparatively a failure, 
and the Caucasian, if not absolutely played out, at all events display- 
ing a rapidly increasing tendency to approach that unenviable situa- 
tion, it becomes the duty of science to, as far as possible, remedy this 
weeny glaring defect. As a savant of remarkable skill and the 
1ighest reputation—I say it with all becoming modesty—lI have con- 
sidered this problem as one specially designed and ordained for my 
own particular working out, and after long years of enthusiastic and 
arduous study, I am pleased to say I have discovered its solution. 
Brietly, the cause of the mental and physical degeneration to which I 
have referred lies in the universal poverty of blood. The remedy, 
then, must be an enrichment of this universal povert y—an increase in 
the power, tone, strength and purity of the vital fluid. How is this 
to be done? By the simple and beautiful process of transfusion. The 
main difficulty with which I have had to contend has been, I frankly 
admit, an inability to discover a blood possessing the requisite virtues 
entitling it worthy to be used as a base of operation, That difficulty, 
an apparently insurmountable one, as I stated in my pamphlet, has 
since been removed. When first you opened a correspondence with 
me upon the subject, inclosing a copy of Cuppe Wassail’s analysis, I 
beheld the only obstacle retarding the success of my remedy vanish 
into thin air; and when you further expressed a willingness to sacrifice 
the immaculate fluid in the interests of science, and in consideration 
of a pecuniary reimbursement, I felt the cold breath of immortality 
upon my brow. Have I made myself perfectly clear?” 

“Perfectly! And with regard to the commercial value ?”’ 

“That is ridiculous in its simplicity, I estimate that, conjointly, 
you may with perfect comfort, lose eight ounces of blood per diem, 
A generous diet, which I shall prescribe, will repair any local exhaus- 
tion a constant drain might occasion, and no ill effects need be ap- 
prehended upon that score. The eight ounces will contain, upon a 
rough calculation, about four thousand drops. Fifty of these drops 
will be amply sufficient to effect a cure in the majority of cases, there- 
fore I purpose having small phials specially manufactured to contain 
that quantity. The market value I should say would be about a 
guinea a drop, or fifty guineas a phial. The cost of preparation and 
production would be infinitesimal, and we should—or rather you would, 
for I am acting purely in the interests of science and desire no reward 
—thus have an income of between twenty and thirty thousand a week. 
Whether to start it as a company, or float it as an ordinary private 
speculation, will be a matter for further consideration, and [ should 
say that ten thousand pounds will be quite suflicient for the purpose of 
preliminary advertisements.” 

(70 be continued.) 























PROOF POSITIVE. 
Madge.—*Pa, that nice young fellow, Mr. Downing, is awfully 


Pater.—* How did you find that out, you good-for-nothir 
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THE SUNDAY PROBLEM. 





We remember that one Sunday, a few years ago, we were meditating in our garden, when the Spirit of the Times came along. He was returning from 

urch for the fifteenth time that day. He had draped his wings with crape, and tied them up, lest he should be tempted to fly. We offered him a cigar. 

“Oh, dear me!” he gasped; ‘couldn't think of it. I trust you never smoke on the Sabbath, Mr. FuN—or hum anythiog but hymns, or read such frivolous 
things as poetry and such Jike’” And he went away weeping bitterly. 








AM 
We saw him at home a year or two later on another Sunday, He was puzzled and perplexed what to wear—black broadcloth or frivolous fancy 
tiaterials ’ whether it would be wicked to smile on the Sabbath! whether Sunday was intended to be a day of gloom or happiness? We feared his braia 
Was giving way. 
J 





We saw him last Sunday. ‘‘ Changed" isn't the word. He had changed his old bl 
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BISLEY LUCK. 


Livutenant Smith—‘IT'S ALL VERY WELL FOR YOU, OLD MAN, BUT I'VE HAD ABOUT ENOUGH OF THIS GAME, 
I DON’T SEEM TO SCORE, SO I THINK I SHALL CHUCK IT,” 


S: / Oartor i} V, rases, fs tQ), 
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So 
POPULAR ILLUSIONS. 
Hint to Ladies: Don’t take charge of a friend's umbrella if you can help it. 








Ditties in Doses up to Date. 
AND TIPS FOR TOPICAL SONGS.) 
SoLo— Open Space a? 

I SING a song of the Open Spaces 
Round about all large towns; 
W he re thes irhit of children, with lau} Ing faces, 
Makes one forget Fate's frown. 
Where fresher air and where Nature's treasures 
(Sometimes arranged by Art), 
Fill young and old with innocent pleasures, 
Gladdening every heart. 
REFRAIN,—Then shout hurrah for our Open Spaces! 
kresh, free spaces for games and races ; 
But these spots (oh, take care !) 
some will steal, if they dare, 
So keep your eye on your Open Spaces 


' 


Again come rumours of land-grabbers greedy 
Coveting common and park : i 
And they'll filch all these off in a way sly and speedy 
If you their dodges don’t mark, , 
How many commons would Buggins, the builder, 
Leave, if he had his way? 
It pleases the land-grabbing fiend to bewilder 
Poor youngsters who pine for play? 
Chorus- Phen keep youl eye on your UM pve n Spa es, etc. 
A sensible writer (one Hunter) declareth 


Phat manya Dives now. 


To co ar our sweet rura! spots mrey rreth 


ay, will you such theft allow 
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And Hunter suggests that, in all such cases, 
When land-grabbers building are found, 

They should pay towards giving some more Open Spaces, 
A tax of so much in the pound! 


Chorus—So keep your eye, etc. 


ToPICAL TRIO—“ A Question of Agreement.” 
A, Regarding certain topics, which we now have brought along— 
‘Tis possible, of course, you mayn’t agree with us |— 
B. And if you should object to any subjects of this song, 
Please don’t hesitate to say you don’t agree with us— 
C. Kick up a row, tear up the seats—to indicate your rage, 
A. Or pelt us, say, with hard-boiled bricks or eggs of ancient age, 
B. Or jump upon us singers as we’re shouting on the stage, 
All. Ordo anything to show you disagree with us ! 
CHORUS. 
Yes ; if you, by any chance, should not agree with us, 
’Tis only likely huffish you would be with us; 
So, as we said at first, 
Don't choke your wrath and burst! 
But get it off your chest and disagree with us. 


A. The Kaiser has gone back again—a high old time he had— 

All, Which we're glad of—and we daresay you agree with us! 

RB. His “ ticket ” doubtless had expired—to waste it would be sad— 
C. Or else he might more oft have taken tea with us. 

1. We read of an arrangement, re the Capital for Wales— 

2B. (We don’t mean oof for H.R.H.—in spite of sundry tales.)— 

('. And the Census shows a million more of Females than of Males, 


All, So each man must wed more wives! What? don’t agree 
with us? Chorus—W ell, if you, ete. 
A, A Plea for H.R.H. you'll find in Mr, Stead’s Review, 
I, sut we fancy that you FUNNITES won’t agree with it, 
For you'll think that re that Scandal there has been enough ado, 
C And this daily worrying “ Wales ’—yow don’t agree with it ? 


A. A Yankee-Panky Colonel has a plan to draw down rain, 

B. He does it by bal-loonacy, and yet he’s not insane ; 

C. We want him here in England, where of dryness we complain. 

All,  (Aghast.) What is that you say? You don’t agree with us? 
Chorus—Well, if you 

[ Ereunt suddenly in a huff and a hansom, 
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9 
“THOROUGH. 
Mamma.—* Now, BABY, YOU MUST LEAVE OFF PADDLING—YOU'RE NOT DOING IT AT ALL NICELY—YOU'VE WET YOURSELF THROUGH 
AND WE MUsT GO HOME AND CHANGE YOUR THINGS,” 
Baby.—* ME Not WrET FROO, MUMMY, ME D’y INSIDE; PEASE BABY 'TOP IN WATER TILL ME KITE, A/7TE WET FROO, DEV ME DO 


= = oo 


HOME AND TANZE TINGS,” 


_ - — —————__-—— _ - = - = 
~ —_ — ~_—_— -_--——- _—— tt —_-——— 


The Speaker indulges in the virtue of resignation, and for a time 


Dr. T — vorpal viel a provi Pale: e as gives up his chair to Mr, Courtney, Supply. Nothing to do but vote 

Sas ee eee ae f tl t ¢] sg d er a in tl away the taxpayer's money to the tune of a few millions, Conse- 
c : 1@ [ea MPNCLIS USeC¢ ] 1e : . fee : ‘ 

a = Cad Pence | = vant quently empty benches, That's the way the money goes ! 


Secretary to the Treasury the 
rrant princes 


Postal Telegraph cle partment are like a lot of our immiv1 
and paupers, * made in Germany.” And the lead as well as 


t 
having entered into his soul, the honourable Dox tor announced 
youre LOO 


tention of ventilating the matter in Supply. 


he Iron 


i 
his in- Comedian.—* My dear boy, you wouldn’t be a bit like the part ; 


short,—just fancy your bow legs in tights. I’m only speak- 
Straws indicate the course of the ing for your good, You know I’m 
tide, so do corks, and if it be true 
that lor. Kenny is about to offer 
himself for re-election for South 
Cork on his appoimtme nt as coroner 
for the city, Mr. Parnell will have 
an opportunity of definitely ascer- 
taining which way the current of 
[rish favour is just now flowing. 
Gladstonianism is to be repre- 
sented at Wisbech by the worthy 
-on of a worthy sire. This Brand 
is a favourite one with Liberals. 
For the idea] of official arrovance, 
commend us to the Admiralty. 
“Base is the slave that pays!" 
In the Naval Manceuvres some ot 


your friend.” 
Tragedian,—* Yes, [| know all 
about the ‘friend’ -but I don’t 


like ‘ personal’ fr-ends,” 


Doesn't it look (C)lub-ly ? 


A LECTURER lectured lately 
“On the Uses of Liberal 
Clubs "— 
And many were mystified greatly, 
And thought themselves in for 
snubs, 
jut why, as regarding thelr uses, 
Need there any great doubt. 
fulness be? 
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BALD CRITICISM. 
Clarice.—* Look! There's Herbert Thincropp it 
you thin it’ fime he too to the dre ircle o1 pl Vate boxe 
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TO THE EDITOR OF “FUN,” 
Sir,—Though events come off as fixed, the weather's still a little 
and whether we shall have it warm, a chilly tlood, a thunder- 
zephyrs blow, is more than any of us know. 
Ine appear absurd to mention weather here, 


mixed: 
storm, a rabid vale or 


And thou 


it may tos 


at hye tL man of t lorhitl mind examines into it, he'll tind the 

} thel i tip (){ ( 

! ( t i pa f hy ~ Ht by | ] ( 

I { pr t But sor ru cst 

me when rain and wind appear, If 1 

nal t ( ! " f 1 Sto some some 

{ throug ot Te 

velo] ei of dust. And that is why I like, 

{ ert r, if I tip fordry, and 

! ! mes rattiil cit) Udye | W ne, it stands to reason it will be 

7 tof clams t rit SO | i will see that, altovether, a deal de- 

pends wpe eather, But, howsoever that may be, my tip I’m 

re) t here = totted up the points of Liver- 
pool's | 


THE LIVERPOOL CUP, 
Lev bate decree that pa apluie, 
‘ . . Pn 
And mackintosh and soft volosh 
stream ) shall reien supreme ; 


Or make the sun a scorching one, 

| scot and lot (extremely hot), 

Phi ith wrown seant, | nto pant 
\ | rt l | Lea drink 











Let weather still be what it will. 

Be ours to glance and take our chance 

Of what we see (howe’er it be), 

And use our wit to make a hit. 

The great Rathbeal one can’t conceal, 

Gives promise fair to be “all there,” 

Though. I confess. I have no less A 
A weakness for the Confessor, [ 

Nunthorpe we'll see, and Burnaby, | 














Well placed, I guess—and yet, natheless, ° 
Of all the lot, you’ll find, I wot, \ 
S. and F, C. and R. the three. b 
So there! And now, sir, if you please, I’ll drop my pen and take a oad 
sneeze—this summer weather tries me so, that, evry time abroad I go ™ 
without my overcoat (too bold!) I get a nasty little cold, which lasts 
(to tell me what I’ve done) until I get another one. Just now (as | 
nearly as I know) I have about a score or so, and have, of course (yau | 
needn’t preach !), to use a handkerchief for each! They keep me 
pretty busy, thus— I’m always yours, TROPHONIUS., : 
Domestic Economy. 
She.—* Won’t you have some of your favourite pudding? I’ve made 
it expressly for you.” 
HIe.—* My clear, this is extravagance—we can’t afford it—you know 
it isn’t paid for.” 
She.—* Well, never mind, if it isn’t paid for ve got the receipt.” 
The Ml he hud Pwo helpings. 
f 
Ps 














JULY 22, 1891. KHUN. | ee 7 | 39 - 


OUR BAZAAR. 











(1) ‘Lor’, Barnabas,” observed our parson’s lady the other day, ‘‘ reall vase which was too expensive to sell right out. (4) As it turned out 
those trousers of yours are getting foo shabby! Can't we get upa church afterwards, he was most successful in securing contributions to this mild 
bazaar or something, and get you another pair!”’ (2) ‘*Good idea!” form of gambling. (5) But unfortunately lost his way in the grounds as 
replied our pastor ; ‘* we will call ‘em ‘church repairs,’ and have a stall for he was returning with the money and they saw him no more. (6) The little 
the sale of useful articles in the back garden. Really, when it was com- concert was also a great success, (7) Until Caddiboy gave them that music 
pleted, the show had a very pretty effect, and the things sold very well. hall ditty of his, and cleared the room in a twinkling. (8) But the pair of 


bags that the reverend got after all were the pride of the neighbourhood. 


(3) A strange gentleman kindly undertook to get up a rattle for a splendid 


| 
Dramatic Author.—* Well, come now, why | A.O.F .-fectual. Mr. JOHN BARDSLEY, the ex-city treasurer 
don’t you try one of my pieces. You know THE Foresters, that blithesome band, | of Philadelphia, has been sentenced to fifteen 
they always ° ro.” Have recently had meetings grand, years’ solitary continement for embezzlement. 
Manager.— Yes, they ‘go,’ but not fast | And mighty doings have they planned, | This is being left severely alone with a ven- 
enough, I want a piece to run,” In their High-Court-liest essence — | veance. When he emerges he can say, with 
All this is pleasant news to read, | triumph, “ Alone I did it.” 

ADVICE GRATIS.—The editor of a Financial And may it to good business lead !— - ~~. 

| It 1—if they do! A MATCH that will not ignite on the box 
, 4 , mats , 
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A DAY OUT. 












af don't feel much 
hjke work %6-day . 








‘Why should 
of slave my 
Nf away” 
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Bisley Luck, A certain sympathy one feels | Aliena Optimum Frui Insania. 














(SEE CARTOON.) With the untort unate, [Quousque tandem is the bitter ery raised by a letter- 
TO aim at something day at Ken when they’re deaf to strong appeals writer in the Standard, in regard to the length of ladies’ 
Fi : Do rit ld ‘Celta’ Not to invite such fate ; dresses. Leaders of fashion —or, rather the Parisian 
, ES SOT ae ere k, Ih r i ] uecces rw »}] le “wage modistes who lead the leaders—have riven out that 
\ etLina pretty constant way . Lil-SUCCES may ( (if pr ~ skirts must trail ; against which edict “ Common Sense 
Io fa l to hit the marl , Phe mins of small or great, protests. ] 
One can't report it as tine sport, Poor Private Smith gets meagre fun, THE Word has gone forth—It must de, 
Or even oe & i ii k. Anda may, despite his pluck, And, fate-like, unquestioned prevail = 
| } ; ‘ “4 ‘ . 
Po shoot and shoot, yet never learn Directly that the Meeting’s done Every daughter of Fashion must see 
To pile up a good score Decide the job to chuck That her skirts are constructed to “ trail. 
The while some colleague in his turn For good anid all, through what he'd call “Common Sense ”—silly person !—objects 
Moes past you more and more,— | His downright Bisley luck, That skirts of that form are inept ; 
i : Kl lens A rpidnong ayaa | i) NN oe What ! when dust and the filth that infects, 
Mnough to make you sore. | THE SPIRIT OF THE AGE.—Special Scotch. By their aid from our streets will be swept ° 





Gold Medal Awarded. Health Exhibition, London. 


Highest Award Adelaide, 1887. Bhp Ae 2 lie li | 
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whew (ho i. dracon - Objector abl 
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— ay, rm” NESS of course be Te 
(1) If your Collie after horses goes in chase, 


(9) This blushing bather by be 
i ig atw OMe “hh see pQ— 
‘Tis like to prove a melan-Collie case. Is shy—and wishes he could Ob) ish unseen.” 





(2) As the Prince of Naples is our last new guest, (6) Big Dragon-flies in Fleet Street did men net 
Italian iron-y must be suppressed. But Fun's “net” profit still is vast, you bet. 
(3) Quails from th e Sour _ (who ne'er quail from fear) 


Q : 2 (7) The ‘* General "—of S. A. funds now s ire— 
~ <) r? © : } ] 

ave Soudanly become the vogue, we hear. Goes forth to es-say a Colonial tour. 

(4) — = c ve he . shank P 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


O great or startling produc- 
tion has burst upon the 
A world this week—in fact, 
Go 7 8 far as I have been 
2> +e enabled to observe, no pro- 
wea”.6=6s duction at all, Managers 
and actors, instead of pro- 
ducing pieces, seem, for the 
“moment, to be taking a 
short spell at spending 
them, making holidays in- 
stead of reputations. Rural 
..-— sights and sounds attract 
~7— them, the town houses are 












et 
‘TO FRESH (OLD-)felds OR (RAVENS)- | 
wo0ds AND PASTURES NEW.” 


closed, the bags are packed and 
away they go. Nance Oldfield 
makes for “fresh fields ’’—excuse 
the inaccuracy of the quotation 
for the sake of the persitlage—and 
Ravenswood “fresh woods” (cor- “| + t at 
rect this time) “and pastures * | ame —7\ 3%, J 4.) 

’ shaper ae 
new.” Mr. Hare seeks provincial L'Enfant Prodigue “PRODIGALLING” 
burrows—I beg pardon, boroughs AT GOODWOOD, 
—and Mr. Tree has transplanted 
himself to the perhaps more congenial country. The Prodigal Son 
shows no signs of leaving town yet, but may be fairly expected to take 
a run down to Goodwood,accompanied by his wash of the mash tub— 
that is, I should say, his mash of the wash tub. The Late Lamented, 
as far as the Court is concerned, is now The Dear Departed, though, 
like the body of the late Queen Ellinor, it is taking a temporary rest 
in the Strand. 





MESSRS. GILBERT AND SULLIVAN are having a nice little holiday 
from the Savoy. Joan of Arc, true to her 
traditional sentiments, is “ for the country,” 
and has gone there. The operatic singing 
birds are preening themselves for flight to 
cooler latitudes, and Mr. Alexander is 7he 
Idler with a new significance. Za Cigale, 
it being the nature of that insect, defies the 
heat of summer, and chirps merrily along ; 
and at Terry’s they've been disappointed of 
the holiday they expected,in consequence of 
their town friends’ partiality being so great 
that they refused to part with them at any 


price—not even half-price. 





“THE LATE LAMENTE 


} 


THIs fit of sterility in the histrionie field 


Now “THE DEAR De- “OCS not promise to be of long duration, 
PARTED. however, Even before I come to the end of 
this article I expect to be ina position to 


give you at least some preliminary notes of Mr. Burnand’s new adapta- 
tion at the Criterion. Near at 
hand also is Fate and Fortune, 
at the Princess's (about which I 
hope to tell you everything. or 
everything J think at anyrate 
next week), Good Fate and 
Fortune should be its lot, seeing ' 
that it is by the author of 7/eld 
by the Enemy—one of the few 
good melodramas I know of, 





For the rest, the air is full of WILLIAM AND ARTHUR’ 
preparations and rumours ofpre- | ‘Seeaee ial amialainas 
parations. Mr. Horace Seder, 
whose bump of acquisitiveness in the matter of theatres m 


ust be 
nearly as fully developed as that of his distinguished brother-in-law 
the sheriff knight, will take the Vaudeville under his win while, 

LUUGe i MEMGUCT DIS WING r awhile, 






















beginning in September with Miss Minnie Palmer,and going on with 
Miss Bessie Hatton in Oetober, and her father’s adaptation of Prince 
and Pauper. Before either of these events, how- 
ever, Mr. Kelly will open the New Olympic 
with Theodora (a new kind of key, probably), 
and follow up that celebrated lady with 
A Royal Divorce —which is a very natural 
sequence indeed. 


THE attention being relieved, for the mo- 
ment, from the ordinary footlights’ tension, 
has opportunity to note more sublunary things. 
For instance, that the new American Copy- 
right Act is already affecting us favourably. 
Not only is the publication promised of an 
edition of Mr. H. A. Jones’s plays, but Mr. A. 
Pinero is coming as a “second, close up,” as 
our Mr. Trophonius would say. These latter 
will be produced under the thoroughly com- 
petent editorship of Mr. Malcolm Salaman, 
who will also write a preface to the first ppy pyrig—ic, ror THE 
volume. I look forward to the reading of COUNTRY. 
these upon another holiday. Another work 
for those with theatrical sympathies is Mr. Cecil Howard’s useful 
compendium, “ Dramatic Notes,’ wherein the reader may remind 
himself:of past pleasures and fight his battles o’er again, as it were, 
to say nothing of the book’s usefulness as a work of reference. 





I THOUGHT so. I’ve just come from the dress rehearsal of Miss 
Decima, so I have a word or two to say about it. Ill save most of it 
up until next week, but there is no reason why I should not say at 
once that I think it is what is known in theatrical parlance as “a go.” 
One thing—Miss Victor’s immensely funny dance, is, in all senses— 
even in the slangy school boy’s—“a go,” a regular go. Mr. Burnand 
has got hold of some real jubilee jokes, and these, with the really 
pretty music, added to some of the cleverest and most judicious play- 
ing up that I ever saw a company indulge in, manage to cover the 
woful thinness of the story, for the story is desperately thin. I hope to 
do the _ performers 
Z~ justice (tempered 
with mercy, of course), 
in my next, but I 
cannot part with the 
subject even now 
without noting that 
Mr. David James has 
a congenially humor- 
ous part which he 
makes the most of, 
that the new-comer, 
Mlle. Nesville, is 
charmingly demure 





MR. ALEXANDER IN HIS 
MOST RECENT role OF 
“THE IDLER.” 


and piquant, and a pretty 
singer, that Mr. Wilton 
Dale actually imparted 
some freshness of humour 
to the hackneyed char- 
acter of a chuckle headed 
lover, and that the sen- 
timental tenor, though he 
sings rather well, is fun- Th 
nier than he is perhaps 

aware of, 1. 


The Boss. —“ Awfully sorry, can't let you chaps 
have that holiday after all.” 5 


Comedian.—"* What rot!” 





> w —_- =ATNA ; *ritinc ] ° . . 
PS. Someone writing to a theatrical paper asking a question 
’ , 


which makes one’s hair curl. He says,“ Are there no recitations | 
My POOUNeSS VV bere has he been ? Is there anything else | 


NESTOR. 





HER BLOOMING CHEEK! 
A Society Nobel, 
JEWELLED IN EVERY HOLE, AND WITH ALL THE LATEST LMPROVEMENTS. 
By THE Hon. GEORGINA DRIVELLER. 


Author of “ Cometh up Smiltng,” “ Ought we to Drink With Him?” “ A Tap Room 
Repentance,” “ Not Bad, but Worse,” “ Bound in Calf,” * Published 
at Last,’ ** Green as @ Leek was He,” etc., etc. 





CHAPTER XVII. 
THE THEORY DEMONSTRATED, 


S1x weeks later, England awoke one morning and found on its 
breakfast table—through the medium of the daily press—the follow- 
ing remarkable intelligence : — 










“ BLOOD, BLOOD, BL JOD!" 
—QOTrHELLO. Act II Scene iii, & 


 TSVINCIB SLE! [NFA ALLIBLE !! “ggg 
[NEXPRESSIBLE ! !! att 








THE NEW REMEDY !—WORTH A GUINEA A DROP! 





The manifold wonders of Science requested to take a hack seat ! 
The Regeneration of Mankind now a mere question of Shelling Peas. 
The Social Millennium within Everybody's reach ! 


"G RIMFUSION, 


The New Physical, Psychic ‘al and Social Remedy, 
Does Not leave a@ Nasty Taste in the Mouth. 
May be obtained from any Respectable Banker, 


T must be perfectly apparent to even the meanest intelligence that 
the existing degrees of social inequality press particularly hard 
upon what are known as “the lower orders.” It must be likewise 
lain to the dullest comprehension that there is a tremendous lot of 
sickness and illness, not to mention disease, knocking about. It may 
also have been noted by the shrewdly observant that the Asylums de- 


T 
i 


voted to the reception of the insane and idiotic are far from being un- 
tenanted. Why isthis? bbe igs ce comes this nameless, this universal, 


this ubiquitous disease, which steals upon us like the silent garotter ? 
The answer is preposterous in its simplicity. It comes from—na 
more '—it lives. boards and lodges in the very heart and centre of the 
svstem—the Blood. Yes! The blood! Nine-tenths of the human 
race possess no real blood whatever: they have merely a poverty- 
stricken. second hand. watery substitute. There is but one way of 
combating this insidious Santetidienc ut one weapon to be used wit! 
. i 

deadly suecess—Grimfusion!! Use Grimfusion! It acts like magic 
It at once pla es the humblest in the highest ranks of soci evy : it vlves 
to the debilitated frame the physical massiveness of » FF; se Her- 
cules: it swells, enriches, and re-creates the impoverished brain. 


What is Grimfusion? Grimfusion is purely and eens the vital 
fluid in its highest and most idealized form, which has been subjected 
to the severest and most rigorous tests of analysis. It is sold in 
bottles heated by an ingenious system of electricity (the invention of 
that eminent scientist, Professor Mykrobe Ge rm), by whi ich the con- 
tents preserve their requisite degree of temperature for any length of 
time. To each bottle is attached a patent transfusor ‘itkewion the in- 
vention of Professor Mykrobe Gerrm) which renders the, up till now, 


difficult operation of transfusion, mere child’s play. By simply apply- 

ing the broad end of the transfusor to the carotid artery, and pressing 

the spring which surrounds the mouth of the phial, the contents of th 

| 41 are ! ed into the pat ts velns int! pace of tw anda 

ulf - | p io teed P e | areal = 
' ' 


EUN. | | oe 43 








Do not untimely die—be sat upon—er have your sanity impugned |! 
Use Grimfusion! It may be obtained from any respectable banker. 
Price fifty guineas a bottle. 





The following unsolicited Testimenials speak for themselves : 


“2006 HYDE PARK MAxsSIONS, W. 
“Tam delighted with the new remedy. Its effects have far exceeded my wildest 
hopes. For vears I have been endeavouring to obtain a foothold in select society, 
and have been persistently and unequivecally snubbed for my pains, Last week I 
purchased a bottle of Grimfusion from my bankers—Messrs. Ransom, Bouverie & 
Co.—and the result has been little short of miraculous. An hour after using the 
transfusor, I encountered Lady W. in the street. She, who has always coldly ignored 
my humble salutation, to my infinite surprise and delight stopped and greeted me iu 
the most effusive manner, and wound up with an invitation to her dance for the fol- 
lowing night. Since that moment my career has been one blaze of triumph. I am 
fondled, petted, caressed and sought after in the most distinguished and exclusive 
circles, and where once I encountered sneers, insolence and rebuffs, I now meet 
smiles, adulation and deference. Grimfusion has made me a new woman. 
“Gratefully yours, MARY ANNE DE Noovo REERH. 
*“ 7o the Proprée tor—G rimfusion,.” 


“THE CRIB, UrPER HOLLOWAY, N, 
‘I hav for many yeers follered the ‘umble though respectible perfusshin of bur- 


glary,an’a great drorback to me has been wot is commonly known as a ‘ang-log 
appeerance. The perlice an’ other persons ‘ave always regarded me with distrust, ‘an 


I ‘ave been lagged severel times for loiterin’. I starved myself for weeks to buy a 
bottle of Grimfusion, an’ now everythink is changed. Bloomin’ coppers touches 
their ‘elmets to me in the » streets, an’ severel per trangers ‘ave invited me to 
‘ave a drink alonger them. The other night, while cra n’ a crib, the ke who 
wned the shanty suddenly « es upon me in his nit rt Insted of grabbin’ me 
in’ hollerin’ *‘ Perlice!’ he arst mie IMA Teally t afl ALi le inner t ive a drop 
ov something short e he wakes up the servant to get the ure bed 1 ready 
forme. ‘ You swells,’ ses he, ‘ ilways exxentrick in yout s Faney comin’ in 
through the skullery winder wen you ‘ad only to knock at the front door to receive 
a‘arty welcome!’ Ain'titatreat? I'ma recon Gd n to all my pals. 
‘Yours in ‘aste, JOE STRETCHER, 


” 76 Proje rietor ov Grimfusion,” 


‘THE RETREAT,’ BALHAM, S.W, 


“T was about to be forcibly dragged to Colney Hatch, when I begged an hour's 
respite and used Grimfusion. I am now a candidate f n for the London 
County Council with every prospect of success. Comment is supertiuous, 

“70 the Grimfusion Co, } rs hiystericaiy, L, Dior,” 











A LAME EXCUSE. 
-law Cv ho has heen sitting up for him). —'' Aren't you 


Ma-in 
as) ed to come he me at this hour 1! the morning i And you've 
been gambling again, you tipsy spendthrift, or what's the meaning of 
tnese ca 

Snohly-Smith— “Gambling! Norrabirrofit! Nothing o’ sort! 


Pp t ; nt hig | i move Tin-to! ev} I I lidn’t 
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COAST FISHING. 
Dot.—‘ Auntie May. I 1 On 





» would take me out fishin’ with ’oo dis mornin’,” 


The Stakes and The Cup, of all races that started, 
Were titled by many the gems of the year, 
And though their fresh glories have somewhat 
departed 
Enough, and to spare still remain, never fear. 


What more do we want, be we lordling or lady? 
With views that are grand, over meadows and 
trees, 
A card that is splendid, a lawn that is shady— 
Eh? What’s that? Beg pardon? “A tip if you 
please ;”’ 
Oh, well, if you ask it, I’m ready, though truly— 
Well, look to Vasistas to yield a return, 
Though Ragimunde must not be scouted unduly, 
Or Nunthorpe be less than a place booked to carn, 


ut, never mind, though people say the Cup and 
Stakes have had their day, that bigger prizes (none 
condemn) have rather overshadowed them —at 
Goodwood, it will be allowed, the Derby and the 
Ascot crowd (which is a worry and a fuss) by absence 
is conspicuows, and all the attributes that bless a 
place “not easy of access,” descending on the 
meeting will make Glorious Goodwood glorious still ; 
nay, Glorious Goodwood will, my friend, be Glorious 
Goodwood to the end. here, sir! I have at length 
revealed my character, for years concealed; you 
know me, honoured sir, at last—I am a gay enthu- 
siast! And nowsuppose we reckon up the horses in 


THE STEWARDS’ CUP. 
IT is no exaggeration 
To remark—Anticipation 
May be lacking confirmation in the running of this 
race, 
For the merits are so equal 
That one cannot guess the sequal 
With undeviating certainty, as ought to be the case. 
But, in obstacles attacking 
Not an effort shall be lacking 
To select the best for backing in the irritating lot— 
And the one in at the death’ll 
Very likely be Miss Ethel, 
Or at anyrate, with management, she ought to yield 
a pot. 


Still, of Bumptious be a petter 
(if Le Nord is not his better) 
And your enterprise don’t fetter when you've 
Euphony on hand, 
Though my faith I’m not a pinner 
To its chance of being winner, 
It is highly meritorious and “ fit,” I understand, 
Then Marvel (last year’s taker) 
Makes each enemy a quaker, 
And Sainfoin may be the raker in of profits on the 


Auntie May.—* Fishing, dearie? I'm not g ing deal, 
Dot.— Ess ‘oo are, tause mummie said ‘oo was going to fish all de week for Mr. Monie- And [’11 finish up this “ ballant,” 
bagges, an’, if oo take me, I will help ‘oo to fish for him.” With the statement that * the talent ” 
luntie May (te Mr, Monichagges.)—* What absurd creatures children are.” Is extremely sweet on Euphony, which Tostig seems 
~ — to feel. 


TURF CUTTINGS. 
To THE EDITOR OF “ FUN,” 
Sin,—Notwithstanding there's a rage for calling thisa flippant age, 
at times, as even yew will own, the mind will take a thoughtful tone. 
and, right before our very eyes, incontinently moralize. I may observe. 
though [ have known this often happen to my own, I view its rise 
without alarm—it never does m, any harm. My mind (if you re so 
very kind as to concede I have a mind), whose tendency I thus avow. 


that tendene } be» . Seat: oe 2 ee a ° ; 
at tenden ¥ CX! —I've vot a moralizing fit. and Goodwood 
- r ‘ ee Of ' ayy} a? ‘ ¢ " ‘ . . " 
tlie iu rt ii ( 1 ng, as a chap may say (for so If Seems) 
ut yesterday, before we ha.f enjoyed the fun the season's practi- 
4 \ i ay *¢)? A | _ il ‘ rig I Say. my tr el d. t | rs ‘; we vl 
\] T athe . ; ¥ 
an S mutter, with a sigh th 
‘ t t Ni Mm) ‘ ot t? mn] tol 

' 24] 


THE GOODWOOD STAKEs, 


Have I not tackled there, I ask, an almost superhuman task? In- 
deed, with fearlessness I state the difficulties were so great, that 
on my mind there wil] prevail the thought that I, for once, might 
fail! Butthere! I put the fancy past—it’s too ridiculous to last. 
And so, sir, with reluctant feet, from Goodwood’s glories I retreat, the 
homeward drive I can’t defer. We came to-day from Chichester. 
Some ladies whom I often meet, insisted upon standing treat ; they 
said (the truth without a doubt) I’d very often brought them out with 
me in well appointed breaks with luncheon, “cham.” and currant 
cakes, and just to show me that I earn their gratitude they’d take 
their turn. Of course, their meaning’s all too plain—I’]] have to stand 
them treats again (experience’s lore will teach that I must stand 4 
treat to each!) but. bless ’r hearts. they’re pooty chits, I’ll drink ’r ’ealth 
(the chair permits); I do not hezzytate te say they are’s bu-y-ful as 
day—eh? wha’? All ri’, then—off we cO (you will *kscuse me, sir, 
know—I am not off’n taken thus), Yours merrily, TROPHONIUS. 


WE have received a very humorous sone (published by Messrs 





oe JULY 29, 1891, KHUN. 45 


i Bi SFPABSMaAO ict ) 
at LBo — ye IN TMS LAS YS 
Y . (A Commiore Foam oF THe Disdaste} ij! 











nd 
rE } Cov) 
Hi ‘ga¢ 
; iy a 1} RA j 

Ne | 
Ol tess 
he 
at C? 
he / 

y 
CC - 
| a -) Pe 
7 S 
us 
th ** Eh?” said Smithson, ‘‘Great Public Rejoicings in Honour of Royalty ? P a _ se _— — 
U Processions? Decorations on an Extensive Scale? Universal Enthusiasm ? . Half an hour later Smithson met a fiendish tempter. Eh ! ° said =e 
u- Ah, yaas !—-can’t say I take very much interest in these things myself. Really Tic kets J A splendid seats to see royal procession pass? Just possible 
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‘‘Hoo-ray!" shouted S., as the 





procession passed, springing from 
\ his seat in a spasm of irrepressible 
\ fervour, and shedding a tear of And for the rest of the day he couldn't 
joyous emotion. be kept under, 







*‘Most impressive and stirring sight, my love!” murmured 5&., in the 
midst of the decorations. ‘‘Eh? Don't feel impressed, my dear? Tut, tut! 
I really can't make you out !”’ a 
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FRENCH AS SHE IS SPOKEN. 

British Workman (as usual, and on his Saturday's chaff).— 
“’Ere-ah, Waitaw, give me a glass of dry Charterousey.” (Barman 
looks astonished.) “ Don't yer know what it is?” 

Barman,—* Well, I don’t, rightly, unless it’s A Licqueery.” 
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Ditties in Doses up to Date. 
(AND TIPS FOR TOPICAL SONGS.) 
SoLo—* A Droll Defence Dodge.” 
[According to the Hark, there has just been issued a prospectus of an association 
in defence of Starting Price Bookmakers. ] 

A LONG, long felt want we now aim to supply, 
And noble our object indeed is ; 

We'd soothe “S. P.” Bookmakers’ bitterest cry, 
For each now the victim of greed is. 

And so, we have formed ourselves into a band, 
A sort of a sma)l syndication, 

With intention to take these poor martyrs in hand, 
And to save them from greed’s combination. 


REFRAIN, 


Ye, who feeling can show 
When another's in woe ; 
Yea, when grieved he by hook or by crook is— 
Come, lend us a hand 
With our new noble band, 
In defence of poor Starting Price Bookies ! 


There are many societies here in our land, 
In behalf of the weak and dejected ; 
And here’s a fresh chance for extending a hand 
To a class up till now unprotected. 
These horseracing heroes (perhaps you don't know) 
Are sometimes with bets unsuccessful ; 
So, surely, tis time that we formed a small Co. 
To meet an affair so distressful ! 
REFRAIN. 
So, benevolent friends, 
Pray assist in our ends, 
For our aim sweet and clear as a brook is . 
QO, don't hold aloof, 


BR - « ; 
7“ hr. 








TopicaAL Duet—* The Detective Supervisor.” 


Lately, “ Criminal Investigator” ousted out “detective "— 
And now there’s a “ Detective Supervisor.” 

No doubt the usual shorter name is reckoned now defective, 
Hence, the new phrase, “ A Detective Supervisor.” 

But this is not the only change that we have here to mention ; 

No, there’s many an occurrence which to name is our intention ; 

A. And if you think we wickedly would stir up dire dissension, 

Both. Why, call in a “ Detective Supervisor.” 


CHorvus.—Yes, summon a “ Detective Supervisor,” 
If you fancy it will make you any wisor! 
If you’ve any friend, who’s built 
With a view to causing guilt, 
Call in ’tecs—and a “ Detective Supervisor ! ” 


A. The War-Official manner towards our Volunteers at Bisley, 
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Sorely needed a “ Detective Supervisor.” 2a 
B. Through withdrawing sev’ral markers certain prize-affairs went a 
“fizaly "— s 
Camdux needs a deep “ Detective Supervisor.” Be 
A. Mr. Balfour has been speaking re a General Election, Ral 
And (of course) je thinks the Tories are beloved in each bs 
direction ; * 
B. But their little hanky-pankies wouldn’t bear a elose inspection, 
Both. From a really ’cute “ Detective Supervisor.” 
3 Chorus. 
A. From that case about the Stock Exchange, ’twould seem some 
“operators,” 
Stand in need of a “‘ Detective Supervisor.” 
B. And that Reredos affair must make you wish such litigators . 
Were in charge of some “ Detective Supervisor.” : 
A, The Maybrick Life Assurance verdict haply makes you wonder, ra 
B. And Howells re our Novelists again has made a blunder— A 


He—and also all C. C.s who would Amusements from us 
plunder, 
Both. Stand in need of some “ Detective Supervisor ! ” 
[ Exeunt to call one. 
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: OLD AND YOUNG ENGLISH. _ 
Child. — What do you call that funny dress, Uncle?” 
Uncle.—“It is an Early English Costume, it was worn by my 


grandfather.” 
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SEASIDE NOTES. 
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(1) Om the Pier (Mrs. Hogstye down for the day)—“What d'vye call it, Willam one, and have a bathe with your own Polly J bce thought she was speaking 
—@ Weighing ma ‘ Well. ¢ ep ¢ k f that ‘ tt n't beet t him, and fis ‘ Free agents paddling. (5) Ditto. Compulsory tub- 
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THE PACE THAT KILLS—APPEARANCES. 
Cousin May.—* DO YOU LIKE DONKEY-RIDING, ETHEL?” 
avanti OH, PRETTY WELL; BUT A DONKEY’S PACE IS SO AWKWARD, YOU KNOW, ONE CAN’T SHOW ANY STYLE.” 
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THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 

“Is it Pears’ soap or what?” exclaimed the Speaker, and the Ser- 
geant-at-Arms echoed, “ What?” till he veheld a cloud of leaflets 
— on the House like mercy or the gentle rain from heaven or the 
blacks in the back yard on washing day’ when the lines are heavy with 
expanses of virgin whiteness. A gentleman having “ got the chuck” 
from Woolwich Arsenal chose this method of stirring up the country. 
Result—he “ got the chuck” from the House. The Gun(n) went off, 
His object gained, é.e., publicity, brought his case to a close. 

So Victor Emmanuel the Second 








Mr. Matthews has never taken up a more untenable attitude, and 
that is saying much, than upon the question of the liberty of the law 
officers of the Crown to continue private practice. He pleads that 
the Crown has never been injured by the conflict between the duty of 
its law officers to the Crown and to their clients, Then the private 
clients must have been. He states the appointment is no certain road 
to the Bench—that only three judges have been law officers of the 
Crown. But, then, how many counsel have been law officers who have 
not been made judges, and 
would Lord Halsbury ever have 
been Lord Chancellor had he not 





to be has come over here. Having 
sped the parting, we welcome 
the coming guest. What have the 
Ministry up their sleeve or, if not 
the Ministry, the F. O. or the Court? 
No tricks, messicurs et mesdames., 
John Bull’s policy is peace—he has 
no natural animosity towards a 
French Republic, whatever foreign 
monarchies may have, and it will 
be by no means a bad idea for 
President Carnot to be invited to 
our shores—but not by the Civil 
Engineers, but a Civil Government. 

Mr. Stanhope explains that there 
was no room for the Artillery 
Volunteers’ guns at the Wimbledon 
Review. Perhaps some day, when 
the invader threatens our ‘coasts, 
the War Office may be glad to find 





been Solicitor-General and Attor- 
ney-General? Jobbery, snobbery, 
robbery, these are the principles 
supporting the present state of 
affairs in these respects. 








ay 





room for them. 
Thanks to the existence of a 





Butterflying Remarks. 
“ARE butterflies poultry?” was 
RL, inquired abroad 
Sak ee ee 7 By dunder headed Custom 

OA House-hold folk 
Who fancied someone meditated 
fraud ; 
But such a question could but 
mirth provoke. 
“Butterflies poultry?” No; 
they’ve scarce that name— 
At dodging pursuers they’re dis- 
tinctly “ game.” 








Way is this conundrum like the 





Radical party, Miss Millard looks 
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state of childhood ?—Because it is 
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“Follow 
me, and 
ax no ques 
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Bedad, 
hin its makin 


tune Ou'm afther, ma bouchal'" : se at sab 
And a the clock struck 12, they drifted out into the night 
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iting th 
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Then the leprecaun erature that caused all the trou- 
Such a tearing yrloch of laughter that ut Swept hem clean away. 
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op RRESPONDENTS.—The Editor does not bind himself 


A CASE FOR THE PSYCHOLOGICAL RESEARCH 


(4) A moment later they Stood in & yard outside 2 
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(2) Lest me head begor Vin an argimmr wid a YanKee 


Fanian, anent Parnell!” “Away wid ye, Patsy ! Its ade- 
cavi divilt ye always were: Saud Corney.” ure Ov'll 
not belave ” 

“Obsarve thu '"anewered the Spectre, "There is no 
deciption 1ana he removed his wmtellioent head - 
piece and smiled like a double -toothed ay-rake . 


cabin - 
door, wh ere (as Grney aSterwards Telated,) Several plump 


_ sacks of gold were roost: a "Me hard 
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THAT WON'T WASH! 
“ Do you never wash these bathing towels, Mrs. Swillum ?” 
Mrs. Swillum (the bathing woman).—* Sure, miss, an’ they don’t want it at all, at all— 
aren't the paple clane afther bein’ in the wather ?” 





“ How do you like L’Enfant Prodigue, at 
the Prince of Wales’?” 

“Oh! so much! But I don’t like the 
French accent of the players.” 


BUSINESS men always express an anxiety 
to see the colour of your money. We, as 
business men, have the same anxiety. Our 
favourite colour is “reddy.” Verb. sap. 











What a Day We're Having. 


(SEE CARTOON.) 


OH, now is the time to be off to the sea, 
When the sun will shine warm (if it may), 
And the children consider the prospect with 
lee 
As oanien for additional play, 
While their parents, supposing past frolic 
they’ve grown, 
Hope to reap good effects from a dose of ozone. 
On the sands you can find, if you’ve leisure to 
spare, 
A collection of beings that’s queer, 
For the haughty and humble both congregate 
there, 
And the snob’s cheek by jow! with the peer : 
‘Tis an Olla Podrida of every class, 
That results in a higgledy-piggledy mass. 
There you'll notice the youngster at work with 
his spade, 
And the old convalescent asleep ; 
The gay masher enjoying his morning parade, 
And the tripper that’s come on the cheap ; 
The nigger, the telescope-man (safe on land), 
And some foreign performers described as The 
Band. 
Then away tothesea! Cast your cares to the 
winds 
For awhile, an you possibly can, 
Since marine recreation will freshen your 
minds, 
If pursued on a sensible plan ; 
And you'll learn how some folk of distinction 
behave [ wave. 
When they manage to idle beside the salt 








Not Utterly Dis-grease-ful. 
A CAROL OF COMFORT. 
[Based on the soothing statement that the “Mar- 
garine mélange” is rapidly increasing. ] 
ALTHOUGH through our life we fume and 
flutter, 
Oft fancying mundane things are mean ; 
Yet our desolation is not gwite utter ; 
For instance, although very scarce is butter. 
We have still the mélange called Mar- 
garine ! 
Then why in a mournful manner mutter ? 
Things are not so bad as they might have 
been ; 
Fate hasn’t guwite cast us in Gloom’s grim 
gutter ; 
For though we (used to luxuries) yearn for 
butter, 
We have still the mélange called Margarine! 


Then don’t despond, and cry, “ Put up the 
shutter ! 

Life is a matter of kine all lean!” 
Wherefore in anguish stammer and stutter? 
Happy’s the man who (when “ bust” is butter) 

Can get the mélange called Margarine! 

So, when of your slice you’d be a cutter, 

Cry, “Hence dull care, and Long save the 

Queen !” 
Snap your fingers at each “ tut-tut ”’-er, 
And say, “ If I cannot be blest with butter, 
I’ve still a good share of life’s Margarine!” 








BIRD’S 
CUSTARD 


POWDER 


Supplies a Daily Luxury. Dainties in endless 
Variety. The Choicest Dishes and the Richest 
Custard. NO EGGS REQUIRED. 


Reckitts| 
* Blue 


WARNING. 
._ Refuse al! Substitutes. 
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ADBURY’S 


COCOA 


ABSOLUTELY PURE tuererore BEST 
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(1) Away to Lake Chad (the new African fad, O !) (5) At the up-Thames regattas (all now in full feather), 
Go various nations—for substance, not Chad-ow ! Canoeists canoe-dle, whatever the weather. 

(2) Kaiser Wilhelm with num'rous Norwegians larked daily, (6) Italian ice-cream-inals stab, down at Croydon, 
And sometimes his ditty was, ‘‘ Hey! Willow Whale-y! ° So often, that each native feels an annoyed ‘un. 

(5) Sir E. Watkin’s tall Tower advances by stages— (7) A man found his cookie so loud and so loose was, 
"Tis a fad, and not worth any tower-ing rages ! That she by her fire nearly ‘‘ cooking bis goose"’ was ! 

(4) A pillar box fiendling sets fire to the letters, | (8) Alas! Papa Thames, below bridge, is so fetid, 


Then pillar posts off to endure the Law’s fetters, That if he’s not cleansed he cannot there be petted. 
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SOME people 
yess themselve disappointed with Mr. Burnancd’s adaptation ; they 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


CRITERION —Wiss 
¢ Decima was duly produced 
the night after I saw it as 
described in my last, amid 
tumultuous applause, one 
or two hisses, and an indis- 
cretion on the part of 

= Mr. Wyndham (Neither 
of the two latter is likely 




















he 4 to have any particular 
a. 6! A ‘zo «=Coeffect upon the fortunes 
Wj 97 4 of the piece—though, of 
a 4 ‘ Yh ; 
te” iota zy, the two, the last men- 
Coe U EY, tioned was probably the 
"Ga tee Y "| : si . 
,, it lp, more dangerous). As I 
; 4 
/ 
LHE ; 
ik 
ii} 


iy Tuk Anis HNO VROVED HIS (S)KETCHING ABILITIES, 
the _ ‘ Vii 
eman who sort of illustrates these notes has made her 
unying sketch), but there is a good deal of humour in 


nd, in particular, she is so specially well acted that she seems 
| deal funnier than she really is, which, forall practical purposes, 


the same as if she were. I[ trust you follow me, If 
ar sit down and Wilt till I come hack, 


who have never seen or read the French original, ex- 


y it’s not so funny as Wiss Mde/yett—I think they must mean it isn’t 
iidecent, It seems ta me (but I’ve very little interest in its seem- 
ne sa to anybody else if he'd rather not) that the main idea and com- 
maifions are quite as Tunny when they concern the exposure of the 
ming lady’s ankles as when they refer to the exposure of—what they 


efer to in the French, The piquaney of impropricty is wanting, 


[ WONDER, by-the-way, if those persons who hissed were relieving 
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K \ habit of handing the lyrics 


of annoyance engendered by the satire on British 
», hey need scarcely have disturbed themselves, “ Let 


wince, our withers are unwrung. We are not, asa 


individuals, either, for that matter) nearly so particular 


as Migs Hl luett, Don't you be lieve it. 


ALTHOUGH the humour of the piece is largely 
mechanical and not very new, it ‘s funny, and 
the performers make = it ; 
more so, Then there is an 
occasional touch of very 

> pretcy music to help it 
\ alony. (Mr. Burnand is 
contracting a laudable 


of his adaptations over to 
other hands, This time 
2 Mr. Percy Reeve has been 
“called in.” and has 
‘turned out” some neat 





if unpretending, versicles,) Pik CHITRRION, — A 
HIS are SKIVPER — A DANCER, 
; O that, in spite of the ar anyrat: 
ditheulty of being funny 
tsallabout a tumble down hill, the Criterion is still a 
pend the eve ney—especially if you've had a xl dinner 























pathos under trying circumstances, are extremely comical and good art 
into the bargain. Mlle. Nesville’s slight singing voice seems quite to 
belong to the prunes and prism character of Miss Decima, and her 
songs come upon one with a pretty 
and pleasant effect a more robust 
“organ” might fail to give, and 
she is otherwise well suited to the 
part. Mr. Templar Saxe, with some 
excess of joviality, and a chubby, 
pink-cheeked countenance, lends 
his voice to the general weal, which 
benefits accordingly. Miss Victor 
works hard — perhaps a little too 
hard—not only in the dance which 
everybody has now heard of, but all 
through, and no point is lost from 
any lapse of attention on her part. 
Miss Josephine Findlay looks 
charming and sings charmingly, 
Miss Buckstone very coquettish and 


Miss F. Frances very taut and trim, THE CRITERION, —~THE IRISHMAN 
WHO NEVER MADE A HIT, AND THE 





asta, DEAR LI'TTLE SPANIARD WHO 
THE PRINCEsS’s.—When you go wanrep A Pat, 
in for the “blood and thunder” 
drama, to engage a gentleman whose name coincides with the first of 
these elements is obviously half the battle. In this respect, if in no 
other, Mr. Herberte-Basing has shown managerial tact of a high order. 
It doesn’t stop there, however, for it isnot only in the possession of an 
appropriate name that Mr. Blood has proved himself the right man in 
the right place. In the interesting occupation of “ cutting your cloth 
according to your customer,” this gentleman has shown himself an 
adept, and a skilful combination of more or less (generally more) well 
worn devices and effects has resulted in a very favourable specimen of 
the melodramatic play traditionally held to be the unfailing joy of 
such Londoners as never go out of town, and such out-of-towners as 
never leave the country. The piece, this time, is called /ate and 
Kortune ; or, The Junior Partner—which means, I suppose, that you 
can call it which you like, so long 
as you qualify for choice by pay- 
ing your money. 


Mr. W. LL. ABINGDON figures 
once more in his life as a very 
bad person indeed, which, how- 
ever, we recognize as purely in 
the fitness of things when we dis- 
cover him to be of Russian nation- 
ality. Mr, Abingdon is always 
un exceptionally artistic * villain,’ 
though. Mr, Geo. Barrett as the 
melo-dramatic comic man is well 
in his element, in which depart- 
ment (reading “woman” instead 


THE CRITERION. —VICTORIOLUS, 


of “man”) Misses Sallie 
Turner and Cicely Richards 
(in different degrees, as 
parts allow) lend able co- 
operation. Mr. Henry Bed- 
ford will be remembered as 
an excellent burglar in The 
Solicitor —he now gives 
“another of the same,” oF py CLenGyMAN WHO RECEIVED ORDERS AND 
almost, if not quite so. BECAME A PRYER. 

Mr. Sutherland makes a 

“manly hero,’ according to prescriptive usage, and Messrs. Caffrey, 
Roe, Cheeseman and East “lend valuable assistance.” Miss May 
Whitty is Gif one may say so) very happy as the (mostly) miserable 
and ill-used heroine, . “ NESTOR. 
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* AFTER the big feeding at the Guildhall on the oceasion of the 
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HER BLOOMING CHEEK! 
A Society Nobel, 
JEWELLED IN EVERY HOLE, AND WITH ALL THE LATEST WMPROVEMENTS. 
By THE Hon, GEORGINA DRIVELLER, 


Author of “ Cometh up Smiling,” “ Ought we to Drink With Him?” “ A Tap Room 
Ltepentance,” “ Not Bad, but Worse,” “ Bound in Calf,” ** Published 
at Last,” ** Green as a Leek was He,” etc., etc. 





CHAPTER XVIII. 
WHEREIN AWLEXIS HAS CAUSE TO REMEMBER HIS 
FATHER-IN-LAW’S WARNING. 

By leaps and bounds Eureka had climbed the social ladder, until at 
length she stood triumphantly poised on the topmost rung. Those 
who would have 
sneered at her 
lowly origin and 
lack of technical 
breeding were 
silenced by 
dread of the 
pointed sar- 
casms and im- 
pudent —repar- 
tees which fell 
unceasingly 
from her curl- 
ing lip. With 
an enemy she 
neither gave nor 
asked for quar- 
ter. No hidden 
secret, whether 
of the toilet or 
household order, 
was safe from 
her keen obser- 
vation ; no skel- 
eton snugly con- 
cealed within 
the darkest 
corner of the 
darkest closet 
escaped her pen- 
etrating glance; 
and such know- 
ledge, obtained indiscriminately, and from any source, she used mer- 
cilessly. Even Lady Scandleton grew to fear her scathing criticism 
and deadly onslaught, while others of a less militant nature meekly 
bowed the neck beneath the foot of the conqueror. Before the season 
had half expired she had become the rage, the leader of a select set 
which gradually dominated the narrow world of exclusive fashion ; 
and when a bald headed prince of the blood paid her marked atten- 
tion at an ambassadorial ball (thus authorizing her, as it were, to 
hoist the royal coat of arms over the daily routine of her social func- 
tions) the loftiest pinnacle of success was scaled, and the audible voice 





of the detractor hushed. 
Then, with the world at her feet, the sceptre of aris- a 

tocratic respectability within her grasp, and a compla 

cently automatic husband in her wake, she awoke on 


morning and quietly asked herself the question, * Is the 


came worth the candle?” And, with unhesitating im- 
partiality, came the mental answer, “ No.” 

All this toil of so-called pleasure, this constant dress- of 
ing and undressing, this same eternal ascension of the A 


polite treadmill, the same people, the same small talk, Pe 
the same circumscribed ideas within the same circum- 
scribed limits—what did it all amount to? Nothing! 
She felt cramped, choked, strangled by the corset of 
conventionality which encircled her. Within its iron 
crip life took a bilious tone, and the horizon of pleasure 
assumed a mournful hue. Oh, for an hour of the dim 
little pawnshop, and the vulgar badinage of the coun- 
ter! But she had set herself a task—she had sworn to 
rrasp the golden apple of fashion from the loftiest 
ough, and behold! the plucked fruit had turned to 
ashes, Nevertheless, the task was accomplished, the 


vow redeemed ; and with the scornful celerity that had 


marked her ascent——she redescended, 
The fringes of semi-Bohemianism hanging on to the 
coat-tails of undeniable position welcomed her advent [/ 
the serried ranks with loud acclaim, and if her arc 
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It was not often they breakfasted together, but this morning had 
chanced to be the rule's exception. 

Awlexis, having glared fiercely at a particularly inoffensive had- 
dock, and frowned heavily upon an equally harmless kidney, stepped 
to the sideboard, and, with somewhat trembling hands, mixed a hissing 
bumper of soda and brandy. Draining this with a pious air of resig- 
nation, he resumed his seat and the morning paper, occasionally per- 
mitting his gloomy gaze to stray over the top of the latter to where 
Eureka wandered at sweet will through the delicacies of a luxuriously 
appointed table with all the careless grace of a decidedly unimpaired 
appetite. 

Presently he cleared his throat with a prefatory “Hem!” * Aw— 
Kureka,” he said, slowly, “I—aw—think you must acknowledge, 
don'tcherknow, that up to the present time you've—aw—played a 
doosid free hand, I've—aw—not interfered with you in any way,” 

“Which plainly proves that you possess at least some degree of 
common sense,” she replied, coolly, exploring the interior of a raised pie. 

“But,” he continued, endeavouring to look impressively stern, * ['m 
—aw—about to exercise my—aw—moral and—aw—leyal what'shis 
names, don’tcherknow—richts ! ’ 

“Indeed!” she said, playfully spearing a quail upon the end of 
her fork, “May I remind you of the time honoured advice to those 
about to marry—Don't ?”’ 

“No,” he cried, emphatically, dropping his paper and rising as he 
spoke; “ you—aw—may not! I’m—aw—told that this fellow 
Wholloper, don’tcherknow, is—aw—getting a doosid sight too parti- 
cular in his attentions towards you i” 

“ He's a personal friend of your own, is he not?” 

“That’s—aw—nothing to do with the matter. I[—aw—don't choos 
—don’'t choose, understand—that he should—aw—bea personal friend 
of my wife's, don’tcherknow !” 

“But if I choose?” 

Awlexis paused, The subject had hardly presented itself to him in 
that particular light. 

“Tf Z choose ?” repeated Eureka, likewise rising, and calmly facing 
him. 

“In—aw—that case,” he said, loftily, after a moment's reflection, 
“T should be compelled to—aw—assert my superior authority, even 
aw—as far, don’tcherknow, as physical persuasion.” 

“T am to understand, then, that in the event of my seeing fit to 
ignore your commands or suggestions, you would employ physical 
force to insure obedience ?” 

“ Aw—precisely |” 

Without a moment's hesitation Eureka stepped back a pace, and 
with unerring aim and incredible rapidity, let fly her “ left.” 

He dropped as though struck by an earthquake. 

“That's for your authority !” she cried, scornfully. 

(To be continued.) 
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A HIGHLY FAVOURED INDIVIDUAL. 


A dai ints out ‘the scandal of allowing the law officers of the Crown to continue their private practice while engaged in the paid service of 
the voli Mtn i> ate profession, in no other ablic department, would it be tolerated for a moment.” ‘‘ We pay them enormous salaries, and then 
allow them to conduct private business with which their public duties are absolutely incompatible.” ‘‘Mr, Buxton pointed out that a Bill had to be post: 


poned because the Attorney-General, who ought to have been in the House, was engaged in a private case.”’] 
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“Ha!” said Tug Common Fare, looking round to sev that things were all right and regular, ‘‘ man receiving a large salary from John Bull. Very good 
—of course lie’ll have to do his very best to earn all that!” 
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‘Why, what's this!” said she: ‘‘ John Bull, who pays all that salary, in a difficulty, and can’t find his law oflicer anywhere! An-l the oflicer over there 
accepting a lot more money from a private person! Come—this won’t do; this is in violation of all my rules!” 
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IRISH ELECTION INTELLIGENCE. 
rt tues (at the window),—“ Hey! Patsy, phwat’s the shtate av the 
po l ” 
Patsy (homeward Lound).—* The ‘ pole,’ is it, ye’re asking afther ? 
Shure, it was big Mick Mulligan’s shillelagh gev me this shtroke! 


But, begor! Oi belave ye’re roight! "Twas more like a pole than a 
boyy baa ! But divil a wan av me’s throublin’ about the shtate 
av it!” 








Ditties in Doses up to Date. 
(AND TIPS FOR TOPICAL SONGS.) 


[Certain newspapers have published leaders, etc., on the traitorous iniquity of 
English folk going abroad to spend their holidays whilethere are so many unexplored 
and beautiful spote in their own nation} 


SoL0o—" Traitors, Beware !” 


’T18 now the time when Britons seek a little bit of rest 
From the stress of their respective occupation ; 
They travel here, they wander there, where seemeth to them best, 
Intent on high old times in their vacation. 
Some scurry to a seaside town, some seek a rural spot, 
And shoals dart off to many a foreign station, 
But these latter, bear in mind, are an unpatriotic lot 
When thus they leave their nice, neat, native nation ! 


REFRAIN. 


Then, don't be a traitor to your nation, 
When indulging in your annual migration. 
To spend holidays abroad 
Instead of here is quite a fraud, 
And proves that you're a traitor to your nation! 


Britain, sure, can beat the continent o’er any seaside course, 
And look at rwral England's fascination |! 
Of charm and picturesqueness ‘tis undoubtedly the source, 
And warranted to give you consolation. 
The oo, “made in England,” Scotland, Ireland, likewise 
es 
Should suit all natives bent on recreation ; 
So, unless Vang: have “done” thoroughly its lakes, streams, hills 
a 
To go abroad is traitorous to your nation ! 


REFRAIN, 
Then don't be a traitor to your nation 
When you annually need perambulation, 
Smile all vacation smiles 
In the good old British Isles, 
And do not be a traitor to your nation ! 





ToPpICAL DuEt—“ Please to remember the Grotto!” 


A» The bitterest cry that we’re hearing just now 

Is “ Please to remember the Grotto!” 
B. And a Briton’s real duty it is, you’ll allow, 

To always remember the Grotto! 
A, And, therefore, although we some topics emit 

That may p’r’aps make you squirm just one wee little bit— 

B. Don’t be overcome, but exhibit real grit, 
Both. Yes; and gaily remember the Grotto! 


CHORUS. 
Yes, please to remember the Grotto, 
For, of course, ’tis a thing that you Ot-to 
O, never repel the street urchin’s shell, 
But kindly remember the Grotto ! 
A, Though Naples’ Prince is at present our guest, 
Still, mind you remember the Grotto! 
B. Indeed, while he’s rollicking here with the best, 
Get him to remember the Grotto! 
A. Though Balfour and Healy embrace with delight— 
B. Though the young Kaiser’s knee’s in a badly bruised plight, 
Both. Yea, though good old Gusarris has been made a knight— 
Still. (like him) e’er remember the Grotto! 
Chorus. 
A, Though to Marlborough House shoals of nurses repaired 
Still, always remember the Grotto! 
B. Though beloved Alexandra made sure they well fared, 
Like her—e’er remember the Grotto. 

A. Though our Law Courts are sifting full many a sham— 

B. Though Open Space thieves are now rampant at Ham— 

A. And, though you’re inclined to hurl at them a —— 

Both. Hem! naughty and rather unpleasant word, which it is 
not necessary here to mention, except to perhaps indicate that its 
initial is the fourth letter of the alphabet. 

Still, O, still, pray remember the Grotto! 
{ Exeunt to do so, weather and wealth permitting. 








Jones.—* I was never so insulted in my life. What do you think? 
See that lanky, bow-legged, splay-footed cockatoo with a red nose 
and white hat? Well, he asked me the way to Charing Cross, and I 
jaa him ; and he offered me half a crown, What would you have 

one?’ 

Smith.—* Well, I should have pocketed the insult.” 

Jones.—* That’s just what I did. What are you going to have?” 
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_ Amateur Humorist —“ Good morning. I have brought you several 
jokes for your consideration.” 

Editor (after looking over MSS.).—“ My young friend, this is no 
joking matter.” rE 
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Food For Discussion. 

THERE'S a man we know—he’s not 
a bad sort—but cantankerous. Well, 
cantankerous isn’t the word ; why,even 
his food always disagrees with him. 
And you can’t wonder at it, Ask him 
to lunch ; he'll only have a “snack ” 
and dinner: well, you may give him 
the finest spread that money can buy, 
what’s the result? he pitches into it 
unmercifully ! 








A Mint-al Calculation, 
THE trial of the “ Pyx” recently took 
place 
At London’s famous Mint, 
And at that place the financial clique 
Looked on at each coin-print. 
For one who Pyx and chooses this a 
fix is; 
‘Tis a task more fit for fairy folk or 
Pix-ies. 





The Return from Bisley. 

Doting Mother.—“ My dear boy, I’m 
so glad to see you back safe and sound ; 
and so you’ve won a prize?” 

Unerring Marksman.—* Rather ; I 
was in splendid form—got on the target 
every time.” 

Doting Mother.—* Every time? Oh, . | 
my boy, how could you? 
target! What a mercy you weren’t 
riddled with bullets.” 
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Abnormally high spring tide at Muckly-on-Sea in consequence, 

















THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


TORIES high and dry—stranded, at all events Wisbe(a)ched, Brand 
saved from the burning, but still a flaming beacon. 

Mr. Atkinson repudiates Mr. Goschen as his leader—objects also to 
the ways of the Speaker—sort of a tail that wants to sit on the dog. 

Lord de Mauley shares the views of lots of other folks—thinks the 
Commons by far the more important house, and inferentially wants 
to get intoit. But then Lord Salisbury reminds him of his misfor- 
tune in having been born a lord—which is rather cruel. Lords can’t 
help being born lords, though of late membership of the House of 
Peers has certainly been rather a drawback toa fellow. Still, there’s 
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French 
oh there exists a 
Maly - Dual Alliance 
Wee of more impor- 
tance and 





strength than 
the Triple 
ASS article. e 
best place for 


England is out- 
side both—the 
policy of the British empire is peace, prepared for war. But when our 
friends across the silver streak send over their little ships for us to 
look at in a friendly way en route chez leur from Cronstadt, let us give 
them a hearty welcome, and one which will assure them that England 


ATKINSON DEFYING THE SPEAKER AND HIS SATELLITES, 








is distinctly neutral on the question of the nationality of Alsace and 
Lorraine. 

Colonel Nolan wants to take one leaf, at least, out of the Sassenach 
book, and have the police of his country numbered, The Royal Irish 
Constabulary are fine figures, bedad! but sorra a number have they 
got amongst them, at all at all, Balfour baiting, of course, was the 
principal order of the day on the Irish estimates, but the party are on 
comparatively friendly terms with Lady Clara now. 

Mr. Courtenay’s attempt to define obstruction did not satisfy 
Mr. C. Graham (what does ?), who tried to trap the Speaker; but the 
Speaker is too wary a bird to be caught. Ina slightly amusing spar 

r. Cobb and Mr. C, Graham had a hit at the Home Secretary, ap. 
in hitting back, gave them a “cobbing.” The Lords marplot 
amendments to the Education Bill being backed up by the Govern- 
ment, squeezed through the Commons bya small majority and passed, 
which was scarcely “ passing well.” 





Tory “Dignity” and Liberal “Ignorance.” 
[Based upon Sir W. Marriott's recent wild attack on Mr, Gladstone's “ ignorant 
supporters,”’) 
BEHOLD the muddling Marriott—that queer old crusted Tory, 
Has recently bobbed up again, intent on Tory glory, 
And, as you see, he told his friends, the Primrose League resorters, 
That “ Only where is ignorance are Gladstone’s chief supporters ! ” 


In proof of which, ’tis Gladstone men who aim at the reforming 

Of various vague traditions that "tis needful to be storming : 

All legislative “ drybones” would G,’s friends clothe—in all quarters, 
Which shows that sadly ignorant are Mr, G.’s supporters ! 


’Tis true, all anti-Tories hold that Brain is Birth’s superior, 

And that a gifted commoner quite dwarfs a Peer inferior, 

And that one earnest speaker’s worth a mass of mere retorters, 

Which proves, of course, that Gladstone’s are most “ignorant sup- 
porters,” 


Tis true, of late, that Liberal schemes Conservatives have collared, 


And that old-time Tory policy lies prone as any pollard, 
And that boasting Salisburyites, alas! in old St, Stephen’s quarters 


Have thus been swayed by Mr. Gladstone's “ ignorant supporters ” ! 





Mrs. PopMoRE is of the mature opinion that there are too many 
people in this country. Her eldest boy, the apple of her eye, has been 
without employment for months past, and “ hasn’t got, even now,” 
she says, “ anything on the trapeze.” 
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THB SUMMER THAT PAYS. 


As if I cared whether the summer paid or . | 
whether it didn’t! They say that they have a 
made fortunes over the strawberry gardens in > 
Kent, They can make them, or they can lose s 
them, as far as I am concerned. What is the - 
good of strawberries, I should like to know, when 4 
you buy them at threepence a pound? Do you 
mean to say that you can eat them? A fellow 
shovels them up in a thing like a fish slice, and 
all the juice runs down into his cuffs, and then 
you take them away in a bag, put them in your 

ket, and the juice goes through your pocket. i 

That's the advantage of having cheap fruit. eo 
And then you say, “ How nice it is for the poor!” = 
As if the poor at any time cared for anything in eo. 
the way of fruit! Not they. A kippered herring a 
and a mouthful of spirits, that’s more their ae 
tone. I went down the other day into the 4 
country to my cousin’s. He said, “It is sucha i 
splendid fruit season, come out and see my apple- 4 
trees.” I went out and saw the apple-trees, as if ¥ 
I particularly wanted to look at an apple-tree. I - 
would much sooner look at the banker's book— 
not that there’s much there. And then he said, 
* We'll have tea under the apple-trees.” And we 
had tea—or what he called tea—that is to say it 
was nearer in colour to sky blue than ever it 
was to gingerbread. And then the caterpillars 
fell on to the bread and butter. I’m not par- 
ticularly fond of bread and butter, but I can 
enjoy it better without insects. 

The fruit season,indeed! Asif people couldn't 
get along quite as well without eating a lot of 
wretched pears, that taste like soft soap, with ; 
the flavour taken out of them. I don’t want ih 
any fruit; I don’t care anything about any a 
fruit. Some people say, “ Give me an apple the 
first thing in the morning before breakfast, it’s 
better than hunyadijanos.” But I don’t care 
about hunyadijanos. My liver is about as good 
as you can expect, considering what I have 
| done; sowhyshould I botherabout fruit ? Years 
| ago people did without fruit in summer, and they 
| ean do without it again. In my time, when I 
was a boy, they were quite contented with chunks 
of dates, taken off the costers’ barrows. Nice 
things they were ; chunks of clay mixed up with 
treacle would have been a little more digestible : 
but then we ate the things, although they did 
disagree with us. Then we didn’t know quite so 
much about science then. When we drank we 
| got the worse for it; but we didn’t talk as if we 
Pan | — = << aay \ | were thousand a year analytical chemists attached 
| “e- eS SS y ) to gas companies. What we took we took, but 

~. ) \ —1Y MS é who cares anything about fruit ? I am sure that 
I don’t. They say that the market gardeners up 
Twickenham way can pay their rent with their 





ae ne 

—— 
wa 

* 

a 











Mn, @ 
Kote 





OH Cig 
ig tang edit ’ 








AFTER A TIFF. 





























Ist Girl,—* What’s'the difference between Jack tugging his heart out at the tow rope, | strawberries. I have no doubt they could, but 
and George sulking at the prow?” 2nd Girl,—*“ Oh, it’s too hot for conundrums,” they don’t ; they spend it at the“ Blue Pig,” which, . 
lat Girl,—* One pulls his heartjout with hard work, the other with injured vanity.” in its way, is wiser. DIOGENES TUBBS, s 
The Ne Plus Ultra of Vandalism. Those stupendous shocks supplied | Will be wrapped in nameless gloom, 
, (During next session of Parliament a bill will bein- | To the wight who takes a ride _ For he’ll find his brightest “ boom ” 
bie troduced to obtain the necessary powers for widening | Through the Strand, will be denied Relegated to its tomb 
of and improving the Strand.] To the loud lamenting rider, When the Strand becometh wider. 
pial OH, the tricks by Vandals played And pedestrians be done 
Phi Have full often been repaid Out of all the splendid fun si en ames tay ocr 
> ; Of the hop-skip.; uch an unexpected wheeze, 
With full many a fierce tirade € hop-skip-jump-and-run, — Will imagine, ill at ease 
From full many a fierce derider : When the Strand becometh wider. | That some evil's to betide her : 
But the Vandals never yet Peeler X., who gains applause For though innovations queer 
] For their daring deeds ve met | When he saves, with clutching claws, Keep transpiring, she has ne’er 
i. With such snarling as they'll get From the death-god’s gaping jaws | Entertained the slightest fear 
iE : tates par ap meth wider. | Bo rey Ae ae none | Of her Strand becoming wider ! 
a ‘ather Jehu with woe, ust resign the welcome ti : 
Bi Must for evermore forego (Meet reward for timely gr ip 7 mgr do we rg 
ae All the oaths he loves to throw Of the folks who slide and slip) Sin : es? wd a soe 
Ve At the unconcerned off-sider When the Strand becometh wider. "Bach ¢ seilibed peo “id “a 
Pay Who kerflops against his wheel Mr. Journalist. wh en ee hws 
Hien White bt = — ; ‘ist, whose part, Of improvements day by day 
be] ille his gee-gee grieved will feel When the silly seasons start : 
Minus stumble, sprawl] and reel Is of “ " ; | i ent mie ato al ; 
» 8 ’ s of “ booms” to be a smart, So long years may slip away 





9 y > » . a .; 
iB When the Strand becometh wider, Proletaneous provider, | Ere the Strand becometh wider ! 
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(1) Dubber, &. A—* Rather good subject, ch ‘—' Mephi-topheles appear- 
e-way, I read rather a good 
a picture of Cromwell, or some of 
ve all he was worth to have the 
(3) He'd hardly got the words 


ing to Faust,’ you know. 
the other day about a fellow pai 
those old jokers, you know. Said he'd 
original come and give him a sitting. 

out of his mouth when ‘Old Noll’ (or. whoever it was) came and looked in 
at the window, as it might be this one, you know. 
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(4) But the chap 
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ILLUSTRATION. 



































was so scared that he coul.l not make useofhim. B’ Gorge! I wish 
Nick would come and stick his head ia and give me a chance for 
‘Mephisto,’ eh? I'll bet he wouldn't scare—eh?” ‘ What's 
matter?’ (5) ‘Oh, the D——11!"” Old Nick (otherwise the coalman). 
—‘' Warnt any coal or coke sem gl 6) ‘‘ That's wot they calls a 
poets loonytick asylum, 1 sh think! ‘Tain’t safe ‘avin’ ‘em loose 


ike that there!" 


FEE 


sw for ¢ tribu : in no case will they he returned unless 
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They had nof’seen one another for years. Words 


could nof express their JY 4 P meeting « 








Loeading 7) 
a somewhal healed discussion not express their feelings: 





Mey pursued 


until, once more , words could 





POLITICAL PHILANDERING 
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am 


eANnon Wiey falked cheerily of 
old fimes 


a & ~X t..: ~< 
Humbug "and that Ranfing r 
Kadical?as they style each other, have been uflér strangers. 


(i 
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favfa siray 
yfical allusion 


untorfinalély changed the Topic , 
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“ Britannia’s Young Men.” 
(SEE CARTOON.) 


“WELCOME the coming, speed the parting 
est”: 
The maxim, old and hackney’d though it be, 
Breathes the true feeling that should be im- 
prest 
On hospitality, 
Britannia, in the largeness of her heart, 
Hath oft obeyed the ordinance before ; 
And now asain hath borne an active part 
In greeting two guests more, 


The German visitor in splendour comes ; 
For him she kills the highly fatted calf, 


' 


| 


And gives him heaps of social sugarplums— 
Him and his “ better half.” 


And when at length his yacht recedes from view, 
Grieving to find his sojourn at an end, 

She moves, whilst waving him a last adieu, 
To hail another friend, 


The youth from Italy in turn she treats 
To entertainment of a festive kind, 

And once more (though in minor state)irepeats 
Her style of being kind, 


So each—the “ Prooshian ” “ and-Ital-i-an” 
Enjoys, we trust, his ample welcome’s share ; 
And, sure enough, no reasonable man 
Could wish for better fare, 





‘Too much of water hast thou, 
poor Ophelia.” 


{“Dr. M. Ricketts has discovered a skin affection 
almost peculiar to women who wash and powder too 
frequently. There is redness with scaliness, and consi- 
derable burning.”— British Medical Journal.] 


OH, ladies, who make it your pride 
To rival the hue of the lily, 
Take warning at once, and decide 
That such an ambition is silly! 
Be cleanly, but be not too clean, 
Make soap produced fairness your scoff, 
And, oh, let no pewder be seen 
On your skin, lest its bloom shoul.! “go 
off”! 
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Write as smoothly neither scratch nor 

the points being roundet by a New Process ea ay 
also drawn to their New “ Graduated Series of Pens,” which offers 
the novel advantage of each pattern being made in 4 degrees of 
er. Assorted Sample Hox, of either series, for 7 stamps, 
rom C. 


S48 PENS 


AWARDED SEVEN PRiZE MEDALS. 
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and Published | 


High Street. N.W 
| t L891. 


bNeé Pr prict re). by W 


CADBURY’S 





COCOA 
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The (Hird 
(1) Some think ‘tis ‘‘ within the resources of science” 
For Fair France ani Rough Russia to form an alliance. ; 


(2) Our race will, they say, have all ears and no jaw soon! 
So our motto will have to be “ Ear in go Braw” soon. 


(3) A Church-craving terrier sorely was humbled— 

Had he been a home tarrier none would have grumbled, 
(4) A big St. Bernard (St. Bern)ardently cheerful, 

Gnawed boys in a manner that some might think fearful ! 








wel Frank Holiday /his Year® 
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wWatehing his opportunity. | 
¥ (5) Grouse-shooting is on, and fair shoutists, bo preity, 
Now aim at the oirds—and our hearts, moor’s the pity. 


(6) A machine-man at Ramagate effected a rescue— 
The fair rescu-ce appeased * very grotes-kew, 


(7) "Twas bad to have three wet Bank Holidays running ; 
Still, trippers were plucky and went in for fanning. 


(8) ‘Tis well to indulge in a yearly vacation, 
If only to give poor Bill Sikes occupation 
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SLASHHS AND PUFFS. 


—Mr. H. T. JOHNSON, 
“of ours,” having written 

a four-act play (with the 
practical assistance of Mr. 
©, Cordingley), my editor 
instructed me to place on 
«Xone side every other in- 
|’ terest I have in life and 
attend the first perform- 
ance. With the exhilar- 
ating prospect before me 

of being thus able to deal 

a stinging slap or two at 

)} acolleague, I did so with 
- cheerful alacrity. With 
the idea, I presume, of 
concealing my presence 
from the 
) audience 
—upon 
which it 
would, no 
dou bt, 
have had 
a disturb- 
ing effect 
tt (we will 
r if not say of 




























Tne Lyric, HAMMERSMITH.— 
THE SCULLER HAULS DOWN 
HIS (S)CULLERS AND GIVES UP 


i 
HE (OLABI)BEL OF THK VIL- wh at 








LAGE. nature) — 

(“ O'’er pros. that flutter their wings, the man- 

oh my ! fo agement 

A hawk is hovering in the sky— LDS artotniae placed a 
Tis Nestor out of his nest.” ae | 

— See programme.) c: say box of 

- unusual 

A GoopD Brr. sumptu- 


osity at my disposal. The whole of my large family and the entire 
circle of my acquaintance being actively engaged in examining into 
the condition of their goloshes, mackintoshes, umbrellas and life belts, 
— with a view to Bank Holiday enjoy- 
a “\) ments, I had to occupy that box alone. 





















IT was a good sized box when I first 
went into it. A party of six could have 
dined in it comfortably and fought the 
waiter about the bill afterwards, without 
knocking chips out of the wall. But I’m 
not used to so much space (my editor 
keeps me so ridiculously short of it), It 
got oppressive; the place seemed to 
grow larger every minute, Pretty soon 
it reached the dimensions of a good sized 
ballroom, and it continued to grow until 
you might have held the Bayreuth Festi- 
val in it, and accommodated everybody 


























Tue Lyric, HAMMERSMITH.— 
THE PUNTER—NO OCONNEC- 
TION WITH THE SCULLER. 


INSPECTOR SHADOW. 


desiring to be present, including the disappointed subscribers who have 
been crowded out, I stood it as long as I could, but when it got as big 
as Salisbury Plain, with clear intentions of emulating Dartmoor, | 
saw it was only fooling me, and went outside and hada smoke. 





THERE was something instructive about that box, too. Seated 
therein I suddenly realized how very uncomfortab!e it must have been 
for Juliet to make love from that 
balcony—such a lot of leaning over to 
do; and Romeo must have been getting 
out of sight continually, under the edge 
of it. There seemed a little conspiracy 
on the part of the Lyric Company to 
impress this upon me—they kept doing 
all sorts of interesting things under the 
edge of that box, and exasperating me 
dreadfully. Never mind; I’m going to 
criticise them presently, and then we'll 
see who’s master. By the way, that re- 
minds me “the play’s the thing,” and 
not my sensations in an O.P. box. 


ty FA A 
‘ kid i 


Y 


TO promptly relieve the anxiety of 
the authors who have, of course, been 
anxiously waiting for my verdict all 
this time, I may say at once that the 
play is quite “the thing.” . Messrs, THE Lyric, HaM- 

ih MERS MITH.— 
Johnson and Cordingley set themselves «oy Weir cAN 
to provide pabulum fora certain classof sux Be?” 
audience, and have accomplished their 
task skilfully (some of the humour, in particular, is 
above the usual level). If they have confined themselves 
to somewhat conventional methods and types, it only 
shows that they know their business, and if I choose to 
make fun of several of them, that only shows that I know 


my business, too, 





THE scene of The Ferryman’s Daughter is laid at | 
Dene-on-Dass, As represented on a pretty back-cloth, I . 
should imagine this to be somewhere in the Tyrol, did | 
not the presence of a “practicable” turnstile suggest ‘S . = 
that the back-cloth may be only a profile scene at one of \ 
our numerous “ Exhibitions.” The heroine is a nice girl ; 
but, having been educated above 
standard (which seems to create 
some local prejudice), she natur- 
ally runs away from home and 
marries an adventurer “from 
London.” He calls her “ little 
one,” and she is not proof to the 
insidious allurement. Previous 
‘, to departing for town, this 
gentleman rots the ferryman of 
his “all,” which the latter some- 
what injudiciously keeps in an 
ordinary trunk, conveniently 
placed close to the front door. 
There is a detective after the 
adventurer, who comes upon the 
scene Just too late to secure his 
prisoner, but just in time to 
arrest the ferryman’s curse upon 

| his daughter, Probably the first 
THE BANK HOLIDAY.—“ HERE, Jon, instance of a dramatic detective 
COME UNDER ME ’AT!” arresting anything in time, 


Is ceteaeeeeinieemteienentiiemeenine add 


THE detective and a rejected lover of the heroine's, a champion 
sculler in gaiters, resolve to follow up the fugitives, The lover (still 
in gaiters) finds them—the detective doesn’t, They are in Paris, and 
the villain, with the assistance of a lengthy major in a crumpled 
ulster, is maturing a scheme whereby, having died 
(by proxy), his wife may secure £20,000 (I think 
that is the sum) from a company in which he has 
insured his life. From which it will be observed 
that the villain has not read Mr. Wilkie Collins’ 
“Blind Love” for nothing. The scheme works 
well; the wife believes herself a widow, andg 
hastens to claim the gold (not even waiting to buy * 
a widow’s cap on the way). But when the villain 
comes back to claim the amount there is trouble, 
But for further particulars have you not Mr. 
H. T. Johnson’s novel, “ A Ghastly Fraud,” to refer 
to at any moment? There was some commendably 
earnest acting in the piece. Mr, Charles Hudson, 
. is apap A say, made his mark firmly and P 

rue as the old ferryman, the mellowin eae SANK 

of the instinctive artist were all over Rageous —— ors 
Mr. G. R. Foss has most of the qualities that go to the making of a 
rood - villain.” an | Mr. Fie] ! scored heavily. NESTOR 
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THE MAIN CHANCE, 
Sweet Old Lady (to rustic youth who has brought a hamper over 
from the farm).—“ Won't you sm § into the pantry and ask cook to 
give you a glass of ale, my boy? You must be thirsty after your 
long walk.” 
Ingenuous Youth.—" Well, mum, it’ll be ha-a-rd to say whether I 
be most thursty or most hungery—but I be both powerful bad, surely.” 
[ Claim atlowed, and cold collation set forth. 











Flitchomania. 


BUMBLE U, GRUMBLE U. JONES, ESQUIRE, 
Of the village of Highdongding, 

Is a fellow whose frantic and fiendish ire 
May be roused by the slightest thing. 

And there lives no woman, or old or young, 
In the whole of the country side 

So tart of temper, so tart of tongue, 
As Bumble U. Grumble U.’s bride. 

In quarrel and fight is the sole delight 
Of the twain: yet an oath they’ve taken 

That at Dunmow next year, by wrong or by right, 
They will capture the Flitch of Bacon ! 


Past the cottage of Jones, for three years back, 
Had you gone in the midnight’s gloom, 

You would doubtless have heard the colliding crack 
Of a sconce and a kitchen broom. 

And the Highdongdingers are well aware 
Of the sound of the grievous groans 

That are groaned when of lovely black eyes a pair 
Mrs. Jones has obtained from Jones. 

But all unbroomed is the husband's frame, 
And the wife’s by no sobs is shaken, 

Since the day they resolved, with a single aim, 
To compete for the Flitch of Bacon! 


Glowing with joy is each Ranter’s face, 
And each heart is attuned to praise, 
At the thought that the Joneses, by heaven’s good grace, 
Are renouncing their evil ways. 
For the innocent Ranters are certain quite 
That their prayers have been heard by heaven, 
And that grace divine has the spleen and spite 
From the hearts of the Joneses driven. 
Yes, they’re all unaware that the snarling pair 
Have their querulous ways forsaken 
With grief and regret, as a means to get 
The much coveted Flitch of Bacon ! 


When Jones comes home with a tipsy gait 

At two of the morn, or three, 
His wife ne’er asks where he’s stayed 80 late : 
No, she welcomes him home with glee. 





When Jones comes home to his meals, and spies 
That no food is cooked, no cuss ™ 
He utters, but kisses his wife and cries, 
“T love you for things thus!” 
But a secret oath has by each been sworn 
That revenge shall be amply taken 
For the slights and insults so meekly borne, 
When they’ve collared the Flitch of Bacon ! 


Mora, 
When a wretched sinner his wicked ways 
Has suddenly quite forsaken, 
Don’t raise your lays in that convert’s praise 
Till you're utterly sure he’s taken 
The heavenward step with a pious aim ; 
wien 


es souls but 
0 e when Virtue’s a ing game, 
Like Bumble U. Grumble Ne and a dame, 


Who, though wild beasts at heart, have pro tem, grown tame 
For the sake of a Flitch of Bacon ! 








Mr. W. DAVENPORT-ADAMs’ new work, “ A Book of Burlesque,” is 
about the best and brightest book that has been written ve n this 
subject since FUN was born, and that’s a long time ago, It describes 
and gives copious extracts from the most noteworthy travesties from 
the days of Good Queen Bess to the days of the Better Queen Victoria. 
It is not without pleasure and pride that Fun points out that several 
of the chief modern burlesque writers, notably W. 8, Gilbert, 
“ Richard-Henry ” and George R. Sims, are all Fun Boys, 


To Pater-familias |! 

On “ Mr. Pater on Asthetic Smells,” 

A contemporary waxed most eulogistic, 
Did Pater cater for the Greater Swells ?— 

Or, well, Theologians call his work Pat(e)r-istic ? 
Meanwhile, one thing is certain (mind you that /) 

That, though some parents seem all Gas and Gaiters, 
Most Paters whom we know can “smell a rat,” 

And some, alas (through drink)! are Dizzy-Paters. 

















To OuR READERS,—The continuation of “ Her Blooming Cheek” is 
unavoidably postponed, 
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HAD HIM ON THE SPOT. 
Dorking.—* What's the reason you didn’t speak to Boreham when 


he passed us?” 
jrown.—“ He insulted me the other day—called me a freckled idiot.” 


Dorking.—* Called you a freckled idiot—how absurd! Why, you 
are not freckled!” 
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ANOTHER LOVER OF NATURE. 
t to which a glimpse of the fields—a breath of the sweet, pure air—of the country seems to bring a new 
There is a certain large class of City dwellers to whic rite, ps" i oe et og ’ 
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Let us look at a couple of members of this class, cooped in their depressing oflice, just before a holiday. 
‘* Right—somewhere where the beer’s good,” replies B. 


the water-lilies—what do you think?” says A. 





" Lovely scene, isn’t it?—so rural and quiet!” remark A. and B. simultaneously. 














here?” And then those lovers of nature devote the rest of the day to vainly searching for an inn where they take in the ?e/. 


ie oa 


HOTEL 
| | ENTRANCE 
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And when they part that evening, to meet once more next morning at the office, the sadness of an unsatisfied longing pervaded them. 


think those country places are a bit one-eyed—can't get a sight of the Ref.’” They murmur. 











** Vote we have a day on the river—all among 


‘* Wonder whether we could get a sight of the Ref. anywhere about 








* After all, I do 
There are errors in the system of nature ! 
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SPORTING PROSPECTS—OLD BIRDS. 
A BAD LOOK OUT FOR THE TORY GAME. 


Old Treasury Grouse to Exchequer Grouse—* WELL, WE’VE BEEN PRETTY WELL PEPPERED ALREADY, AND I’LL BE SHOT 
IF I LIKE THE LOOK OF IT,” 





[ See Cartoon Verses, p. 72. 
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ewe 


(1) Mr. Vespasian Gu 
bas hardly stirred out o 


a change for the first time 


life, forthwit 
scene. 


les, the antiquary, better known as Old Dryrot, 
is sanctum for the last twenty years, and his 
relatives were developing serious doubts about his sanity. 
— resolved that Consin Matilda should go down and stay at the house 

and “ hurry him up a bit.” Cousin Matilda arrives in due course. (3) F 
And having burried Mr. Yerpiaion Guggles up a bit, and sent him out for | 
in his says, ‘‘ What a di 
Really, it is impossible to live a healthy existence amid such 
ghastly and untidy surroundings, This must be altered.”s-* (4) And it 
was so. Matilda tidied the house after her own heart, and the RUBBISH 
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(2) It wasat | 


ceful 


was much cleared. 
he had to be held down by six strong men, and put in a straight waistcoat. 














Frep foe 9) 


(5) And when Old Dryrot ‘came home and beheld 











New Leaves. 

In the full tide of the holiday season there 
is no lack of guidance as to where to go, when 
to go, and how to go, we may instance the 
books and leaflets issued by the Great Eastern 
Railway Company. For home use, their 
“Walks in Epping Forest,” their guides and 
descriptive time books to the “Kast Coast 
Watering Places,” the “Broad Districts of 


— 





Norfolk and Suffolk,” and to the “ Farmhouse 
and Country Lodgings” in five counties. For 
travellers abroad, their “Continental Time 
Tables,” “ Tourist’s Guide to the Continent,” 
“Walks in Holland,” “Walks in the Ar- 


dennes,” and “ Holidays in Belgium,” all full 
of illustrations and interesting useful informa- 
tion.—I nstance also “ Cook’s Conducted Tours 
to Paris and Switzerland,” and “The RI 





and Switzerland,” “To Holland, the Rhine 
and Belgium,” and to “ Norway, Sweden and 
Denmark,” and instance, “The Isle of Man 

(lliffe and Son), which is not put forth 
exactly as a guide book, but is a pleasantly 
written description of the main features of 
the island, which are also profusely picturet 
in fairly good drawings by Walter Bettes 
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Not a (Prim)rosy 
Outlook. 

[The Primrose League is in a 
gad state of mind, owing to the 
non-receipt of necessary subscrip- 
tions from many of its members. ] 
ALAS! alack! our Primrose 

League, 
Famed for Conservative in- 
trigue, 

Is not a great success— 
At least, ‘tis not financialee, 
For we can get no & s. d. 

From those whom we 

caress, 

We treat large groups to 
beanfeasts gay, 

Where they may spend a 
happy day 

With banners, bands and 

cames. 

Lo! food and fun we give 
to each, 

Sandwiched with many a 
Tory speech, 

And eall old Gladstone 

names. 

But, though we seek, with 
all this fuss, 

The Briton’s swift conver- 
sion thus, 

Low funds we still de- 

plore. 

A Primrose League, by the 
river’s brim, 

Is but a free kick-up to him, 





| Katie.—* I’m afraid she’s a little better this morning.” 


And it is nothing more. 


THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 

THE House isup. The “Clang of the Clock Tower” is still for a 
while. 

Death has during the late session been strangely busy among our 
legislators, and has called many to “another place.” His latest 
summons has caused a change in both Houses, by the decease of the 
Karl of Dartmouth. Viscount Lewisham, the member for the con- 
stituency from which he takes his courtesy title, goes to the Lords, 
and the Ministerialists lose a capable whip. The late earl was greater 
as an agriculturist than as a politician. He was a great farmer and 
stock breeder, a good 
landlord, a wealthy man, 
and, what is better, a 
kindly one. 

Mr. G. 8S. Warmington, 
is rumoured as the Glad- 
stonian candidate for the 
Lewisham vacancy, while 
Mr. Penn, a local land- 
owner (like the late mem- 
ber), will strive to keep 
the seat for hisside. Time 
will prove whether or not 
Penn is the write man, 

Very plaintive was the 
wail raised by the House 
of Lords over the Com- 
mon’s amendments to the 
Education Bill, as 
* patched ” by their lord- 
ships, but, in result, the peers thought better of trying conclusions 
with the Lower Chamber, and contented themselves with a feeble 
protest. Also with regard to the Factories Bill, the Commons 
amendments were “ considered ” and accepted, Their lordships pretty 
clearly recognize that the day of their quarrel with the Commons of 
England will be close on their day of doom. 

With a sigh of relief the Speaker bids adicu for a while to the scene 
of his labours, seeking other haunts where Atkinsons are not. At the 
portals of the palace of Westminister with mutual good wishes they 
twain part—the Speaker, who is silent, and FUN, the Jester, who is wise. 

“ Good speed, sir!” quo’ FUN; and the First Commoner in England 
to the First Jester thus: “ Farewell, friend Fun! and till the Clock 
Tower's Clang again awakes keep thy merry bells a-jingling, I prithee, 
that the world may be as thou, and I would,fain it should be merry 

















AN UNLOOKED FOR DANGER. 
Captain Lovclace-—* How's Miss Maldermare this morning, Miss Katie?" (Afiss M. is Miss A,'s chaperone, 
chosen for her habit of invariably and of necessity remaining below whenever she goes to sea.) 


Captain L.—*“ By Jove!” 


The Bonnie Slavee. 

[He the case of the servant who refused to wear a cap, one paper says that there 
isnothing so becoming, and if the servants refuse to wear them their young mistreases 
cannot do better than put them on,] 

To the tyrannic master the magistrate spoke : 

“On the question of caps there’s no law to be broke ; 

And each servant girl who would like to be free 

Need only behave like this Bonnie Slavee,” 
Come, off with your cap and down with your can, 
Come, gather together, and call the p’leeceman, 
Come, tear off your aprons and let us dance free, 
lor it’s off with the caps of the Bonnie Slavee | 


Our servants are petted, we lie at their feet, 
The bells ring unnoticed, they break and they cheat, 
But the master (dear man !) says, “ Just let it be, 
We will put up with it all to keep our slavee,” 
Come, off with your cap and down with your can, etc, 


There are others who'll wear them if servants will not ; 
Young mistresses see how becoming they've got. 
There are pretty young maidens three thousand times three 
Will cry, Hey, for the caps of our Bonnie Slavee ! 

Come, off with your cap and down with your can, ete. 


Then away with your caps and your pretty black frocks, 

And come out in “ costumes” and uncovered locks, 

And tremble, false men, in the midst of your glee, 

For you've not heard the last of this question, you'll see, 
Then, off with your cap and down with your can, etc. 


—— TD 
ee 


William and his Roses, 
WILLIAM grows roses, In the early morning, before breakfast, he 
gets up to go and look at them. He rises from his bed, and Mrs, 
William doesn’t exactly breathe blessings on him in her nightcap. 
He falls over his boots on the landing, and wakes up the slumberous 
“ veneral.” Then he lets the cat on the hall door mat know who his 
bootmaker is, and that makes things pleasant, The roses in William's 
garden are not large. They are fall, not of scent, but hy + 
William has nice sandwiches cut for him, which he takes up to t 
office with a choice bunch of roses. Somehow, the earwigs get mixed 
with the sandwiches and the sandwiches with the roses, If you try 
one of those sandwiches, it always has a rose-leaf and an insect in it. 
William says everyone must eat his peck before he diea, We should 
like to boil William down and sell him for inferior tinned meat extract, 
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LOVE IN A COTTAGE OR? 





Youth at the Prow.—* How delightful to leave behind our empty 


world of fashion, and seek a spot like this. 


You to tend your bee- 


hives and your chickens, I to open the lock gates and let the boats go 


up and down,” 


Beauty at the Helm,—* Exquisite !—in this very lock—in that very 
cottage. To be humble, simple folks living only for love and joy, 
with no empty, vain ambition or pride—just ourselves, and say a cook 
and housemaid, and a boy in buttons to do the knives and boots and 


answer the door.” 


THAT POOR YOUNG COUPLE! 
“SHOCKING!” “ Pitiable!” “ Poor, mis- 

guided young things!” “Quite a boy and 

girl!"’ “ Marry in haste and repent,” ete. 

These and others of a like nature were the 
exclamations indulged in by the good natured 
friends of Mr.and Mrs. Turtledove when that 
happy pair became one for better or worse. 

“The idea of saddling himself with matri- 
mony and its expenses!” said the men, shak- 
ing their wise heads, 

“ How the poor inexperienced thing will be 
imposed on!” ejaculated the ladies, adding, 
“We must take her in hand.” 

So, when they called at The Dovecot, they 
wave their hostess good advice, telling her 
where to buy her coals, her groceries, her 
meat, and her vegetables. But, would you 
believe it? this little matron in her teens 
turned on these ladiesi old enough to have 
been her mother, theirfown testimony not- 
withstanding, and actually lectured them. 
* Don’t give more than 19s. a ton? You don’t 
catch me giving that, Mrs. Howler !—I make 
Nubbles let me have my coals, best drawing 
room Silkstones, for 16s. 6d. And, oh! you 
extravagant Mrs. Knowall! to give ninepence 
a pound for beef! You must really let me 
come to market with you and put you up to 

















a wrinkle or two. And, my dear Mrs. Quiverful, do take my advice, 
and give that dear baby some saffron tea—I’m certain it’s measles |” 
And then they went away indignant because the chit of a girl had 
given them advice; mortified because she didn’t want any of theirs, 
Notwithstanding, Mrs. Howler did act on her advice in changing her 
coal merchant, and Mrs. Knowall called on her way home on Mrs, 
Turtledove’s butcher and gave him an order, and sure enough, it was 
measles that Mrs. Quiverful’s youngest had, and the doctor’s orders 
were only echoes of Mrs. Turtledove’s advice. 

There remained for them one consolation. ‘“ The servants will take 
it out of her!” they said; “ wait till she has to pit her inexperience 
against the craft of the cook, the haughtiness of the housemaid, the 
impertinence of the page!” 

They had not to wait long. The cook objected to Mrs. Turtledove’s 
presence in her “ kitching” ; Mrs. Turtledove politely, but firmly, in- 
formed cook that if she had the impudence to object again, she would 
have to make any further complaints from the other side of the garden 
railings. The housemaid was so long answering the bell, that Mrs, 
Turtledove went downstairs to ascertain the reason of the delay, and 
found the young lady attending to her cousin, a private in the Cold- 
streams, who was himself attending to a shoulder of lamb. He wasa 
big man, that Coldstream, bigger than ever with his busby on, but 
before the wrath of Mrs. Turtledove, as rapidly as the Arab fellaheen 
fled from him on the day he won his medals, he vanished, and that 
housemaid, weepingly hesitating between the alternatives of packing 
her boxes or renouncing military cousins then and there, tearfully 
vave it as her opinion that “ Missis was a Tartar!” Furthermore, 
when the page, having been caught at the store cupboard purloining 
the honey, endeavoured to gloss over his delinquencies by “ cheek,” 
his mistress, then and there taking one of his ears in one hand, ad- 
ministered a series of boxes on the other so vigorously that he roared 
out prayers for mercy and promises of amendment, after that Mrs. 
Turtledove got on so well with her servants that the envy of her 
neivhbours grew beyond bounds, 

As for Turtledove himself, he was even worse than his wife. When 
old fogies came to give him the “straight tip” about his own busi- 
ness, he gave them the same to go about theirs, instead of getting 
in arrear with his rent, he bought his freehold, instead of staying 
out late and coming home tipsy, he came home early sober, and took 
Mrs. T’. to the theatre afterwards; and instead of failing in business 
he struck oil in everything, set up a brougham, and drove a fast 
trotter to town in the spickest dogeart on the road. And before the 
old fogies had left off giving him straight tips which he never took, 
he had made enough money to buy them all up two or three times 
over. 

And when Mrs. Turtledove had babies, she insisted on raising them 
in herown way, and in spite of all prophecies to the contrary, did raise 
them, and they took prizes in the baby shows, and-—— 

Really, taken altogether, the Turtledoves were a most unsatisfactory 
couple, and a warning to those who would marry in haste ! 
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Jim (approaching cautiously, in whisper).—* Cotched anythin’, Bill?” 
Bill (temper soured by bad luck),—* No, nor no chance neither, ’th yew a-stompin’ and 
a-bellerin’ there all day!" 
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(1) ‘* Beshrew me!" muttered the family ghost of Mandrake Manor, as 
he went his usual round of the building the other night, ‘‘ methinks I see 
a scurril knave breaking in!" (2) And it gave him such a turn, that he 
felt quite faint. (3) However, he soon pulled himself together. ‘* 1 will 
hie me to the stout seneschal and advise him of his peril.” But the butler 
no sooner caught sight of him, than he fled without giving him a hearing. 
(4) Then the phantom sought the lord of the castle. “ By 'r lady!” shouted 
he, “‘@ strong rogue and masterless man even now breaketh——” (5) 
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To Horse! To Horse !—Among the manifold virtues of Condy’s 
Fluid none are more conspicuous than its applicability to the cure of 
the numerous ills that horseflesh is heir to. The skilful vet, finds its 
aid invaluable. Our poor feet, too, may be kept cleanly and comfort- 
able by its means, There are a thousand and one things it may be 
used for, and a thousand to one but it is good for them all. 
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UNAPPRECIATED ASSISTANCE. 
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But the lord of the castle waited to hear no more, (6) The cook 
the housemaid were equally unreasonable. (7). “* A murrain on ‘em 
hare brained kaaves!” squeaked the ghost. ‘The foul fiend take me 
do not presently to that outlaw and show him where they keep the 


8) But he had no sooner whispered a word to the burglar, than he took 
aoe through the window iato the moat a hundred feet beneath. And 


the unappreciated phantom, resolving no longer to interest himself ia the 
affairs of mortals, Janndied into thin air. 
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THe DANGER OF SUPERLATIV#S.—Without accusing any of 
polygamy in this Christian-land of ours, it must be confessed that 
the modern husband lays himself open to grave suspicion when he 
addresses his spouse as “ my dearest wife.” We should never dream 
of saying “this is the nearest way” to such a place if there were 


only one, 





or pay for Contributions. In no case will they be returned unless 
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Sporting Prospects. 
(SEE CARTOON,) 
THE Twelfth of August, that fateful 
day 
| When guns to the moors resort, 
| Directs one’s mind ina forcible way 
To the prospects of Autumn sport ; 
| And to shooters a thrill of deliclt 
twill bring, 
For (though it may seem absurd) 
They cannot, somehow, recard the 
thing 
From the point of view of the bird, 
Yet the bird—like men, Vin inclined 
to suppose— 
Has memories, hopes and fears ; 
What suits his taste he very wel] 
knows, 
And what less pleasant UP Pears 5 
And your grouse who studies the 


elt | | : almanack 
«Must look to that day with dread, 


is } \ 
i a } Since it threatens the danger to him 
. a 0 { and his pack 
iy *> : “g \ Of soon! being crippled or dead, 
/ 4 i PY 
5 4 ° | | } 


The Tory grouses — [should say 





Z fFPOUSe 
Especially must complain, 
As, now that they've POuC ana shut up 
the House, 
Mhey’re sure of an Autumn Cam- 
paign ; 
And, rememb’ring how oft at elections 
before 
They’ve been pepper’d and badly 
hit, 
They would ery, if they dared, “ No 
moor—no more!” 
For they shrink from notice to 
quit, 


Electrical. 

THE benefits conferred upon the 
sufferers in all classes of society by 
| Mr. Harness’ unique system of Elec- 
| tropathic and Electro-Massave treat- 

ment have brought such big business 

to the Medical Battery Company as 

to necessitate an extensive enlarge- 

ment of their palatial premises, so 

that all who are not already 
| * belted” may vet into Harness 
Without delay. 





AN IN-VEST-MENT, — Confinement 
in a straight waistcoat. 





a / 
VE [oa minoved—that’ just what Tam, Phere’s a cool the hopeless, but fascinating pursuit of piecing out a curse of match- 
evrontery a (that muld, pumpkin headed old humbuy, Waterhouse, less beauty that would be equal to the occasion and quite up to date ; 
tikes me thirst for his blood. He ain’t satistied and when T crawled up to the garden wall and held on by the dustbin, 
4 i | Clients in AQevressive Poultry that feteh you out What was left of me from overnight while | vently pointed out that 
cy th i tetniy, and render your bein ite Tor the P should leave a widow and a large family of young children totally 
f physical impossibility, but must vo and lay on a pair unprovided for unless he could mutHe his menagerie, he looked up and 
who have learned the art of howling from the best said, in tones of pity, that he was afraid I had “no sympathy with 

at you forvet ts ito sleep the fore end of the night in dumb animals” | 
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_ Refuse all Substitutes. 
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TIP-TOPICAL TOUCHES. 
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ae ot npg vad are ane Bug our pesvons some advise : | (5) A new, flying apparatus has been just proclaimed as great— 
ea surely not from teachers who adopt this scanty guise ! Of course, ‘tis from the smart U.5., as now U-Stimate. 
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if a tes (6) i. is scarce the gentle craft” to fish for sovereigns in tills 
Uf th | So this ‘fishy looking angler waits the judge and jury's wills, 
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y that children's manners are of late on the decline ; 
hild is father to the man ’tis not a pleasant sign. 


erimental socialist on jewels tried his hand; 


Pie haphavecnty ber st (7) Street musiciang may in future have a licence to kill “ airs.” 
2? Bem-ini! he quickly tound his socialism banned. And 80 each street-organic fiend for trouble now prepares 
} Of t} ,ore r? + met ® ° a we 
(4) ,. le growth of British baldness doth our artist show the plight, (5) A batch of 80-called Strong Men—being wroth—to fighting get 
l te a hilliar? 1 14 : ; ‘ 4 oO ’ ?, he : ath. ; . > 6* 
AL 4 Dillard bal] dness h LS the ch pple on the ri ht And tis probable these muscle men may find it:(T)urk jome yet 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 





AND OTHER THINGS. 
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reverse of flourishing, and a wild looking individual in even a worse 


case came next, 


ee ae ‘ AT this point my pal went out to “see 

r what they were doing at the Alhambra,” and 
| I had Miss Millie Hylton all to myself, This Auth 
was very pleasant. She gave me (without 
enthusiasm, however) some favourable retlec- 
tionson Roderick Random. It was just after 
that. while the Brothers Griftiths were up to 
heir nonsense with that ludicrous donkey 
business of theirs, that 
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cooked at the stage. and there! was 
Mr. Sam Redfern on it, and if he 
wasn’t inaking the unpleasantest remarks 
about married men (/’m amarried man) and 
vellow haired ladies! I had to go and have 
a drink at my own expense, 


LENO—BUT NOT TOO THIN. 


a the d 
Miss FANNIE LESLIE’S character songs, A 

‘In the Morning,” and * Dancers” (those “upp! 
are the titles I vive them, at anyrate) came Ger! 
next, and were as well received as usual. lady 
Phe latter, with its clever descriptive salta- prote 
torial accompaniment (how do you like that phras 
way of putting it 2), was received with un- turne 
bridled approbation, and determinedly en- daily 
eored, Miss Leslie wouldn't repeat the entir 





‘catherine wheel,” however; doesn’t approve the | 
fan “extra turn” of that description, | due 
aie Mr. David Devant was taking rh 
ties with people's watches—in a perfectly creas 
timate manner, as a conjurer, you know rel 
nomy pal came ha ith two blac! of { 
eyes. “Bank Holiday,” he said in explana- \ ta 
tion, and went on to tell me that the rally 
\iha ts od. Got The Seulp A 
G TT l ( i | eem to remem be Zt 

] , 


allets * Plays without Words”), and Marie Lloyd is back. a 







He thoucht 7 la Al, not having seen it before. Then he 

stood lw nt to our seats (we found we 

thie byt ytoh Mr. Dan Leno o 
AFTER he'd told us what a lark he was going to have ns 

to-mi rrow, he trotted out that inimitable * Shop-walker”’ = 

of his, What patter! T never knew a man talk shop with rida 

such entertaining etfeet before. But, really, 

the things he says! They made me blush a 

so that I was afraid I should miss some of 

t \ft he Shop-walker had thus put 

( 1 came Miss Addie Convers 


(a very fins young woman Miss Addie 


( rT) 1 re ae : 41} ro , 
‘ 11, LOIS Was the first time I'd seen 
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HER BLOOMING CHEEK! out of a pill or some other nostrum, is madly desirous of obtaining the 


q Society Nobel, trap esate pay almost any price for a few bottles. It would 
& highly eresting test case, so to speak; for if my friend's infor- 

JEWELLEO IN EVERY HOLE, AND WITH ALL THE LATEST WMPROVEMENTS. mation be correct, the vulgarity of the man and his family, both in 
By THE Hon. GEORGINA DRIVELLER. face and manner, is simply sublime. However, we scientists are con- 
“Cometh up Smiling,” “ Ought we to Drink With Him?” “ A Tap Room tinually called upon to sacritice our most cherished hopes, and I must 


A utho r or A cpt . i. J - 7 
Repentance,” “ Not Bad, but Worse,” “ Bound in Calf,” * Published bow to the inevitable. A few weeks sooner or later will be but a 
at Last,’ ** Green as @ Leek was He,” etc., etc. trifling matter. after all.” 

- ee Receiving no reply to these softly utter OSS] sof regret, the 
iving m se softly uttered expressions of regret, the 

‘ is ab Pol , 4 " : . » 9 . ~ 
CHAPTER XIX, occupant of the bed having apparently fallen into an apathetic slum- 
IN WHICH MRS, BONELY-GRIMSHANK JOINS HER ANCESTORS, ber, the professor quietly withdrew to his study, a room which had 


been specially titted up and prepared for his permanent occupation, 
A moment afterwards, the domestic whose express duty it was to 


? 


“(}RIMFUSION ” had proved a tremendous success. So much, in- 
deed, was the demand in excess of the naturally limited supply, that war 
it was counted attend the man of science, announced, “ Visitors for the professor,” 
_ a rare stroke and there immediately entered the room a short, stout, PoOnIpPOuUS look 
of fortune to ing individual, closely followed by a large woman with two children 
secure a bottle to match, 
of the new “* Professor Mykrobe Gerrm ?”’ said the stout man, interrogat ively. 
remedy, and The professor bowed, drinking in the pronounced vulgarity of the 
in manv in- quartette with scientitic relish. 
stances it had “My name is Snobley—John Thomas Snobley,” continued the stout 
been resold at 
a fabulous pro- 
fit. In one 
case, a dozen 
bottles put 
is style; and style we are determined to have, a ANY ost, 


undere the l A ; 
and at once. I must have a dozen bottles of Grimfu nm [ don't 


man, speaking with crisp volubility, “Io am a man of business 
-you've heard of my pill, of course ?—and a man of few words. This 
lady is my wife—these are my children, I am here through the in- 
strumentality of Professor Snatchbrane, from whom I obtained your 
address, I’ve made money; but what we—myself and family—want, 


auctioneers 


hammer | think a smaller quantity would be of much use. Stay! hear me out 
: sordid souled before you speak or refuse! [Tama man of few words, and I 1 

speculator, re- haggle over the price of a necessary luxury.’ 

alized a pre- _ He drew a plethoric note case from his pocket, and selecting ther 

mium of a from a crisp little handful, counted them one by one upon the table 

thousand per “Ten,” he said, “each for a thousand pounds, That's what I offer 


—neither more nor less, 
The professor shru y ro ] is shoulders, = It is hho L C?uest 


money,’ he replied; “still, you are such an interesting case that 


cent, upon the 
original cost; 
and bankers 
were inunda- 
ted with ap- 
plications 


you may wait a few minutes,” 
He returned to the bedchamber, After ashort, whispered conference 
Mrs. Bonely-Grimshank sat suddenly upright. 


} 





from eager “Ten thousand |” she exclaimed, “ the very sum! It shall be do 
clients, as —silence! IJ will risk it—I am determined! Wire at once for 
thouch they Sharker to come immediately, and tell this man to call avain at si 
were box office o'clock !” * * # . ‘ 
keepers having . That night Snobley received his twelve bottles —Sharker his instruc 
the disposal of seats for a new and successful burlesque. tions and the necessary amount; and twenty four Hours lates u 
A rather unlooked for accident had prematurely curtailed the Grimshank estates were cleared, and Mrs, Bonely-Grimshank hid 
‘upply, an accident which, while not in any way damping Professor joined the illustrious circle of her ancestors, fo be continued, 


Gerrm’s ardour, had served to greatly upset the calculations of the 
lady of Ghoulsmere. Mr. Bonely-Grimshank the elder, without a 
protest or murmur, quietly slipped his mortal coil, or, as the professor 
phrased it, “Flashed like a comet across the altar of science, and re- 
turned to the boundless infinitude of sidereal infinity.” Whether the 
daily four ounce drain had been too much for him, remained a problem 
entirely without the range of practical solution. No inquest was held, 
the professor having, in his capacity as M.D., certified that death was 


due to natural exhaustion ; and the family vault kept its own counsel. 
Then the supply suddenly ceased altogether. Having, through in- 
creasing lassitude, retained her bed for a fortnight, the professor felt 


‘tantly compelled to explain to Mrs, Bonely-Grimshank th 
rther endangering her system by a continuous reduction of its 
vitality, and to this act of self denial on his part (science being get 





rally pitiless), she lent an unwilling acquiescence, 

As she lay, her head partly buried amid a thicket of ] ' he 
‘azed with hollow-eyed content upon a sheet of paper, ec 

h ticures, which the prof ssor had just placed 

* Two hundred and ninety thousand,” she murmured, meditatively, og 
‘And you say it will be fully eight weeks before I can hope to think ta 
about realizing the remaining ten?” 

* With safety, yes, I'm afraid,” responded the professor, sadly, “ It) 

Treat pity—a thousand creat pities —that the grand Or revene- | 
ration should be thus unexpectedly stayed; but we must observe | 
ome necessary precautions, otherwise a collapse might defeat both your f 
aim and mine. Your vitality can scarcely be so pronounced as Thad 4 


imagined, and I must frankly admit that with regard to the la 
Bonely-Grimshank "—here he inclined his head—* my Judgment was 











even more in error.” 
‘Itudolf was always deficient in stamina,” she said, dream a 
t ith speaking to herself, “nevertheless, he contributed a ri t 
WI if T? y| few t ? r? rrly NT l rt? Y if¢ aft T pres rit | me] sé -_ 
, ; ; SOUND ADVICE. 
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WRONGS OF WAY— 
(With love to the wise J.Pa of Brentford). 
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, 2 i the 
eclini 2 couch he dre he saw the Landowner breaking down the fences round t 
d the People had a horrid dream. Reclining on his humble couch he dreamed | = A eget 
People's Siete, and bce th roughshod, over those rights under the pretence that he had a claim to an unbridled path a thousand miles wide righ 7 





aa : » inexpli . ending 
1 that he summoned the Landowner before the J.P.s; and then came in the inexplicable part of the dream ; for the offending 
tke by 5 rele to be the same person, so that the defendant had to appear before himself. ee the way he grinned and winked at himself— 
you never did! ‘‘ Well,” says the J.P., “‘I find the Landowner jas a right to do just whatever he pleases with the People’s Rights ; so I dismiss the 
summons,” 





*‘ But, I say—ain't you going to fine him a shilling like you do ine when I'm in the right?” 
J.P., choking with laughter. And then the J.P. and the Landowner turned a comple 
People awoke. 


said the People. ‘‘ What—eh—fine myself!” screamed the Ghi 
te summersault induced by uncontrollable cacchination, And the 
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[See Cartoon Verses, p. 82. 
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POWER ! 
Ierr.—“Soh® you vos encaged after all, Mam/‘selle Tottie? Vosn't 
dere some troubles mit der covernor ? " 
Mlle.—* Oh, not much; hesaid fifteen quid a week was too much,” 
Hlerr—“ Ach! And what tid Vou BAY gs 
Mlle.—"* 1 said it wasn’t—that settled it!” 


Ditties in Doses up to Date. 
(AND TIPS FOR TOPICAL SONGS.) 


(Mr. Biron, the magistrate at Lambeth, recently told a complainant that the best 
way to treat the defendant, in the event of future trouble, would be to “ punch his 
head."’) 


SoLo—" The Brilliant Dehest of the Beak,” 


ITAVE you seen the strange pronouncement 
Made by Biron (Beak, not Bard), 
In which he advocates a trounce-ment 
Of those folks by whom you're marred ? 
‘Twas a rivals fearful quarre], 
When much jealousy was shed ; 
When DB. cave this startling moral 


| 


Just, in future, pur h bis heat! 


REFRAIN, Punch his head ! 


Punch his head ! 


When you find a fellow shed 
Glances shady 
On your lady— 


Punch his head ! 


That's all right, but this of Biron 
Opens up a vista grand ; 
When annoyance doth environ, 
You’ve a remedy at hand. 
When a dun becomes offensive, 
And when writs on you are 
shed, 
Do not fly (for that’s expen- 
sive), 
Just go out and punch his 
head ! 
REFRAIN. 
And punch his head! Punch his 
head ! 
When a burglar brings his ‘‘ Ned,” 
Though his “ Neddy ” 
May be ready, 
Punch his head! Punch his head! 





Punch his head ! 


And lastly, if you’re pestered 
3y a magistrate or such, 
Who'd fain have you sequestered, 
Close within the legal clutch ; 
Do not argue on the question 
With that functionary dread, 
Take Beak Biron’s bold sugges- 
tion— 
Quit the dock and punch his 
head ! 
REFRAIN. 
Punch his head! Punch his 
head 
(When with such ideas 'tis fed ;) ! 
Just for answer 
(if you can, sir), 
Punch his head! Punch his 
head |! 











ToPICAL DuET—“ Set Stormy.” 
A. You have probably noticed while scooting around 
That the weather’s inclined to be stormy, 
B. Indeed, some have found (when they’ve nearly been drowned) 
That the weather's eaceedingly stormy ! 
A, But, nevertheless, we poor warblers (like you) 
Whatever the weather, our duty must do, 
2, And so we’ve dropped in with a topic or two, 
Both, Though the weather’s undoubtedly stormy ! 


CHORUS, 
Oh, yes, though of rain you have had just a drain, 
And you’ve thought, “ How this dampness doth bore me! ” 
Yet you, like ourselves, must be dutiful elves 
Though the weather 7s just a bit stormy ! 


A. The Lancet, re Margate, has altered its views— 
B, Which once were uncommonly stormy ! 

At Margate it sniffed, but that spot *twould now choose, 
A, Well, it és a blithe spot, e’en when stormy. 

George Lewis, the lawyer, has been very queer— 
#B. But that Spurgeon is better we’re all glad to hear. 
A. Ashmead Bartlett has gone on the stump—but don’t fear, 
Both, He's not likely to make it too stormy ! 


A, That old Monte Carlo dodge comes once again, 
Causing smiles, though the weather is stormy ! 
B,. That * Big Winnings” wheeze is a faked “ draw” ‘tis plain, 
For “disclosures” of late there were stormy. 
A, The grubs’ great attack on the turnip crop’s sad, 
#3, The pois’ning Thames fish, too, is nearly as bad— 
Both, But a tine high old time those Demographers had 
Though the weather all round has been stormy. 
[ Ereunt to borrow some umbrellas. 


THE CHAMELEON LONDONER 
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Linfant Terrible, —“ UNCLE CHARLIE, THAT ISN’T FAIR! 


New Leaves. 

IN such of the magazines as come our way 
there is no noticeable variation in the quality 
of their contents, their equable excellence 
being so meritoriously maintained, To men- 
tion all the good things in Seribner’s would 
he to catalogue its contents. The same may 
be said of The Cosmopolitan, and St, Nicholas 
is delightful from beginning toend. Near the 
end will be found a first-rate drawing, ‘‘A 
Rabbit and a Donkey,” by our veteran and 
unsurpassable animal draughtsman, Mr. 
Harrison Weir.—In he English Illustrated 
“George Wilson ” will be read by artists with 
exceptional interest, so may “ Dickens and 
Punch” by the general reader, who will find 
out the other good things quite easily.—A 
general acknowledgment of the highly satis- 
factory and appropriate contents of The 
Le isUure Tlour. The Sunday at Home, The 
Boys Own Paper, The Girl's Own Paper 
and Friendly Greetings is enough, or perhaps 
all that is needful.—It is more than a pity 
that the illustrations in the Review of 
Reviews are not favoured with better print- 
ing, they fail of their full effect, and diminish 
the value of the publication which better 
treatment would enhance.—In Lungman’s 
we instinctively turn to “The Strange In- 
Cattle.” The high-class fiction 
therein is supplemented by the splendid 
‘Ballad of Sir Hugh.”—Babyhood manfully 


Stincts in 


fulfils its mission —Praise for J/ousehold 
Words might well be stereotyped.— 
* Pat ’s Tourist’s Hand: Guide to Scot- 
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THE DEMON CHILD AGAIN. 


The Deuce (or ‘ Real Low’) of Literature. 
: {Miss Amelia E. Barr has been asking elaborately if 
“writing” is low, and Mr. Besant replies (in effect) 
that writing is highly respectable, and that there's no- 
thing low about it. Mr. FUN, of course, defers to Mr. 
sesant’s greater experience, bul, being desirous that 
Miss Barr and other interested persons should hear both 
sides, he (Mr. FUN) begs to narrate the sorrowful ex- 
perience of Mr. Journalist Jinks.] 
H{omE from the college, a girl in her teens, 
(‘ame the cousin of Journalist Jinks, 
And she said (for of living she wanted a 
means ) 
‘“T should make a good author, methinks, 
But there’s one thing, forsooth, that (before I 
advance 
With the ink slinging ranks) I must know: 
I will write to my cousin and ask if, pet ‘hance, 
About writing there’s anything Low!” 
Journalist Jinks was a dabster at prose, 
He was nulli secundus at rhyme, This nose, 
But he owned,as a teardrop careered down 
That he’d never discussed in his time 
Such adifficult theme as must needs beattacked 
When his cousin demanded to know 
If in making MS. (whether tiction or fact) 
There was anything anywise Low ! 
Journalist Jinks conscientiously vowed 
That the matter he'd thoroughly sift 
And declare the true status of creatures en- 
dowed 
With the preci gift. 
So he carefully totalled the cash he'd obtained 
started to scrawl long 


. ? } 
3 Wri lnYy had 


us Promethean 
Since he avo, 
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I~k YOU WANT TO KISS MISS SWEETLIPS, YOU OUGHT TO DO IT IN THE RING!” 
[A nad Unele Charlie had never thought of such athi ng—till then! 


Journalist Jinks, with a wobegone whine, 
Had just finished his auditing game, 
When the postman brought letters 
editors nine, 
And the purport of each was the same. 
“You must please discontinue ‘your weekly 
supply 
Of MS.,—for your writings, although 
We award them a price that’s abnormally 
high, 
Are in quality wretchedly Low !’ 


from 


’ 


Journalist Jinks, by the tidings unnerved, 
Took an illness and took to his bed, 
And the doctor came round and urbanely 
observed, , 
“You must really start earning your bread 
bysome different game, or this writing will lead 
You slap-bang to your coftin, I know: 
For you're terribly Low in your health—yes, 
indecd— 
And your spirits are terribly Low ! 


Journalist Jinks soon recovered, and cried 
To the Muse,“ IT willsack you, you minx !"’ 
And no happier wight in the universe wide 
Is now living than Carpenter Jinks! 
But, before he abandoned the pen for the plane, 
To his cousin he wrote in his spleen ; 
‘In the dairy, the laundry, the pub., you may 
(iAln 
A respectable living, I ween. 


ut, whate’er you adopt as your future career, 
Your Parnassian yearnings forego, 
Be ause all things connect ! with writing, 
my dear 
Are dctesta i Low 
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THH FIRE BRIGADH BRIGADED, 


So the County Council are at it again. Look. 
ing back and reflecting. ‘‘ Looking on backs and 
not reflecting,” says Jones. Jones must be trying 
to make some idiotic joke or the other or he 
never can be happy—not that I want him to be 
happy. J don’t care a rap whether he is or not. 
Then he says, “The Council’s as busy as a bee— 


Me, 





a parochial bee—a bumble bee.” Well, the x 
' council may be as bad as a vestry, or it may not, oe 
| Jt doesn’t matter much either way. All that I : 
| know about vestries is that I’m sometimes % 


| bothered to vote for people who are going in for 
them. My butcher tried to get me to vote, 
| Because the man sells me New Zealand mutton 
| for English, and charges 40 per cent. more than 
he ought to do, I don’t see that’s any particular 
| yeason why I should take the trouble to help to 
| manufacture him into a local celebrity. I 
| suppose he wants to be knighted some day, 
There are plenty of knighthoods knocking about. 
That Jones says, ‘Why, knighthoods in the 
country towns are as plentiful as nightshades 
in the country hedges, and just as deadly a 
nuisance.” But Jones always was an idiot. 
Well, perhaps this isn’t much about the fire 
brigade. But who said it was? Ididn’t! I’m 
not likely to go into ecstasies about the brigade 
nor anyone elre. I daresay, though, that our men 
are just as good as the New York beggars, who 
are always advertising themselves. Yes; I 
remember the great fire in Tooley Street. The fire 
brigade didn’t set the Thames on fire, but the 
Thames set itself on fire with the burning fat. 
Well, I never particularly want my house to be 
on fire. Still, l’d sooner have it put out under 
Captain Shaw’s orders than the County Council’s, 
Jones says, * They’d be wanting to look at the 
back of the house too long.” Why can’t he let 
that foolery alone. Not that I see, though, why 
| the “ Council” should be let alone. I never was 
a professional busybody myself, and I ain’t 
particularly fond of getting colds in my eyes 
from looking through keyholes, and I don’t want 
the earache from listening through them. SoI 
suppose I’m not cut out to be a county councillor. 
And, what’s more, I’m getting too old to bother 
about such infernal nonsense! Bah! 
DIOGENES TUBBS, 








Bella — 1 must insist, Fred, that our engagement be kept quite secret.” HE had, as a boy, received a dozen strokes with 
| Fred.—“ Why, my love, if it’s known it will protect you from being pestered withother| a birch for throwing stones at a train, and now, in 


men’s attentions.” 


et ee 


STATESMEN (AND OTHERS) ON THE STUMP. 
THE Attorney-General has been playing cricket against Charter- 
house—that is his contribution to the stumping. Perhaps a little 
later we shall hear of a lot of Ministers being bowled out. 
So Mr. Dillon is to step into the shoes of the leader of the Irish 
party. They are a bit too big for Mr. Justin McCarthy, but the latter 
gentleman is consistent with his reputation, and no querulous com- 


plaints have emanated from him. But how will Parnell like Dillon 
wearing his boots and treading on his corns ? 


Sir Edward Clarke greets the Chief Secretary as the future leader 
of his party. Conservatives are more interested in this Plymouth 
“ Hail!” than Plymouth Hoe! 

County Councils for Ireland, eh, Mr. Balfour? The good old 
poly of stealing the Liberals’ clothes while they are bathing. But 
10W will they fit? 

The proceedings in Mr. Justice Stirling’s court with regard to the 
epee sale of the Ailesbury Wiltshire estates throw an instructive 
ight upon the principle of hereditary legislation. The bulk of the 

peers seem to have been appointed by fate to look after other folks’ 
‘ affairs simply because they cannot control their own. 

Walsall, when called upon to decide which side to take—Gladstonian 
or Balfourian—chose the (H)old-en, 

Moral of the Demographic Boom—“ Sanitas, sanitatum et omnia 
sanitas est”—( Lord Beaconsfield). 

Lord Henry Bentinck, with more candour than is usually exhibited 
by Tory M.I.s, recently revealed the real purport of Primrose Fétes, 

He does not admire brainy political speeches sandwiched between 


mature years, he blushes to the roots of his hair 
at the bare mention of a switchback railway. 


| 
| 
| 








an act by the Bounding Brothers of the Bunkers and a song and'dance 
by the Sisters Flirtly, but declares politicians should win votes by 
trotting a real muscular lord round to shake hands with the electorate. 
Market price of votes—a hand shake from a bloated aristocrat. (! 

















PARNELL’S SHOES 
Justin McCarthy.—“ Arrah ! they're a size too big for me.” 
Silf has a | 


shee Fula 4? 
John Litlon | its me ig fut.: Hand over 
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MASHIBOY’S PICNIC IN THE FENS. 


Dabchicle to (2) She ) en ‘ 


(1) "Glad cuve turned up,old boy "said 
Y ther proposed certainly ad L 


his frien Mashihoy on the Morning, of 
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a name for hmsedP he Duchess opines Mal persons hke this_girl am 











(Sho had he umpudence % refuse bir. I her lover ought nof lo be folerafed in Jocrely, She noble Lord 1s shill in the Marke; 
A Friendly Visit. | And when he saw the Queen come down, Jam-bon! or Mauvais ? 
| The wearer of proud England’s Crown ali . start 5 . 
(SEE CARTOON.) | i mee aan a Eyes empl | ON jam-making mysteries lately much light 
> ow eS a Has been shed by a medical sheet. 
Goop gracious! wouldn't Nelson’s ghost, _ Our neighbour's navy, | And many regard, with a feeling of fright, | 
Could he desert his shadow-post | He’d doubt if he should fiercly frown Some jams as too awful to eat. 
To sail once more the Portamouth coast, Or cry,” Peecavi, While others ask, “ What is a jam ?” and are 
_, Hear with vast wonder | Yes, times have changed, and just as well ; shocked— 
rhe cannon of a Gallic host | English and French have learn’d to dwell ‘Tis a theme that they don’t understand, 
Give friendly thunder. At peace ; upon the ocean’s swell Let them ask where the traffic is thickest and 
M th . ks } “d waite lik .] 1 gay They ride together, / blocked— 
no-name Pre! a, - onde | And long may they enjoy a spell _ Say, for instance, some parts of the Strand. 


“Things must have altered since my day ; 
To keep the Frenchman's fleet at bay 

We always plotted, 
And if our guns began to play, 

Sure they were shotted !” 








Of pleasant weather |! i ——— 


| WHEN he sprinkled his throat with cocaine 
“Is that little shooting iron of yours a | he always took up the aerator with the 
horse pistol?” “No, it is a Colt.” | remark, “ Let us spray.” 
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“FUN’S” TIP-TOPICAL TOUCHES 
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A ruffianly Joke. 
(1), ae = fifty pythons, loose and wriggling (5). The Gallic Fleet on England now is calling ; 
“en “a sig oe set one gaily giggling. | | Our artist shows that some folk find it Ga: 1 ing 
» 40 soft-soap Bruin, France makes tasks prolific— | (6. A “lady” i i : 
uD, | 6), y” made night hideous in her night-dress ! 
‘is ee pee reh6s; neath this soap-orifict "Twas nice and cool, no doubt, but Siente the right dress, 
When asked to pay your dress-bill for the Summer | 7). The Welsh have he! sir Eisto— a’y 1 it! 
Tis wrong to “‘ throw cold water” on the comer. 4) A iad cue bo peiconaae oe want aoe airs 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


PIRES —I present a cheerful reflection 
; - to the 


manage- 
ment of 
this estab- 
lishment. 
It will be 
a long 
time be- 
fore it gets 
hold of 
anything 
in the bal- 
let line to 
come up 
to Dolly 
in clever- 
ness and 
interest — 
and, I may 
add, in popularity. Many an hour has 
she beguiled for us since she was first 
presented — Christmas present-ed — to 
us last winter. Every evening (and 
several mornings) since has the toy 
been ready for us whenever we have 
wanted to play with it. Stop! on one 
occasion it was put on the shelf, and 
we were told we couldn't have it, and 
had to go and play with something else. 
When we were permitted to have it 
again, we were, of course, more charmed 
than ever—we found it had suffered no injury, | may say no in-Giuri, 
for the rest (for you must understand that Signorina Giuri had taken 
the place of Mile. Palladino). But 
the manavement consider that 
Dolly is nearly worn out now, and 
it is time we had another toy, so 
she is to be put on the shelf alto- 
yether. I went to have a final look 
at her the other evening—she was as 
good fun as ever. 

















THR EMPIRE.—DEPARTING Dolly. 
A DOLLY-ROUS THOUGHT. 


THE ADELPHI.—I'd got it into 
my head somehow that somebody 
had been accusing Messrs, Sims and 
juchanan of deliberately attempt- 
ing to do something entirely novel 
by way of plot for the new Adelphi 
drama, I took the liberty of disbe- 
lieving the report. Mr. Buchanan 
might be thats of deceiving him- 
self in that way, but I knew Mr. 
Sims couldn't. There is no new plot 
for a melodrama any more than pug ApeLeni.—Tus CHILD IX 
there is any new way of getting ARMS. 
born, or of breathing after you've 
made that mistake, Your hero and heroine have got to be parted, and 
your villain has got to want to marry the latter, 
and to try hard for it. You have to have your 
comic relief, too, and all your chance of distine- 
tion lies in your ability to attach this latter 
element to the plot naturally, and make your 
miseries plausible and dramatic, to throw in as 
many side lights (and lime-lights) as possible, 
and garnish the whole with as literary a flavour 
consistent with directness and clearness as you 
are capable of. You sec, it is a really very simple 
matter, 








I CONSIDER that the authors of The Trumpet 
Call have got over all their difficulties with 
unusual success, I can't quite make out why the 
lady in the cerements should harbour such very 
vengeful feelings against the hero, but I suppose 
“it is her nature to,” and I don’t much care if it 
isn't. The construction of the piece is very good 
Tas Abbtew.«Pen indeed, and the incidental characterization fresh 

SHOWMAN —mate &Nd real. The scenery—as goes without saying 

foul autre ahovws, here—is good, too, and interesting. 
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Mr. LEONARD Boywr’s atrong sincerity of atvle very moc! 
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house on the same evening as I did myself), and Miss Robins made a 
very good thing of the widow (after the traditional manner of her 
sex). Mr. Lionel Rignold revels in the characteristic humours of the 
showman. I’m aware that there isa showman in The Lights o’ London, 
and in The Green Bushes (and in some Miracle Play, too, I daresay), 
but I assure you this one is just as funny as if there wasn't ! 


Mrs, Patrick CAMPBELL is a good enough female villain—somce- 
what lacking in 
pungency, _—per- 
haps, and with a 
deep seated, 
gurgling, sarcas- 
tic laugh which 
has been called 
* blood curdling.” 
I suppose it must 
be that, because 
_ that is exactly 
what they used to 
call it when the 
late party with 
the ringlets and 
black eyebrows 
used it in the 
days gone by. 
Otherwise there 



























THE ADELPHI.—BERTHA—NOT A 
DEATH-ER. 


is a noticeable absence of stagi- 
ness about Mrs. Campbell, and, 
anyway, I give her the laugh 
in with pleasure—I daresay 
she finds it very useful. Mr. 
Beveridge (has anybody ever 
made a pun on his name in 
the sense of something to Firsr BIGAMOUSLY MARRIED, 1HEN 
drink?), as a good hearted WIDOWED, THEN A BRIDE, AND 
Irish Sergeant-Major, is in his  YINALLY NONE OF THESE THINGS. 
element, and the gods delight 

in him. Mr. J. Hast’s study of a soldier with dark circles round his 
eyes is earnest and strong, and as for Miss Clara Jecks, she sparkles 
all the time with most deliciously artistic merriment. Mr. R. H. 
Douglass plays a humorous part with ease and point, but without 
throwing any very individual light on the thing, maybe. Mr. C. 
Dalton’s villain is all right, and small parts are excellently served up 
by Messrs, H. Russell, J. and W. Northcote, Cooper, Leigh, Saxon, 
Willie Drew, Royston Keith, Mrs. H. Leigh, and Misses Vizitelly, 
I{effer and Bronse, So there you are! 





Nops AND WINKS.—One of the most successful Bank Holiday 
manceuvres was the transference of The Late Lamented to the Strand. 
There seems to be even more rollick about it; mainly owing to the 
broader style of acting of Mr. Edouin as com- 
pared with Mr. Cecil’s. Mr, Horner is happy 
in his interpreters; he now has Miss Fanny 
Brough in place of Mrs. John Wood ; they are 
both thundering clever, and neither second to 
the other that I can see.—Mr. Geo, Edwardes 
also signalized the holiday with a“ move ’—a 
capital move, too—of his novel Terry's pro- 
gramme to the Shaftesbury. <A Pantomime 
Rehearsal is as funny a light entertainment 
as is to be found from Beersheba to Dan—that 
is to say from the Angel to the Elephant—and 
the other two pieces are ideal things in their 
way, especially since they have been pruned 
and trimmed.—I learn from Dancing (a 
sey organ, of course—probably the 
0 at lar ance: at Mr. D’ ‘ 10N 
being Aere-docembet with a eprained ankle, TE%,APELTaE=A, Cor 

a Sprainead ankie, STANT PATRONBSS. 
Mr. R. M. Crompton arranged and taught all 
the dances in The Nauteh Girl for Mr. Carte’s No. 1 provincial com- 
pany in four days: no mean feat, even for a gentleman accustomed to 
feet.—They have a full-dress cavalry race and some rifle and revolver 
tareet practice at fu rallor - Germanéa now. ala » Bohe! 
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HER BLOOMING CHEEK! 
A Society Nobel, 


JEWELLED IN EVERY HOLE, AND WITH ALL THE LATEST IMPROVEMENTS. 
By THE Hon, GEORGINA DRIVELLER. 


Author of “ Cometh up Smiling,” “ Ought we te Drink With Him?™ “A Tap Room 
Repentance,” “ Not Bad, but Worse,” “ Bound in Cal/,” “ Published 
at Last,” “ Green as a Leek was He,” ele., abe, 


CHAPTER XX, 
AT THB FLIPFLAPPBERIES, 


THE Stud and Bangle was decidedly en féte. The card, smoking, 
supper, concert and ball rooms glittered amid a luminous flood of 
shimmering electricity, while 
the constant arrivals, the 
babble of conversation, the 
silvery peals of rippling 
laughter, the gleam of snowy 
arms and shoulders, and the 
broad chested spotlessness of 
masculine linen, formed an 
ensemble sufficiently brilliant 
to worthily uphold the club’s 
hitherto unknockoutable re- 
putation. 

In the smoke room Sir 
Nyghtmare Jumps recounted 
his afternoon’s adventures at 
Kempton Park to an appreci- 
ative group of listeners. 

“May I be eternally flum- 
moxed,” he exclaimed, em- 
phatically, “if the blankity 
Jockey Club can see an inch 
beyond its adjectived nose! 
I’ve been mug enough to run 
my little lot fairly straight 
up to the present, but after to- 
day, if I don’t knock holes into 
the book, I'll suffer myself to be 
nominated as a labour repre- 
eentative at the next general 
election. Flashkins was riding 
a two-year-old of Bounder’s, 
There never was such a moral 
since creation’s flag first fell 
and thisrollicking old globe got 
fairly into its stride. Bounder 
let me stand halves in the com., and after we'd skinned the market at 
evens, we laid five, six, and seven to four on, and precious thankful to 
do it, you can bet your blooming daisies! You couldn’t name the odds 
it ought to have been! The filly had been tried to be ten pounds 
better than Greased Lightning at level weights! Well, Flashkins 
gets well off, and two furlongs from home held a thirty lengths’ lead, 
and had galloped his blankity field to a standstill, Just as I dropped 
my glasses, what does the perishing son of a whipcord do but pull up 
short and let the field get on terms with him! and before he could 
set his mount going again, some perishing outsider had nicked him on 
the post by a good neck! Speechless! I couldn’t have rapped out 
an oath if one of the boys had tried to buzz me for my clock! If the 
lads could only have got at him in time, he’d have been cold pie by 
now! But strike me up ared currant tree, how do you think he 
comes it to the stewards? Says, ‘Seeing everything pulling up, he 
thought it must bea false start, and therefore steadied the filly so 
that she shouldn’t be too blown to get the course again’! And they 
stand his guiver, and let him off with a caution! And two of ’em 
members of the Jockey Club! Jockey Club! Why, if the Angel 
Gabriel came down with his adjectived trumpet, and ran-tanned the 
truth into their ears from now till doomsday, they’d warn him off 
Newmarket Heath for blowing without a licence! And the cream of 
the whole thing is, mind you, that it’s Birdcage Walk to a mackerel, 
that Bounder was fielding against his own gee-gee, and my blankity 
oof went for the good old cutting up stakes! The blighter! And five 
years ago he was touting for Leatherlungs at something under a 
James a week!” 

_ “The old tale,” said Wholloper, with an air of disgust and a signi- 
ficant wink to those around, “Anyone rather than a pal! The 
amount outsiders cut up in a season would keep a dozen of your best 
friends in clover for the same period, let alone the moral! satisfaction 
you would derive from knowing that it hadn’t gone out of the school, 
I could have done with a couple of hundred myself to-day, but of 


99 











urse—— 


‘Blister me if I can tumble the difference between being shai 





getically. “The result in either case is equally disastrous to the 
blankity sky !”, 

“Hang it,man! Is there no sentiment in your unholy carcass?" 
cried the other, warmly; “but there! — what a question to ask! 
You've been marking at spoof ever since you smoked your first cigar, 
and though they've left you a bit to be going on with, you'll come 
back to your horses long before the end of the chapter.” 

Sir Nyghtmare's reply was a sound closely resembling a cat-call. It 
might have expressed either contempt, defiance, or acquiescence. 

* * * + * * 

“Tt seems a jolly sort of place,” said Bureka, in answer to the 
Hon. Pott’s inquiry as to what she thought of the club, “Lively and 
unconventional, and all that sort of thing. What Awlexis would say 
if he knew of my visit might, by-the-by, be equally lively and une 
conventional, This is the concert room, I suppose?” 

“Yes; it will be a little noisier in another hour or so, But why 
keep me in this state of eternal suspense, Eureka? You know how 
devotedly, how madly I worship even your finger tips!—and you say 
you knocked him down this morning! Surely you will endure such 
brutality no longer, when a manly arm and throbbing heart await 
but the signal to bear you far from this paltry, narrow minded, feeblo 
spirited world, to climes more congenial and more in unison with the 
natural dictates of our kindred souls?” 

“Homburg or Monte Carlo, for instance? Don’t talk nonsense, 
Pott? I wonder how many times and in how many ears you have 
repeated the latter portion of your eloquent rubbish?) Frankly, | 
have carefully considered the matter, and am half inclined to say 
yes. There—that will do! I am utterly and heartily sick of Awlexis, 
and lately he has become impossible. Besides, a divercée always 
attracts such attention, and—— Sir Nyghtmare, you positively 
startled me !”’ 

* Then I deserve to be warned off your presence for the rest of my 
natural,” cried the baronet, who had suddenly appeared in the door- 
way. “Still, as your husband has just cannoned me in the cardroom, 
and announced his intention of helping to paint the locality vermilion 
before daybreak, I thought you might feel disposed to see the fun, 
Elephants, I give you my word! He'll be bang over the rails before he 
gets another hundred yards!” 

(To be concluded neat week.) 
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SMART HIT. 
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Miss Jane (to new member) —* OW, THEN YOU ARE A COMPLETE NOVICE, MR. WAGLING.” 
Mr. W.—* ER—WHAT MAKES YOU SAY THAT, Miss JANE?—YOU’'VE NOT SEEN ME PLAY YET.” 
Miss J.-—* NO; BUT WHEN YOU TROTTED OUT THAT LITTLE JOKE ABOUT ‘GIRLS GOING OUT TO SERVICE,’ I SAW AT ONCE THAT YOU 


WERE NEW TO THE GAME,” 


STATESMEN (AND OTHERS) ON THE STUMP. 


THESE lines will scarcely have been read by the time that Lewisham 
vives its verdict. Both candidates are naturally anxious to learn the 
result; one is burning to know, the other warming to know—both 
would give the electors a Penn(y) for their thoughts. 

Profiting by the example of the rulers of nations the democracies 
are putt ng their heads tovether. Perhaps it is just as well, The 
crowned heads have for too lony had the que stion of peace or war left 











to thei: Own dlets rms at nN, It is about t Ine that those who dor t 
make the quarrels but have to fight them and pay for them s 
Come Cle rte ether. Per} LDDs, too, the time } , ‘ far lista t wher 
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after the kings have said, “It shall be war,” the peoples whom they 
govern, or, rather, rule, shall rise up and say to their kings and to each 
other, “ Not so! It is our will it shall be peace.” 

The misdeeds of Mr. Thomas McGreevy point the moral that Cana- 
dian affairs are in a McGreevyous condition, 


This comes hop-ping! 
I.o! this year the Hop Crop is said to be fine, 
Glad news for the Brewing Community ; 
lor the “ bines” best behoof let beer lovers com-bine 
And sing songs ecstatic 
To airs (h)op-eratic, 
Hooraying at each hop-ortunity ! 


Jones on the Weather. 

JONEs has a way of always looking up at the sky. This is not of 
use to anybody, that I know of, excepting pickpockets, who can more 
easily relieve him of his purse. He looks up and says, “There i# a 
haze about the moon, It will rain, safe enough, to-morrow.” Well, 
it turns out so hot and dry to-morrow, that the very fox terrier’s nose 
is so baked that it might be taken for a chunk off the Sahara. Then 
he looks at the clouds and says, “ Those are mackerel clouds, and they 
mean wind.” The consequence of this is that there’s not enough 
breeze to move a fly’s eyelash. The best part of Jones is the way he 
brings down his weather wisdom on his offspring. When he walks 
with them in the fields, he says to them, “ My dears, the bumble bees 
are humming very loud. In the country, in my time, that was 
thought to be a sign of fine weather.’ Half an hour afterwards, 
there's enough lightning to upset all the telephones in the district. I 
have never yet kicked Jones, but I should like to have the right left 
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A Wrinkle for LADY DAT GARDEN 
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fOn the top floor of one of the 
highest buildings in Upper New 
York dwells an old man who has 
accumulated a fortune by com- 
posing in rhyme those mottoes 
which one finds in the cheap can- 
dies of the day.—Press. ] 
I DEEMED—what time with 
ardour prime 
I wooed the Comic Muse, 
O!l— 
That all the earth my songs 
of mirth 
Would eagerly peruse, 0! 
But, when my book ap- 
peared, odzook ! 
A stern rebuff I got, O! 
Both foe and friend declared 
‘twas penned 
ty Didymus de Rotto ! 
[ tried my skill, with trench- 
ant quill, 
On something more sub- 
lime, O!— 
To monthliessent Swinburn- 
ian, blent 
With Tennysonian, 
rhyme, 0! 
But fromthe came no wealth 
of fame, 
Cr wealth of wealth | 
got, O! 
My screeds were all into a 
tall 
Waste paper basket 
shot, OF 
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[ turned my hand to epies 
erand, 
And flat those epics fell, O! 
To Booth no hymns, no lays 
to Sims 
Or Gilbert could T sell, O! 
To Chevalier, without a fear, 
I offered quite a lot O! 
Of costers’ songs. He took 
the tongs Ze be 
In hand. I took my trot, 0! HE a 7) 
: Pre Mh YA 
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And so at last, grown glum 
and chast, 
I swore I'd sack the 
Nine, O! 
And at the plough, with 
sweating brow 
Obtain the needed rhino. 
But while one night, in 
piteous plight, 
I mourned my wretched 
at. O! 
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I chanced to write. in lan- 
ruace trite, fmotto! 


\ pithless, point less 
Very 





} - . - WAS a NOV el idea of ath ly | rivol's to have her paraden party ‘ l lea lat 
I showed a friend the stufi in fancy dress. Nothing had beea heard but about frocks and hats telling for the time, ; ning 
Pd penned. ! for at least three weeks. 2.— Foremost among their friends was M. dress, old chappie, dom tclcrsnow, I always pet chitel so in 
Led Charley Larking persua led tocomeas costume,’ 11.—But cthers had their own reasous,  le's not only 


Al phi hse Lefrog, whom wich 
his face and figure were so magnificiently 


Mephistopheles, “ because |! in costume that Captain H. yet chaffed. ] Mr. Phonoy bad 


pent weeks in getting up jo es by 


He seized my hand with 


: Vv ( ' , 7 . A ; 
rr) ”. ; ) ae suitable.” 3.—En route from door to carriage, “Almost as bal as ordered a clown’s die, and 
Phere Ss hope for you il Covent Garden, ain't it, Billy 7” 1—The Hon. Prizetite dresses heart. Unfortunately, he beird thet his bark lid broke teu 
vou can do up as Dill Sikes, and calls a cab. §.—DBut this istoo much for minutes before starting. Mirthful counte: ar ce cf Mri. in conse 
Ras } ‘ ; the police 6.—Gallant capture of the hon. gent after a desperate quence 13.— But, worst of all, od Mr. Iea«tyer, v ho in dremifully 
“uch work as this, dear ' > cides eal ’ a ‘eae > leaves and fai alinre 1: 
| ' resistance, 7.—Lady BD—— appears as a flirty flower girl, this vulgar, come as Bacchus, in vine leaves and red piers are 
; 10V, ()! being the costume which evergone says Will show off her charms to This b oxe the party up rather lorredly, mus htock! Mr. Lodger’ 
Your Verses send to men the greatest perfection. & — Dick Lougun ZOoCck as a Lam] -puost. SuUrprice and tredigruation. 


who vend 
Cheap candy; and I wot, 0? ; 

Phat you'll amass no end of brass. Snips and Snaps. 

Althou h of fame no lot. ere WHAT is the mest 
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ever chosen by a people, that of the ancient 
ee earn ‘ ‘one a ' 
Applopriate song to Romans wos the most con-3,-P,-Q.-R.-s ! 








che la mere tea, STRINGER (who is :lways full of i eas) 
sugyested tLe immediate application of a 








And more sublime than anv rhyme 
lhe motto-rhyme I hold, O! LITTLE PROBAR came into the cul) smoke lemon-ice to his head; but a consensus of 
7 ( ik ( f ‘Mae at j, ix that for / hii i] room the Ovnel Tilt it cist net y ul tj the ( uty Oplbion Wa lA ‘ 1 a tele rraphic 
/ t price is quot. OF nfluence of cerebral excitement He had ymmons for Dr. Forbes ‘ v, the onl 
‘ . ' #" ‘ ' ‘ , to . j | 








&8 EFUN. AvGusT 26, 1891, 


OUR CHILDREN—THEIR EARS, THEIR MANNERS, BRICKBATS, BALDNESS OF THE TOPIC, AND OTHER ITEMS. 
(For further information see The Silly Season Gazette, and Dog and Dwary Chronicle.) 











a 
A sather writes :—‘' Sir! d ye ‘ear? wy hain’t my son agen’leman? D’ye ‘'Wy, wen he was nothink but a babby I started on ’is eddicatior. 
‘car’ I’m sure I've worn out boots ernuf a-kickin’ of it into ’im! ‘ Lookee ‘ere, d'ye ear?’ says T, ‘you grow hup a blosmin’ gen’leman, or 


I'll let yer know! Dye'ear?’ 





ae 
pe 
(2 
= 
‘Then his pore mother, I'm sure she devoted orl the time as the madjestrites ‘ud allow ’er to pullin’ of is ears to make em lay down 
but blowed if they will! 
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‘Dye ‘ear?’ ses I, ‘’ere's this 


‘* And I tull yer—d'ye ‘ear ?—I tull yer as it's a-gittin’ parst orl, so it is. Got so bad, I ‘ad to arst a pleeceman abart it. 
‘Well,’ ses the pleecemun, ‘if I wos you I'd git put by 


incolleridjible son oO’ mine bin an’ blacked ‘is pore dad's heye with ‘arf a brick. Wot ’ud you do?’ 
for six weeks an’ cit away from ‘im,’ ses he. Wot is our sons a-comin’ to?” 
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“CHILDREN’S MANNERS.”—A DISTRESSING SIGHT. 
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SPEED THE PARTING GUEST. 

Angelina,—* Edwin, dear, mamma’s going.” (Sotto voce.) “ Do say 
something to her—pleasantly, you know.” 

Edwin,—* My darling, you know I always say ‘good-bye’ to your 
mother most pleasantly.” [And Mamma overheard tt. 
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Ditties in Doses up to Date. 
(AND TIPS FOR TOPICAL SONGS.) 


[Lord Stalbridge said at a recent meeting of Railway Shareholders, “Thank heaven 
we have a House of Lords !")} 


SoLo—* Something to be thankful for.” 


“THANK goodness! we've a House of Lords! ” 
Say I, the great Lord Stalbridge, 

A bridge to Wisdom it affords, 
And not at all a small bridge! 

What would the House of Commons do? 

How world it get its business through ? 

‘T would ve pierced through with worry'’s swords 

Without, without our House of Lords! 


REFRAIN, 

Then, be ye thankful, night and day, 
That you've a House of Peers, I say. 
What bliss to Britain it affords 
To know it has a House of Lords ! 

A great and glorious, 

K’er victorious, 

Ne'er censorious 

House of Lords! 


Not only in the railway game 
Our House is wise and clever ; 
But in all matters "tis the same, 
We peers are precious ever, 
For every measure sent to us 
We cut and carve with a deal of fugs |! 
And joy to reformers it affords 
To have its hereditary House of Lords! 
REFRAIN, 
Thank goodness, then, ye Englishmen, 
Give thanks with heart and tongue and pen. 














With common sense it well aceords 
So, therefore, love your House of Lords ! 
Your wise and wonderful 
Never blunderful, 
Grandly thunderful 
House of Lords! 


ToPICAL DuET—‘* A Carol of Calmness.” 

A. In this world there's worry enough and to spare— 
B.  Still—take our advice—keep calm ! ; 

Though it’s sometimes enough to remove all your hair— 
A. Still, nevertheless —keep calm ! 

On various topics we’ve come here to sing— 
B. And much useful knowledge to you we will bring ; 
A. But, sometimes we may make you wish to take wing— 
Both. Still, don’t lose your head !—keep calm ! 


CHORUS, : 

Keep calm, keep calm! "Tis worry’s best bal m : 
For often there's really no cause for “ alarm, 2 
Don’t fidget and fuss, | : 

But imitate ws, s 


Whatever turns up, keep calm! 


A, Though the bold German Emperor (so says L’ Eclair) 

Seemed to go a bit “dotty,” keep calm— 
B. Fun and Co. do not credit a word of it—there! 

So, take pattern from FUN—keep calm ! 
A. Though at Lewisham election men polling will be 

by the time that Friend FuN’'s present numler you see— 

P}. And though Tory vote registrars have “ faked’ a wee, 
Both, Still, don’t be voleanic—keep calm ! 


A, Though in Gaelic they now print the G.O.M.'s views, 
B, Don’t you try to read it—keep calm ! 

And though a “ nig” parson’s now filling our pews — 

Yea! e’en at St. Paul’s A. Keep calm! 

Though Surrey at last, after all its grand list 

Has broken its luck, which so long did exist— 
B. No pluck from that “champion” county is missed — 
Both, So, if some say “ How's that ?”—keep calm. 

[ Lweunt to order a couple cf * calmers,” with scda. 
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Our rector is like the Queen's tax collector: the rector is an in- 
cumbent, the other is on Income bent. That’s all, 
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EASILY ACCOUNTED FOR. 

“The sheets was damp, sir, was they? Well, to tell you the truth, 

I ain't a bit surprised. All the lodgers is makin’ the same complaint 
this mornin’. You see, the gal as I’ve got at present has just Leen 
jilted by her sweetheart, pore thing! an’ she was sobbin’ and cryin’ to 
such an extent all the time she was makin’ the beds—in fact, all day 
yesterday—that I don’t believe there was such a thing as a dry rag in 
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TURF CUTTINGS. 
To THE EDITOR OF “FuN.” 


Sir, — When this time of year 
comes round of course, you know, 
I’m always found ehez moi in 
Scotland, with the house chock full 
of parties shooting grouse. (I do 
not mean the shooting ones remain 
indoors and fire their guns—of 
course I don’t—but, all serene, you 
know exactly what I mean.) Well, 
here I am, at anyrate—the river's 
swollen with a spate, it’s dripping 
wet by moor and wood ; but, never 
mind, the whisky’s good. Still when 
the weather’s dull and wet, the 
human man is. apt to fret and 
meditate unheard of crime; and 
so, for peace—to pass the time— 
I'm dropping you this line, old 
chap, about 


THE EBOR HANDICAP, 


WHEN hillside and valley are 
squashy and sodden 
With rain that falls ever and 
seems not to tire, 
And roads into mud, a oot deep, 
have been trodden, 


‘Tis then one instinctively thinks 


of Knavesmire— 
Knavesmire, where the colts and 
the fillies are running, 
And veterans showing their style 
and their blood ; 
Where sharp as the wind on the 
moor is the cunning, 
The knavery fully as deep as the 
mud, 


And memory turns to the list of 
the horses, 
And notes that L’Abbesse and 
The Lady are scratched, 
And sighs (though the action it 
fully endorses) 
That owners thus prove they are 
not to be matched. 
Still, others remain to insure a 
good contest— 
To Vasistas, even, the prize is no 
gift— 

And though Silver Spur thou 
. may'st back if thou wantest, 
- i is decidedly not for the 

wift. 


Let Madame Neruda be never so 
skilful 
At playing, first fiddle will hardly 
_ be hers 
(Unless Madame Fortune is dread- 
fully wilful 
And Mr. Trophonius grievously 
_  @fTs); 
'o sum up the matter: it seems 
pretty clearly 
That those who desire to be pain- 
fully rich 
And revel in Luxury’s favours, 
have merely 
To back Silver Spur or the noble 
Houndsditch, 


Which any reasonable man will 
own 1s quite a simple plan, and one 
that’s equally, I’m sure, within the 
reach of rich and poor ; so all that 

have now to say is, “make your 
game, boys, while you may.” 

Although I’ve said we have some 
rain, it’s almost needless to ex- 
plain, the chaps who've come to 
mag my grouse are only “ stopping 


ust in that restricted 





HARD (TRAM) LINES. 


Sr \ 
eh 





i 

{ \ 

Jones (who affers his seat in the last car to young lady who gets i 
when the conductor is on the top—* Oh, never mind, I'll stand! 





Pr 


4 . 
Conductor.—* Ah, shure now you warn’t, Oi’ve been summoned 


twice already, and you'll have to get out of it, or——” 











ay 
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— 
Chucked ! ! 














A Charge of A-‘‘Salts.” 


On Salt Cellars friend Spurgeon essays penned, c 
And these essays were, as you may guess, all “tellers” ; 
But the Crown Perfumery Co. have proved life’s friend— 





For they. refreshing influence to lend, 
. : : 9 7 


; Saits ——eliere 


Are popular as “ Lavender } 


sense which shows that there they 
feed and take repose; for, wet or 
dry, you may be sure that daylight 
sees them on the moor, and, glar- 
ing sun or pouring rain, they don’t 
come -back till dark again, They 
don’t lose heart at all—in short, 
they seem to rather like the sport. 
I send three brace, which cook will 
truss, I’m always yours, 
TROPHONIUS. 








“Fun” Pleads for the 
Blind. 


THERE exists in South London 
a worthy association for assisting 
the blind, and the ladies and gentle- 
men controlling that society are just 
now very busy in organizing the 
annual excursion of several 
hundreds of the poor and blind 
men and women who form their 
flock, FUN takes off his cap to 
them, and sets his bells a-ringing, 
that those burdened with super- 
fluous cash may know where a por- 
tion of it can be well applied in 
promoting the happiness of those 
afflicted ones whose lot it is to 
bear the double burden of poverty 
and blindness; so, if you have 
bought at the fall and sold at the 
rise—backed a winner—come into 
a thumping legacy—made a fortune 
in business—married an heiress who 
has settled her fortune upon - 
used Pears’ soap — received the 
Queen’s Bounty, or been favoured 
by fortune in any other manner, 
and desire to impart to others (and 
deserving others), some measure of 
the happiness that has fallen to 
your lot, Fun knows no surer and 
simpler method of so doing than by 
forwarding a contribution towards 
the fund to provide a day in the 
country for these poor blind fellow 
creatures whose days of darkness 
and privation are so many, whose 
hours of gladness so few and far 
between, These contributions will 
be gratefully received by the Hon. 
Sec., J. T, Edmonds, re Carlton 
Villa, Brixton Road, 8.W., or R. D. 
Millett, Eeq., London and West- 
minster Bank (Lambeth Branch), 
Westminster Bridge Road. 


Geographical. 

Our transatlantic cousins ought 
to be jolly dogs, since they inhabit 
a merry cur. 

If a man in Ceylon hits another 
he has no necessity to purchase a 
wafer—he has already had some 
Ceylon wax. 

{airdressers ought to live in 
Barbary or the oils of Greece. 

Sailors originally came from 
Tar-tar-y. 

When asked which of the sexes 
she liked best, the lady who replied 
by saying, “I love man,” was geo- 
graphically correct. 

It is somewhat strange that the 
only three-cornered island we pos- 
sess should be a sea—Angle-sea. 

A hungry man should dwell at 
Sandwich, but he who is starving 
should avoid Hungary. 

Joiners might colonize Carpen- 
taria, while locksmiths should 


seek Tur-key. 
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Impatient Hansom to obstrustire Growler —“ Now, THEN, ‘BRAUTY AND FASHION’! TH/3 AIN’T THB WAY TO BUCKIN’HAM PALACE!” 








THE CONTINENTAL TRIPPING. 


I DECLARE if I haven’t been fool enough to let that Jones persuade 
me to come here, As if I cared anything at all about the continent. 








Jones says travel enlarges the mind. AllI know is that it has very 
much enlarged my nose with gnat bites, and made my purse very much 
smaller, That's all the good that’s been done to me by going to the 


“ A good month at a good Bad always pulls you together. You must Bad, However, it’s just as good as going to the seaside! Ozone 


take a good pull at the water, 
though.” I never heard such hideous 
rot, They say, too, the pine woods 
here are good for one’s tenn. I'd 
just as soon sit under the pines at 
Hampstead Heath and watch the 
boys donkey driving, That's quite 
ns much of the picturesque as ever 
I want, I can tell you. 

We have to get up at six in the 
morning and walk down to the 
lluvon, or whatever they call it, 
to take the waters, Do I like the 
waters? No,Idon't, I would just 
as soon drink a cup of cold tea that 
had had a red hot cinder dropped 
into it. No, I don't like the water. 
Anybody who says he does must be 
cither a liar or a lunatic. 

And the society? No, I don't 
care a rap about that either, Who 
wants to sit all the morning on a 
beastly bench, staring at the garden 
beds of asters, and listening to a 
bad band playing bad waltzes? I 
don't for one. Then there are the 
German officers standing about with 
their swords stuck through their 
coat-tails. I don’t care much about 
them I cantell you. As Thackeray 
said, “ epaulettes and twopence a 
day.” should think that that 
was trueenough. Then the people 
strolling about. What =% care 
whether they are celebrities or re- 
tired convicts, It doesn't in the 
least matter to me, J don't want to 
make the begyars’ acquaintance, 


























STRANGE, BUT TRUE. 
Innocent young wife—* It is very strange, George, but when- 
ever you bring that dog out with you, he always runs into the 
‘Green Man’; one would think he knew the house.” 





indeed! Smell of mutton fat and 
harbour refuse, That’s the usual 
seaside sort of luxury. My idea is, 
why can’t people stop at home and 
get ill and have their usual com- 
forts about them? Going away 18 
all nonsense. Unless you're a con- 
vict and have been taken off at the 
Queen’s pleasure. Bah! 
DIOGENSS TUBBS. 


[ ———- —- | 


A Domestic Drama, 
VIRGINIA. 


“ Papa, dear, I’m pained to recede, 
But I can’t, as you wish, marry 
Freddy, 
Our new curate, you know—Edward 
Screed— 
So promising, handsome and 
steady——” 
PAPA, 


“On one point, at least, we're 
agreed, 
My clear sighted daughter—your 
Teddy 
Is a promising young man, indeed, 
For he’s promised to six girls 
already.” 











In the report of the opening of 
the Hygienic Congress, the Prince 
of Wales’ address occupies half 
column or so in the newspapers. We 
could have given it in one line— 
“ Marlboro’ House, London, 8.W.” 


—_— 
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‘To Mr. Fun—({1.) Srk,—I am a self made man, and also a 
member of the aristocracy, having made my ‘pile’ and been 
elevated to the peerage for the successful manufacture of fish 
manure ; and I confess I believe there is a difference in the 
appearance of ancient and modern aristocrats. Last year I 
hired Blooblud Manor, furnished, and took my lady and family 
down for the autumn. 2.) Directly I entered the picture 
gallery, I was struck by the difference in the appearance of 
the children in the family portraits and my own, especially 
about the ears. I pointed it out to my lady, but she said she 
couldn't see it. (3.) My daughter also observed that a ghost, 
which had the impudence to intrude upon her when she was 
dressing in her boodwar, bad quite a different carriage and 
bearing from her own. (4.) And, certainly, the gentleman 
who stepped out of the picture over the mantelpiece in the 
smoking room, ‘to take tobacco’ with us, as he said, had a 
more tootong somble sort of air about him, as they say in 
France, than either my son or myeelf. 5.) Even the butler, 
whom I had also hired, had the same idea, for he told me, 
when I discharged him on suspicion of —a ap ted a 
cigar (which it afterwards turned out that little Al had 
smoked), that we were no more like the former family than 
mild ale swipes is like champagne, I think these facts speak 


for themselves. Yours, dies oy " 








That Tommy Again. 


Tommy.—* Do you go to bed very early, Mrs. Graymare ?” 

Mrs. G.—* Yes, Tommy, sometimes—when I feel tired.” 

Tommy.—“ You wouldn’t go so early if you were married to my pa, 
would you?” 

Mrs. G.—“ Oh, Tommy, you are a funny boy! Why not?” 

Tommy.—“'Cos my pa told my ma if he was your husband he'd 
[ Then the bell was rung for nurse. 





make you aif up.” 
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The Advanced Girl's Latest Advance, 


{An agitation is now making itself felt in the schootroom {n favour of the assum- 


tion of t 
Daily Graphie. 


title of * Mrs.” by all young ladies concurrently with their long dresses, }— 


THAT sweet “ Advanced girl!” her last notion of blias is, 
When she's put in long frocks, to be straightway call’d “ Mrs,” 
She wants not a husband—“ an incident” that is : 


Sucha 


rn. or pas for Contrijparierns 


girl isn’t worth one—that Fun’s notion flat is. 


In veo case @El thee b¢ rote rom~d renrires 


on. 
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_— Suburban Sam 16 uithsing his 
R ortght in Taking fot of the cals "in bus ; garden— 



































— Our 0. P2 who wants a change, 
/ for he hasn't rms2ed.a nght in 


the House , has found capital 
diggings for his holiday 
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P holiday Cy an Underground Kailway 
Blowhole"! There’s nothing like if! 
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Children’s Manners. 
(SEE CARTOON.) 

Ovr children’s manners now are shocking, 
So some journals state ; 

Yea, youngsters now (their parents mocking) 
All D-T-eriorate. 

Alas! this craze of “ uncorrected" 
Impudence and noise, 

Has (FUN grieves to note) infected 
Parliamentary boys! 


As a proof of bad boy manners, 
Look at Charles and John ; 

Fuming like young Doctor Tanners 
In their carrying on ! 








Boy “ Parny” and young Johnny Morley, 
Swelling (like their ears), 

While Ma Britannia, looking “ porly,” 
Gazes on in tears | 


One young scamp has been most naughty 
(Which one, you may guess) ; 
But t’other need not be so haughty, 
He should rage repress. [ ster, 
While “taking sights” is that worse young- 
John, to fan the feud, 
Is a “ putting-out-the-tongue-ster,”— 
Aren't these brats both rude? 





THE LATEST PopuULAR DitTy.—Here-dity, 








THE Palmer of the old days was a man 
held in high esteem. The Palmer of the pre- 
sent day is one given to putting down abuses 
—in the matter of stamp forgeries. At his 
abode at 281 Strand, he stands ready with 
eagle eye to detect the unlawful representa- 
tion of Her Majesty. Personally praised on 
more than one occasion by the Government 
in this stamp matter, he may be said to be of 
the “true Government stamp.” 





ADMISSION to the refreshment marquee 
at our féte and gala was one penny. I was 
like that myself when I came out—* peni- 
tent.” 

















BIRD'S 
CUSTARD 





POWDER 


- Daintios in endless 
es and the Richest 


Supplies a Daily L 
Variety. The Choicest 
Custard. HO EGGS REQUIRED. 














Reckitts 


« Blue. 


WARNING. 


Refuse all Substitutes. 


cena — —— - —— a 








CADBURY’S 
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“FUN’S” TIP-TOPICAL TOUCHES. 
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Bitis Pussy Aisguals fred- | WEALTH 3 es thay 
ud protests from elderly merden (adies. The bodt-lacesseller fre nd. cm Robbing a blind m 
(1) Alas! this grievous civil war and storm, (5) To shoot these hand-reared partridges is tame, 
Although ’tis Chili, is by far too warm. The birds are all part-rigid and not “ game. 
(2) These sweet and Serpentine-y ducks’ calm joys (6) A Parisian sage disqualifies poor Puss, 
Are much upset by certain cruel boys. He'd bring their ways to (k)nout quite d la Lusse. 
(3) The Italian vintage thrives, and some declare, (7) A bootlace seller used remarks so vile, 
‘Tis a chance for “‘ putting vine leaves in your hair.” They stopped that fiend’s bootlace-iness awhile. 
(8) To steal a blind man’s change this rascal tried, 


(4) The niggers grow so in the Southern States, : aati hig 
That Uncle Sam in (n)iggerance palpitates. 3ut soon he got a different change—"‘ inside. 
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THE SBavoy.—The new Chinna 


[ofa —you can't say“ there isn't 
Mi ich chinna,”’ and you're sure to 
learn to louf-a (love her, you 
KnHOW ). 


I find a new Punka in it, Mr 
after the manner 
of punkahs, be it 


said), He is a 





‘ clever and mirth 
moving comedian, 
and sings—e1 
quite a% Well as 


Mr. Barrington.* 
Another altera- 
tion in the cast 1s 
the substitution of 
Miss Kate James 
for Miss Jessie 
Bond, (For Bar- 
rington and Bond, 
though they didn't 
quite absecond, 
their leave awhile 
have took, and 
yone on their own 


hook,) Miss 


James is excel- 
lently suited to 
the part, and 
plays it with a 
twinkling merri- prt 
ment and appre- 





THE GRAND, —La Cigale on her 


P-erratic tour, 





SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


HERE is a well authenticated legend 
that the actor (in the general sense, 
which includes “the actress”) when 
out of an engagement, or taking “a 
well earned rest,” as he is apt to term 
his most ordinary holiday, finds his 
principal enjoyment in visiting the 
theatre. I am not aware that any 
similar desire has been found to exist 
among the mixed fraternity loosely 
styled “dramatic critics,” but I know 
that at a moment like the present, 
when there is no novelty to exercise my 
incisive acuteness upon (and when the 
theatre-goer finds himself at a loss what 
to do with his evenings) I always find 
myself turning to the old things which 
have survived, forming new or addi- 
tional opinions thereupon,and enjoying 
the process. I haven’t altered any of 
my views about 7/ie Nautch Girl, but 
J.J. Dallas, long may he wave (which is 
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AANE.—A Sailor's Avnot—the tie of friendship, 


ciation which is all her own, But what 
interested me more than anything else 
in the performance was the sudden 
revelation to my dull “intellect” that 
Miss James’s style and ways are, and 
always have been, as like Miss Bond’s 
Smart manager to 
see that Miss James was “the very 
person for his purpose !”’ . 


as—as anything ! 





THE GRAND.—JZa Cigale is still 
hopping about as lively as ever, She's 
been on the hop for some time nhow— 
and, whether in her original form 
(which I had another look at only the 
other night), or in that of her provinci- 
ally touring offspring (which alighted 
fora moment at this happily managed 
theatre last week), seems to be full of 
life and as little inclined or likely to 
“lay up for the winter” as her .Wsopian 
prototype. Miss Lettis Lund is still her 
avatar (if I may be allowed the expres- 
sion), singing sweetly enough; and as 
long as the part keeps within the 
ordinary opera-bouffe range, is all that 
need be desired for piquancy and go in 
ner acting, Mr. Towers is very pleasant 
to listen to—when he is singing, 
Messrs, C. A, White, Percy Compton 
(capital) and Lytton Grey look after the 
(more or less) humours of Matthew, 
Fayensberg and William with success— 


icceeded by Mr. W. §. Penley, bc er.—N 

















Mr, Compton (with the best chances) making the best show, perhaps 


Mr. F. H. Morton’s Vincent Knapps has claims upon our gratitude o¢ 


a high order, too; and Miss Mabel Love, a new 
Frivolini, is, of course, quite equal to all the twists, 
twirls and trips of her part. She successfully plied 
her wiles in the first two acts, and cast-her-nets in 
the last. Band, chorus, scenery, dresses (some of the 
prettiest the stage has known) and such, are fully 
up to their original level of completeness. 





THE ComMEeDY.—I hear such very good reports and 
opinions of Mr. T. G. Warren’s new “ front piece” 
at this theatre, that I feel impelled to catch some 
specimens of them and preserve them here. It is an 
interesting and amusing study of “pro.” life as it 
goes on under the canvas dressing-tent of a circus, 
and of the mean, preying instincts that have their $ 
Hing under the waistcoats of some degraded speci- 
mens of humanity. The manager—the Chevalier , 
Maroni—is a very complete study of a selfish, drink- 
sodden old “ pro.” who takes advantage of a “ young 
swell’s” devotion to his daughter and chief star to 
borrow an occasional—or rather, a frequent—fiver. 
And most excellently, by all accounts, does Mr. “Dash it all! What 
W yes (a remarkably skilful character actor) embody rong ag ly Ber 
the conception. This study (of both author and  ginate new ne 
actor), and the generally truthful picture of behind this week.” 
the scenes (a source of unending attraction to the 
uninitiated—and the initiated, too, for that matter) constitute the 
streneth of the piece, which in some respects might be more 
symmetrical, perhaps, 





Nops AND WINKsS.—Although “things theatrical” are, for the 
moment, in one of their somnolent moods, there will be plenty of 
waking up presently. As I write, Mr. D. Christie Murray’s one night 
performance at the Globe seems, as it were, the last restless toss of 
the sleeper before it rouses itself. Of the oft-renamed play in question 
more next week. Meantime Mr. Pettitt’s Sailor’s Anot is being 
carefully adjusted at Drury Lane, 
and Mr, Charles Warner may be ex- 
pected to appear in it early next 
month.—Early this month, too (on 
the 9th, to wit), is the date of the 
arrival of the Daly Company at the 
Lyceum. Paradoxical as it may 
seem, they will commence business 
with A Night OfF—On the 12th of 
next month, at the Avenue, Jette, 
a new four-act dumb play, will put 
in its appearance, It is possible to 
have too much of this kind of thing, 























FAVOURITE DALY- 
NEATORS. 


I fancy — too 
much _ for 
financial suc- 
cess, I mean— 
but, perhaps 
there’s no 
knowing at 
, what point to 
stop until you've past it—and paid for it! —Mr, Henry Arthur Jones 
follows this speculation (in October) with his speculation, the practical 
protest against the actor-manager, It isn’t likely to prove much, one 
way or the other, maybe, but one may express the hope that it will 
prove of advantage to Mr, Jones at anyrate, NESTOR, »° 


~~ we. 


TUE PIERROT IN POSSESSION.—* Do you think there's 
room for another of us?” 
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HER BLOOMING CHEEK! 


A Society Nobel, 


JEWELLED IN EVERY HOLE, AND WITH ALL THE LATEST IMPROVEMENTS. 
By THE Hon. GEORGINA DRIVELLER. 


Author of “ Cometh up Smiling,” “ Ought we to Drink With Him?” “ A Tap Room 
Repentance,” “ Not Bad, but Worse,” “ Bound in Calf,” “ Published 
at Last,” “ Green as a Leek was He,” etc., ete. 


CHAPTER: XXI, 
IN WHICH THE: BALL CEASES ROLLING. 

BASKING in the full tide of placid enjoyment engendered by that 
most delightful of all mundane luxuries, the after-breakfast pipe, Mr. 

— Poptick permitted his pro- 
prietary eye to wander 
lazily around the cosy 
little sitting room of 
Wandle Cottage. 

The two objects upon 
which the said eye most 
frequently rested with 
every symptom of compla- 
cent satisfaction adorned 
two opposite walls, and 
contained in themselves 
the necessary elements cal- 
culated to successfully 
appeal to the professional 
and humane instincts of 
Mr. Poptick’s nature, the 
one being a large photo- 
graph of Eureka, and the 
other the insignia of his 
trade—the three gold balls 
which erstwhile graced the 
facade of 29 Spouter’s 
Buildings. 

“Tf, now,” mused the ex- 
pawnbroker, audibly, “I 
was a classically eddicated 
cove, I should term them 
there two objects the 
Halfer an’ Homeager of 
- : my existence. Bein’ as I’m 
not, however, I can relish ’em just as well by their proper names.” 

“ Of course you can, you old darling!” cried a silvery voice at his 
elbow; “infinitely more, I should think,” and the owner of the voice 
followed up the assertion by depositing a hearty kiss upon his bald 
head. 

“ What, Reeky?” exclaimed her father, turning round in profound 
amazement. “You here, an’ it ain’t ten o’clock? I thought you 
fashionable people only turned into bed at this hour !” 

“ Ah, but this morning is an exception, Popsy, and I’ve only a few 
minutes to stay. I’ve come to say good-bye' for at least six months, 
I’m going abroad,” 

“ Going abroad! But where’s Awlexis?” 

“Oh, bother! I’m leaving him. Now, don't look so astonished, 
and I'll explain myself more clearly.” 

“ Leavin’ him?—leavin’ your husband!” repeated Mr. Poptick, 
blankly, 

“Certainly! Why this surprise, you dear old, unsophisticated, far- 
behind-the-times Popsy? It’s the correct thing to do, particularly 
from an advanced social point of view. The truth is, you married me 
to the wrong man, and having stood it—or endured him, rather—for 
as long a period as fashionable propriety demands, I’m about to make 
a fresh selection—entirely on my own account this time, mind you.” 

“A fresh selection! That means you are runnin’ away with some 
other man, I suppose?” 

“ Exactly.” 

“Well, I don’t know much about advanced social points and 
fashionable propriety, Reeky, but I do know what we used to think 
about that sort o’ thing forty year ago. May I ask who the gentle- 
man is?” 

“ Of course you may. He’s an Honourable—styled so, at least—the 
ton of an earl. Candidly, I believe Pott Wholloper to be about as bad 
a man as the nineteenth century can produce, yet, for all that, he’s 
preferable to Awlexis, and I have the idea that I can tame him, At 
anyrate I intend making the attempt. We shall, of course, be 
married (that’s to his interest, seeing that I possess the money) 
directly Awlexis has obtained a divorce, and you will find I shall re- 
turn and take even a higher position in society than formerly—pro- 
Vidir Yr. of course, that I choose to do so.” 

‘An’ you mean to say that the fashionable world will receive you 
] e P 9 a 39 
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“ Of course it will, you dear old goose, It’s really sad to see how 
painfully far you are from being up to date. ;There is only one woman 
more sought after than a divor wife re-married, and that is she 
who has been divorced twice.” 

“Then,” said Mr, Poptick, quietly, reseating himself and gazing 
meditatively at his empty pipe, “ marriage must be a failure |” 

“ Not at all,” replied Eureka, laughingly ; “it’s the husband that’s 
the failure. When you've tried several husbands and eventually found 
one to suit you, marriage is the most successful institution in the 
world.” * * - * 7 

The Hon. Pott strolled aimlessly along the Rue de la Paix. As he 
dejectedly chewed the end of his cigarette, and served. the cud of 
apparently bitter thought in a somewhat similar manner, a subdued 
growl broke from his rueful lips. 

“ What a consummate ass I must be.” he muttered. disjointedly. 
“And I thought I understood women! Serves me right for my con- 
founded conceit! Only four months, and I scarcely dare call my 
soul my own! What it'll be after marriage—and she'll marry me 
whether I will or no—Hades only knows!" 

Suddenly he started and turned pale. Raising his eyes he saw, ad- 
vancing straight towards him, the erect form of the wronged husband, 
the man he had so shamefully outraged and betrayed. 

Physically brave as he was—and in front of men half his size, he 
had never been known to betray fear—a cold shiver ran down his 
trembling back. Nearer and nearer approached the magnified form 
of the avenger, until by a supreme effort, just as they met face to 
face, Pott mechanically raised his paralyzed arm as though to ward 
off the expected blow, 

Then Awlexis recognized him. 

“* Aw—Pott, old chappie,” he cried, “ doosid glad to see you, You've 
—aw—dlone me the greatest service one feller could—aw—do another 
don’tcherknow, Come and—aw—split a small bottle!” 

THE END, 


A Picnic up to Data. 
ASUMMER morn, you riseateight; | Expecting rain, of course you 
The sun is misbehaving ; | planned 
Tis dark as night, nor seems so To bring some mackintoshes, 
late ; | A new umbrella, gaiters and 
You cut yourself while shaving. Some superfine goloshes, 
You take your breakfast on the Likewise, of course, it doesn’t 
way, ain— 
Which gives you indigestion ; You curse your prudent folly— 
You miss your train, and softly | But when you leave them in the 
say— train 
But that’s beside the question, It makes you melancholy. 
You take the next; meanwhile, | At lunch a thunderstorm takes 
of course, place, 
You’ve kept a party waiting ; A bore will to you cotton ; 
And that’s undoubtedly the | Of wine you cannot find a 
source trace, 
Of welcome irritating. [come. Of course, it’s been forgotten ; 
Your hostess: ‘So at last you’ve | You’re persecuted by the gnats, 





You’re late’; you cannot stop | You get in such a state, ¢ 
her; (hum | Goose might teach you wisdom— 
Your host the while keeps up a | that’s 


Of sentences improper. A Picnic up to Data! 





A FAMILY COMPLAINT. 


Energetic Man.— Tom, vou're the laziest man I ever raw. You're 
always leaning on agate!” 
Lazy Man.—“ I don’t think 7’m lazy. 


he said he was too tired to lean on a gat 


I left my brother at home ; 
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RAIN MAKING EXTRAORDINARY 
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[See Cartoon Verses, p. 104. 
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A DREAM OF THE SILLY SEASON. 
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P ttn 
in, Hee. A> QO>rreit he)? The Newest Aid to 4 
) v, tthe, . Ay UF, Er — i 1 , ay t . " At / fbn Longevity. a 
COZY [At a recent dinner of the Royy 
Fg Meteorological Society, Mr. Symons 
ie A. stated that he has 3,000 rainfall oop = 
ij A 2 respondents, and finds that the average 
| Z age of those who have died is between 
: “es al = sixty and seventy, from which fact he 





concludes that the regular habits re- | 
quired for making weather obsery,. _ 
tions are aids to long life.] 
OH, what blunders we've been 
making 
By the use of objurgation | ! 
’"Gainst our weather, ’stead of 
taking eo: 
Salutary observations ! 





a ie eee 


With the potency of wizards, “a 
And the maximum of brevity, 
We might make east winds and 
blizzards 
All conducive to longevity | 





In short, but watch the weather 
And record it with persistence, 
| i | And you'll elongate the tether 





Of your fair-and-foul exist. 
ence. 





My 











Alice.—‘ Fan-cy ! who do you 


"Oe l T Kedore Ct think Millie is going to marry? 
I, iM it i) WRT ide q dhpoles Why, of all fellows in the 
mn KN WAN. H l} M hy world, that wretched little cake, 
/ DY), i \\ Pifkins.” 



























| Vi . 

! ij Klorrie.—" Vm not a bit sur- 
A VICTIM OF CIRCUMSTANCE. nh: Ghats, leek" the anal af 
«  Phyllis—Then you don’t like the country so well as town ?” As ; is vin who would take the cake.” sa 
Lysander.—“ No; can’t say I do; but it would never do to be seen in town this time of year, y’know. 4 
them the Tory stronghold must be surrendered. If Sir John Gorst = 
‘| A BSoap-Sud-den aye were not at the Indian Office, we might expect the St. Martin’s-le- i 
eh eg Ings. 78 yr aed aga ceed Grand portfolio to fall to his share should a Conservative be appointed, ; 
ut, lo! this new TON nd ; rs fs a i ® 4 
It is a boon i — rg my omenven— Mr, Raikes was a good and honest man ; naturally, therefore, he had = 
The age ren en saad eb woe 9 4 ecgga many enemies, and, paradoxical as it may sound, some of these amg = 
And he who foolishly neglec hy tewy-y' good and honest men. He took a straight road according to his light, i 
Must be as muddle Beaded as 9 © Tight "-'un. and never budged from it to the right or to the left; consequently a . 





good deal of the clamour from irresponsible nobodies which assailed 
him in life survives him—the maxim De mortuis nil nisi notwith- 
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| STATESMEN (AND OTHERS) ON THE STUMP. aie . ; : ee 
THE punters of Throgmorton Street are receiving the news from Loud and shrill are the Tory rejoicings over Lewisham. “ Cock-a- 
9 Chili with almost as much apprehension as Shylock received the doodle-do! The 1886 ma- — -————.—" 
aElY judgment of Portia, The country has for years been exploited by jority reduced by only — 
ab. financial wire-pullers, and it is to be hoped devoutly that the battle 458.” However, the J. ; 
storm now raging in Chili will make, once and for all, a clean sweep Pen(n) is the write—I 
of many of the wires, mean right stylus for the 
, ? 4 : ° od Tories. 
The questions of the hour are two :—Who will succeed Mr. Raikes * * * 
at the Post Office? and who will succeed him as member for Cam- The morals drawn from : 
bridge University ? Mr. Henniker Heaton has been mentioned as next the figures after every - 


election by each side illus- 

trate the maxim, “ Nothing 

is more fallacious than 

fact—except figures.” 
* 





MIXED—A MEMO OF LEWISHAM. 


os ~ 

Mr, Tim Healy announces his intention to do his best to Lappe 
Parliament every Parnellite—Mr. Parnell seems in one sensé 
“put out” Mr. Healy. 


— 


William as a Planter. 


WILLIAM’s getting on well with his garden. He’s becoming << 
learned about slugs, and could write a book about earwigs if me = 
put the words together. Not being the right time of the year, didn't 
gone in for sowing seeds, When he was told that sunflowers mil 
bloom on Christmas Day, he said, “‘ There’s no knowing what " d do 
season can do.” He talked as if seasons were thieves, and William 
nature out of its regular course. It’s a pleasant sight to see When 
= 5 making up the nice little smooth patches for the cats to sit on. “a 
i . ALT the buds do come up, William, who is forgetful, pulls them od 
| MR. FUX AND THE BoND-HoLpER. weeds. I believe you could persuade that man that if hep 


brandy balls they would come up as sugar canes. 
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; P.M.G., but possibly the Liberal Unionists may claim a larger share 
of the fruits of office than they at present enjoy—seeing that without 
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THE RECORD-BREAKER’S TEXT.—Blessed are the pace make 
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STAGE STRUCK. 


ww 


"He was only a struggling clerklet at fourteen shil- 


stage life and the applause of the public, mark 
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He seeks the friendly advice of a London manager, who, 
recognizing his genius with great partiality, 





THE Croydon 
gunmaker 
would not pro- 
mise not to sell 
fire-arms to 
children, say- 
ing, when pres- 
sed, “It is my 
living.” It is 
not “his liv- 














ing” to which Pim. 

we object, but UNM iss 

to other people’s ELE Te 

dying, He applies for a more ambitious character (Othello, for 


instance), and is received with startling attention. 
















Though as 'yet undecided whether he should commence Or ou 
lings a week, but his soul panted for the glories of a his career by undertaking the sombre Prince of Den- ee ee 


farcical wit. 
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The honorarium for \this favour proving somewhat 
linsufficient, 





THE Shake- 
spearian stu- 
dent of natural 
history who 
was asked what 
branches of his 
subject he pre- 
ferred, said, 
“Antenes and 
Coleoptera,” 
What could he 
have meant?” 
We cannot 


After which he turns dramatic author and critic, and surmise, 
prospers cussedly, 
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Post Hoc, Diluvium! 


[Some little time back, Mr. Montagu Williams told a 
prolix policeman that he meant putting a stop to the 
stereotyped way in which constables give their evidence 
at police courta.— Vide Press.] 

THE magistrate was wearied quite 
Of hearing bobbies cry, 

“At such an hour of such a night 
In such a place was I,”— 

So swore a thrice indignant swear 
In thrice indignant mood 

That he would have, by foul or fair, 
All Stereotype tabooed |! 


And lately, when in tones sublime 
A peeler mumbled o’er 
His wonted “ Once upon a time,” 
Like fairy tale of yore, 
The beak assumed an angry look, 
Sir Robert’s yarn pooh-poohed, 
And cried, “ I’ have, by hook or crook, 
This Stereotype tabooed !” 


Yet, prithee, Monty, mark our fears, 
And pause and think what grim 

Results may come in coming years 
From your portentous whim. 

The sapience of your words is plain, 

Yet more of ill than good 


May follow in the veto’s train, 
If Stereotype’s tabooed ! 


The fine old wheeze of stretching three 
Short words to make threescore 

Is Tweedledum and Tweedledee, 
Just that, and nothing more. 

Yet Tweedledee and Tweedledum 
Gain countless people food, 

And countless folks must needslook glum | ——~-= 
If Stereotype’s tabooed ! 


The Civil Service servant's pelf 
Will wax exceeding small, 

And poor Red Tape will use itself 
To hang itself withal. 

Grave documents that stretch a league 
Will barely reach a rood, 

And wills be made without fatigue, 
When Stereotype’s tabooed ! 


Receiving an electric shock, 

“ Whereas,” “ whereof,” “ hereby,” 
“ Hereinbefore,” et genus hoc, 

Will faint and = and apr 

ave ever striven 

wo ioe the Btyvian brood, | thinks she did it as a practical joke. He 
Will all be forced to get to Heaven, 

When Stereotype’s tabooed | 


The:Throne itself your wheeze may reach ! 
When next M,P.s convene, 

Fierce Farmer on the Royal Speech 
May vent his vengeful spleen, 

And, smarting 'neath a past disgrace, 
Propose, with rancour rude, 

Its formal portions to erase, 
Since Stereotype’s tabooed |! 








My Aunt at Home, 


I HAVE an aunt who lives with me. She is 
adear old creature, but she has a way, so to 
speak, of moulting things. She likes to put 
milk jugs on the stairs, and two of my children 
have strips of plaster across their noses from 
falling over a dozen medicine bottles that she 
had moulted on the landing. When she talks 
to you she has a way of putting things down 
that is awkward, The parson called, and she 
stood talking to him as he stood, She said, 
“ Won't you sit down?” He did—on a couple 
of her knitting needles, She had moulted them 
in sheer absence of mind. I believe the man 





hasn't called since then, though he called out 
loud enough at the time, 



































































lay Ura he St 


tae iy 


soe 


~- 


ae 4 


Bigs ag 


~ 


Pe ee ee ee 


wee 


“gr - 


7 


ee 
- 


ee ee 


rr ee Arg ae 


— we 


ayer 


i 


* 


. 


ie 


- = 
tie 


2 
——— 
* 


‘ 


—~ 
* 


? 


a aa soe ste Bk fee haa ee 





oe ow 










of 





FUN. 





SEPTEMBBE 2, 189], 








found consolation there ; 
Old Parishioner—* Yes,1 did; I came across my old pair of spec- 
tacles which I had lost for ten years.” 
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MORE LIGHT. 


Minister.—* You've been reading your Bible, I see. 


a 


Ditties in Doses up to Date. 
(AND TIPS FOR TOPICAL SONGS.) 


[The Seamen's Union is taking stepe to improve the diet of sailors—a diet which 
viten run upon an old and totally inadequate scale.) 


SoLo—* The Mariner's Menu.” 
Fun’s Captain's particular Dibdin 
Here pipes off a lay for Jack Tars ; 
Grub’s a thing they’re confined, crabbed and cribbed in, 
Which affair on a British breast jars, 
We are told that their menu per diem 
Is leas than a true Tar can peck, 
So th’ officials—let’s up and defy ’em, 
And let fly from the good ship FuN's deck ! 


CHORUS, 
With a yeo, heave ho! and abaft the binnacle ! 
Mind you don’t wink at the Man at the Wheel, 
Hoist Boards of Trade to the maintopmast’s pinnacle, 
For not giving Jack a good square meal ! 
Weigh the anchor (per Weights and Measures Act) 
Ship ahoy! and avast! and belay! 
How can Jack in defence of Britannia’s treasures act. 
If they don’t properly grub him each day ? 
Ay, ay, your honour, that’s so, yeo ho! 
Yes, that’s what we want to know, heave ho! 


We're glad that the bold Seamen's Union 
Sticks up for the feeding of Jack, 
Who is now being oft made a puny ‘un, 
All through his grubbing so slack ! 
Henceforth he'll have soups, fish, joints, marmalade 
Yea, every kind of pers tack ; 
No Buddhist brig e'er found in Kharma laid 
Grub like we mean to give Jack ! 
With a yeo, heave ho! ete, 
Duret—“ Grumbling and Gratitude.” 


A. You may, perhaps, have noticed that although life has its cares, 


ae im so much to grumble at— B. But plenty to be thank- 
Ui ior; : 


And 8o ‘tis scarcely right that Man should give off petty “airs.” 
When there s plenty to be thankful for— 4 And not so much 


tO grumble at 


1 hope you 





de Boreas once, ‘ain has revelled in the East 
B yams — liverish persons think R. Boreas a “ beast,” 
A, Things might have bess much worse—why, Randolph's letters 
ight have ceased !— na 
Both. Their being spared, though, you'll admit, is something to be 
thankful for. 
CHORDS. 

Though of oof we've not a bankful, 

Still, we’ve reason to be thankful. 
‘although there still are many things our puny thunders rumble at— 
; ~ Your station may be humble 

But wherefore groan and grunt and grumble 
There’s plenty to be thankful for, and not so much to grumble at! 


A. Though the useful Drinking Fountain’s funds are getting rather 
low— } 
No doubt they'll soon come up again— B, That’s something to 
be thankful for, ; 
And though the Primrose League's fands have again not much to 
show 
Lewisham's figures aren’t so bad— A. That isn’t much ito 
grumble at ! 
B. Though at the Eastern Hospital more scandals now appear— 
A, And though some members of the force are “swearing” hard, we 
fear— 
Brightonians now are treated to sea fishing—that should cheer— 
Both. So, whate’er we have to grumble at, there’s something to be 
thankful for! 
A. Though the Gorging Gang on Vestries (‘specially Lambeth) now 
are rife 
(And that, of course, you'll grumble at) there’s plenty to be 
thankful for— 
B. For instance, you may soon, per slot, in cabs insure your life 
A, That's something to be thankful for—though cabby you may 
grumble at ! 
B. St. Partridge, too, is here again, your shooting skill to test— 
A. And H.R.H. re suffering Jews is very much distressed— 
Both. Moreover, FUN is, as of yore, of “ comics” still the best, 
So whatever else you grumble at, that’s plenty to be thankful 
for ! 
[ Exeunt to 153 Fleet Street to apply for a“ rise” after that. 
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_. THE BEAUTY OF LOGIC. 
Paterfamilias —“ Well, upon my word, this is tee bad! 





I leave 
you in charge of the office, and here I find you in Brighton!” 


Young Hopeful —* You've meanly imposed on me, gov. You said, 
when you went away, you were going to Hastings! Now you see 
what comes of not Keeping your word! ” ? 
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[Sleeky was quilé the 


famuby friend of the [dlowers. Ms nightly egar with of 


old [alower was a regular inshtotion— 
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Exhibition was nt, perhaps guilé 50 pleasan 
mind ?"sard/Urs [5, OP course he didn't” 
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A “FRIEND OF THE FAMILY.’ 


the eldest [Miss [lower % festhviles, theatre 
whatnot 


. . ~ ; / d hth 
Miss — 
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| ihe ‘didn’ mnd ‘so many 
oer things thal, a¥¥er he had 
posed % [hse 13 (and had 
been refused) the [Showers had 
adiPeully mn finding his address. 














New Leaves, 
THOSE who read “The Spare Minute Series” of small pocket 


volumes issned by David Bryce and Son, 
of Glasgow, will find pleasant and profitable 
employment for many aspare hour, “The 
Little Garden of Roses” and “ The Valley 
of Lilies” are translations from the works 
of Thomas’A Kempis, breathing with piety 
and devotion, while ‘“ Echoes from the Tin 
Trumpet,” by Horace Smith, is brimful and 
overflowing with sage sayings, mirthful- 
ness and drollery.—‘* Czsar’s Column,” by 
Edmund Boisgilbert, M.D. (Frederick 
Warne and Co.), Apart from the purpose 
of this “ Story of the Twentieth Century,” 
with its strongly suggested outcome of the 
probable tendencies of present day civiliza- 
tion, and the ably argued presentiments 
therein, which we are in no wise inclined 
to make fun of, though the author may 
possibly have his conclusions ridiculed, it 
is very powerfully written, with great 
grasp of the subject, and takes fast hold 
upon the reader’s attention. It is not a 
story to skip,—“ The Fatal Request,” by 
A. L. Harris (same publishers), Putting 





derer, besides some slight improbabilities, being all 
story, they are well put together, made very interesting, and worked 








aside the fact that the overworn materials Tals gato tine | 

of the railway accident, the apparent THE SCORCHER’S HOLIDAY, 

murder, and hunt for the sup mur- | “BLOW THE SCENERY |—THE RECORD's THE THING!” 
Es” To CORRESPONDENTS.— The Editor does not bi 


uccompanted by a stamped and directed envelope. 








bind himself to acknowledge, return, or pay for Contributions. In no case will they be returned unless 


present in this 


up to an unexpected and somewhat 
surprising climax.—“ Justine,” by Walter 
Calvert (Eden, Remington and Co.), 
Here again we have the apparently in- 
dispensable murder plot, with the wrong- 
fully suspected and detective dogged but 
perfectly innocent person, and the rightful 
culprit turning up at last, all there, It 
need scarcely be added that the book is 
strongly sensational and “rivetting.”— 
“ Ministering Women,” by George W. 
Potter, M.D. (The “ Hospital,” Limited). 
This is simply the story of the Rofal 
National Pension Fund for Nurses. Its 
rise, progress and present ition are all 
plainly and clearly set forth, The Institu- 
tion is a noble one, and commends itself 


strongly to all interested parties, ; 
larly ‘to “them as nusses, the Obit 


ren’s Painting Book,” and “ Over the 
Hills Painting Book,” both published by 
Frederick Warne and Co., are full of pretty 


pictures, admirably adapted to their pur- 
pose of pleasing children and providing 
them with attractive amusement, 


A Quick Marcu.—An exprea(s) train. 
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Ninon. 
Cis, —" No: 17's NOT THAT. WE'VE 


A Dream of the Silly Sesson, 
(SEE CARTOON,) 


Now the Season with its pleasures and perplexities is oer, 
Cicnnl old Johouns I} ill, facved out, falls into slumber; 


ut, as he starts a-dozing with a deep, melodious snore, 
Of Nivhtmares of the day there come a number, 


Hix sudden snooze is much disturbed with strange and fitful dreams, 


Weird fantasios ce void of rhyme and reason, 


He seems to be surrounded by wild phantoms, fa ls and schemes, 


kor his dream is of the Boyveyvse of the Season ! 


t ‘ reams of those A rmal Mars some say our children 
(| ! rie few | t et bee! ‘ e' 1184 ver) 

Next he sees the Com Head, on which ‘tis said no hair will 
You, | 1 | CVA fil al na s armchair | t 

Then giddy girls with vrievar a: and servants loathing « tps 
(That latest the phase of Household Treas 

And Bad Manners fro the Youngsters come to fret his fitful 
\' cx ma Loveys of the Season ! 


, } } 1 
ntrive to vet one peace ful, Urcamiess WINK, 
him 


And ere he can « 
* last and worse big Bovey comes to scare 
Phe Bovey breathing horrors through the Slavery « 


And the wretched Slave who prays that Piend to spare him 
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Write as mmothly ac g bad penctl, neithes ecratch noe spurt, 
the ;otnts being rounded by a New Process N.B.—A:tention ts 
also drawn to their New “ Graduated Serias of Pens,” which offers 
the nowel alvantage of each pattern being made in 4 deyrtees of 
Gfesitdity§ Assorted Sample box, of either series, for 7 stamps, 


PRIZE MEDALS, 
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NO AUDIENCE. 
COME ALONG, CIS—YOU DON’T MEAN TO SAY YOU'RE BASHFUL! 
COME TOO EARLY; THERE'S SCARCELY A SOUL ABOUT!” 


,%) 


And, arranging all these Nightmares, the J, G, and the J, 4, 
Dance round and grin at Johnny’s wandering reason ; 

lor were those Journals busy, they'd have spared Bull—don’t you see ? 
A number of these Bogeys of the Season, 


My Friend who Snifts. 


THE world can be divided into two classes of people—those who 
do sniff and those who don’t sniff. Of course, the sufferers are much 
in the minority. lor this we are thankful. I have an aunt who 
sniffs, She always puts me in mind of a rabbit over a lettuce. If 
you say to aunt, “Isn't that sprig of heliotrope lovely?” she sniffs, 
and it seems as if she took it for pickled onions. When she goes into 
strange houses, she always does a sniff or two before she sits down. 
This makes the people uneasy and think their drains are wrong. 
They are angry with the sufferer, too, because she seems to imply that 
their £130 a year house and grounds are not up to the mark, The 
other day, when by chance we were standing in front of a stone 
mason’s shop, she Legan sniffing violently. The stone mason thought 
she was trying to check her tears over the loss of a dear relative. He 
Was &@ man of business, and immediately rushed out with a dozen 
patterns for the most fashionable tombstones. <A sniff with her is 
never in time, and never, at any time, saves nine, 





ABSOLUTELY PURE tnererone BEST 


PEN WORKS, BIRMINGHAM 
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Autamn—A bad (o 
the Pa Primer 


iminal makes his escape from a window— 





healer A cursed 
} SHV sAsle l husband 


a 


ped A 
educalon for lhe NAS 56 


(5) The wayward Miss Autumn now damps farmer's ardour, 


small that you'd think he had first been thinned, O! If she doesn't dry up ‘twill be bad for the larder ! 
In the Forest of i pping they taboo field-preachers, (6) Some whitewashed a village, near Sheerness, while spreein 
lest they startle poor ’Arriet and ’Arry (those screechers !) Twas not Sheer-ness-essity all are agreeing. 
J Oo Ale tte” thus w th a bby’s not han’som/( (7) As hoo] fees are o'er there is not (it now foller ) 
v 4 Abii) Ju bi ad } ) 
ely te a Beak ransom. Much fees-ible reason for not sending 


) pay 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


ge —Chume, or. rather. Wate re 
“ ne mean Ved's fate —that is, 
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. ~~ t, Ned’s Chums Mate, isn’t it? That 

f =~ . . , . 
ih A —~ ys doesn t seem exactly right, either; but 
Ay 4 \ tne title has been alters 80 Irequentiy, 
a 7 that—— Here—whiere’s the programme’? 
ah. that’s it!—Ved’s Chum. Well, 
Chum, the pay Which Mr. David 

’ ! " ‘ 

> | ristie Murray wrote and produced and 
4 “| in at a matinee (I’ve just as much 
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tell the truth, they are more stagey and less natural than the males. 
Miss Violet Raye is very nice, but scarcely strong enouch for the par 


of the pretty widow. Miss Dearing has a con- 
ventionally sprightly part and plays with a 
conventionally sprightly manner—though the 
sprightliness in both is piquant enough. And 
now I should like to see the piece all over 
again—and there are not many pieces you 
could get me to say that about, Z can tell you, 





NopDs AND WINKs. —Anybo ly who feels an 
inclination to get a little wetter than the 
recent weather has permitted him to do, will 
now have every chance of doing so round by 
Cleopatra’s Needle, where Mr. C. J. Abud is 
managing a Floating Swimming Bath of noble 
attractions, including a beautiful luncheon bar 
and (later on) river views from the top and 


various entertainments inside. It it to be 
called “The Cleopatra.” The tirst plunge was 
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take n last week, and all appears to be coing on WOO 
sWimmingly.—You can buy “ Hengler’s Cirque” 
on the 25rd instant, if you can manage to outbid the other fellers,— 


Messrs, Ce Raleigh and J. M. Glover’s dumbe!] 
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owe nothing to Douglas 
Jerrolad’s heroine of much 
the same name, It 
} wouldn't make any differ- 
; €nce if she did, as, being 
an up to date young per- 
son, she wouldn’t pay— 
Lut would peacefully pass 
through the Bankrupt 
( Joan of Are will 
{ pear af the Gaiety, il 
om she doesn’t change he 
' mind, on the 1%th.—M 
Browning, of North Au 
ley Street, has made al 
MI r her Am in tour.—M Minnie Pah 
ru t \ e, W ntrodu fonele S 
the afterno Ist ] Sir Augustus Harris's * Proms” com- 
n Satu i\ it (oO t Garden, Vy ESTOR 
An Isle of Man-ly Work. 
Mr. HALL CAINE, when he'd penned his new book, 
Which treats of “the Little Manx N ition, 
Got that Grand Old Reviewer, Will Gla Istone, to lool 
ier that quaint Isle of M ih pul lication. 
And when Caine-aanites found Will th ut work did extol, 
I? f nade then (MM) x-ious to purchase tl sl, 
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THB THRALDOM OF BOOZE. 
To the Editor of FUN. 


crp.—The ardent thanks of a long drunken community are due to 
kindness you have displayed in permitting this invigor- 
ating subject to be 
freely discussed 
through the medium 
of your sparkling 
columns, 

Like your lively 
correspondent, * Got 
‘EmAgain,” Iam fast 
bound in the liquid 
chains of the terrible 
monster Booze. In- 


vou for the 


deed, our cases are so 
strangely similar, so 
painfully twin-like, 
that, with the excep- 
tion of one or two 
trivial detaiis of a 
strictly minor na- 
ture, they appear 
admirably adapted 
for double harness 
work of any anid 
every descript Ol), 
These points of dif- 
ference, though 1) 
themselves slight, 
are not altovethe 
uninteresting, and 
may afford curious 
pabulum to the dip- 
somaniacal student. 





appears to make a sper iality of gam boge snakes 
I, on the contrary, am more accustom: d to 


Got "Em Again” 
with livid green spots, 
pink crocodiles with bilious quarterings; and whereas he displays a 
pronounced leaning towards vermilion tinted rats, I have developed 
a not altogether incomprehensible partiality for cerulean hued 
spiders, Again, “Got ’Em Again” apparently diets himself solely 


upon brown brandy. I confine myself strictly to the consumption 
of the common or garden vitriol of commerce, vended under the 
pseudonym of “special Scotch.” 

In common justice to myself, however, it should be stated that I 
come of a family famous for their “lowering” capabilities. My grand- 
father was once publicly thanked by the House of Commons for his 
spirited contributions to the National Revenue (he placed himself out- 
side fourteen bottles of port daily for a number of years) during the 
period of the Napoleonic alarm ; and my father made the fortunes o! 
seven distinet wine merchants—or would have done so, rather, had he 
possessed the reputable habit of discharging his liabilities—in addi- 
tion to ending his days as show patient at a popular Home for Sub- 
lunary Soakers. My own downfall dates from the day that witnessed 
the birth and publication of my justly celebrated pamphlet, “ Delect- 
able Temperance ; or, How to be Happy though Sober.” The univer- 
sal howl of derision with which it was greeted by a hireling press, 
drove me to drink, and since that eventful period I have (supported 
bY special Scotch) unconsciously fulfilled my destiny. 

not further harrow the feelings of your readers. The 


shame,the remorse, and above all, the fearful thirst which continual!s 
Imes me, may be better imagined than described, Even now | 
ern a movement in yonder curtain, Ab, yes—it is my familial 
iriend, t Then his cousin the crocodile must 


he cerulean hued spider ! 
ve on the doorstep, and it would be a pity to keep him waiting ! 
BOTTOMLESS PITT. 


To the Editor of FUN. 

“IR,—IT deeply sympathize with your unhapps correspondent, 
“fot ’Em Again,” and it affords'me heartfelt pleasure to suggest a 
emedy by means of which he may again be restore: to society. The 
remedy, my own invention and entirely original, is founded on the 

rand old doctrine of “Like curing like.” It consists simply of a 

ezimen, Which, by-the-by, imposes no restrictions upon the preju- 

ed palate of the patient—and is as follows :—Breakfast, half a pint 
| brandy dashed with a teaspoonful of soda-water ; 
’ and the 


of the best ile 
luncheon, two pint bottles of Bass, four gin-and-bitters, 
iter part of a magnum of really drinkable champagne; Dinn 

of “Three Star,” half-a-dozen of re <pectable clare 

mee? NO re than nine full sized liqueur glasses of green Cha! 
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a capital plan is to lie with your head under the tap of a barrel of old 
See tap to be, of course, turned on, Above all, avoid drinks 
als, Faithfully yours, 
HAIR OF THE Dog THAT Bit You. 
en 
lo the Editor of Fun, 
_SIR,—'Ere! Wot's all this rot abart the “Slav'ry of sherbert”? 
“Got ‘Km Ag’in” drinks two bottles of brandy a day. does he, an’ then 
growls abart it? There's the sellfishnuss of the hupper suckles for 
yer! Fancy a bloke grumblin’ becos he has too much pongelo! 
Why, burn my liver if ever I've been able to git ‘arf enuff, and I've 
porned the kid’s boots orf his feet a hunded times! Is there any 
justiss for a workin’ man in this ‘ere country? 
Yours sickninly, Four ARF, 
Lo the Lditor of Fun, 
SIR,—Kindly permit me to propound a brace of conundrums re thi 
* Thraldom of Booze” question. Firstly: Has Ibsenism anything to 
do with the matter? Secondly : What possible good can acerue from 
such a discussion? Yah! Yours, CYNICUS, 


lv th Ld é 

SIR,—I had hoped to be able to add my mite of experience to the 

treat whirlpool of correspondence frothing round the “ Booze” ques 
tion, but I any suddenly called out to see a man. Will write to-n 
row, if possible, Yours, SAME AS BEFORE, MISS, PLEASE, 


ry .* . . 
Two Sides of the Question. 
DARLING, When we're joined for ever, 
When the longed-for knot is tied : 
When our 
When I claim thee for my bride! 


love there’s naucht to sever, 


“ Then upon the haley mn ocean 
We will float on foamy wave, 
Then [ll show thee my devotion, 
Kisses all the day I'll crave! 


‘Oh, those waves will make us happy, 
Make our hearts with true joy thrill— 
* And, perhaps,” put in the maiden, 


a al aps those wares will make us ill!” 


“ HARKINS, old chap, do you know W. H. Smith, M.P., has vor 
for tailoring?” 

“Get out! you don't say so] 

“Yes, Lsaw ina paper some time avo something about his addr 
ing the House of Commons. Must bea niee Jarve order. mustn't it 

“ You're an ass, that’s what you are, if you ask me.” 


»% 
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Evwy weally pwopah chappie 

Would without ‘em be unhappy— 
For of fin de siecle fashions ’tis the best. OT 
Our having cigawettes all beaw a cwest! | 





ToprcAL DuET—* Like the Rain,” 
1, You perhaps may have noticed—unless you're a mole— 








That well on the job is the rain : a 

| B, Yes; unprejudiced persons confess, on the whole. t 
A staver indeed is the rain! }, 
A. The Sun has tried hard, but it didn’t succeed, h 
| To smile now and then on the town and the meal. it 
B. No: day after day ‘twas defeated, indeed, a 

PBoth. it had not a look-in with the rain! Scll 
| CHORUS, ah 
The rain. the rain. the hard working rain, I 


Soaking bold Britons again and again, 
Sullenly, steadily, rashly and readily 


Falling in sheets. the good old rain! 





A. Balmaceda in Chili has caused a sad mess, 
That was even much worse than our rain. 
PB. But his little game’s done—he’s a “ goner” we gcuess— 
/Te has vanished—but not so the rain. 
A. But a new way for smoking cigars has been found— a 
And Free Education begins—which is sound, 
Both, And Randolph's last letter, re Tories, was found 


Rv them even worse than the rain ! 


{. The Trades Union Congress at Newcastle's on. 
| Let us hope ’twon't pe d um ped by Fate's rain, 











B, The South London Tramway Co.'s dividend’s gone 
Thouch they should have lone well—in the raln. 
1. Bung's licences now in some parts of the land 
Are being redueed—which some can’t understand, 
| B. Aud by rather wild gales we have lately been fann: 
| Both, Just by way of relief from the rain ! .% 
[ ereunt to dry themselves at FUN’Ss happy 
' 
| A PROFESSIONAL AGITATOR.—An emotional actor. (i, | 
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Pess; it waa simply delightt we've ©} ed ourselves tmmensely,” 
Leas Phanks, dear, Dim glad you've had a good time: but 
lon Hunter rs ON While you were ¢ it.so I haven't felt lonely ‘}. 
at all. / // f a vf / 7 ( . Vutual hut tT? 
f ryt! nings, Tahlraua, 
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TURF CUTTINGS. 
To THE EDITOR OF “Foun,” 
SrrR.—D n't you feel a trifle queer to tind 
the preci us Autumn here f For here it ix. 
you can't deny, with all the talent standing 





V at misty dawn.in airs that nip, to listen 
, Yes, Autumn's here as 
Jear as mud, it tweaks the nose and chills 
1, ir es folks (as you will note) 
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COaIS, Dut though we, WIth 
‘actice learn to take the seasons in 
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r matters in our mind, and as we 
toast our toes before the fire. our 
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ws to see how each performs its 
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eome of Summer, please . f, 
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My LEGER TIP. 


VQ matter how soakin 


= popular fixture it ranks, 
a= Not given to playing suct 
pranks, 
Phough aged and youthful who 
- Wish to be truthful, 
Can't eall it * All prizes—no 
Blanes.” 


Who backeth St. Simon de 
htioeck 

Mav look for a sort of a shock ;: 
Who backs Penvenuto the regions of Pluto 

Will probably add to its stock. 

With Cuttlestone be on your guard, 

On Common you mustn't be hard. 
Have nothing to say to the false Orvie 


(Although he’s a danverous ecard). 


+ 


Pannonia would if she eould, 


\nd you should just see me encouraging 


As every man of us should. 


Now ve who for certainties thirst 
ty n For = 2S re iu’ burst cal 
A throne to a dinner, as Iam a sinner, 


Pye named you the winner—the first 

| =" <¢ | hardly need to say that all iy 
friends have gone away ? Their conduct on 
‘ondemn, the weather was too 
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much for them—besides, Z’m not in any Luis, 
I think they stayed here long enough ali I 

one tine day (I mean the one that wasn't wet a 
and had some sun), they started off with Po} 
stniling mouth to shoot the pheasants the 0 mal 
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lo Mr. Fun.—(1). Sir, [resolved yesterday in the interests of the “publ when the coward knocked 1 lown, iusteal of entering into the spirit 
and must agree with of the joke (4). Then the idiot policeman who took up the wrong man 


0 lake a practical investigation of the above sulject, 


your respondent ‘¢ Jim-jam Jumps ' that the habitu il ine} riate does and refused to release him un ra ten shilling tip Where was his milk of 
not receive from others that sympatheti encouragement whi h he is haman kindness, I sh i like to know? (5). Even the geatle and 
entitled to expect. ‘To-day I have a head me | a foot, but what went children in the street, I fiad, show a woful lack of sympathy and 
thy do | cet Absolutely none at all! (2). T'o begin with, afi ‘ | respx t for the se tive i 14 (). In fa 4 the only really kindly 
mT invited to share my debauch, not only refuse 1 to drink more thar! attention | received during my experiment wis from some skyblue snakes 
d 4 fe ’ 4 \ a 4 : 
lerate quantity, but actually left metopay forthe drinks! | The and scariet dem who happened to come along as I was resting on a door 
A » ’ al vlic J . ! y ‘ , 
that t ruffian of a cabman. I t k him o7 ‘ slep an 1 certa ) A tlie t to cheer me up ao lamuse me, 
t umbrella tf {un, ar l 1 f vw §§ The ¢ kecrew 
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‘a MPIRE - —WHEN I 
pi) ose as é, sent Mrs. 

oD Nestor and 

tt ) the juvenile 


Nestors fora 
cruise through the Nor- 
wegian Fjords, a run 
through the Tyrol, a 
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ae 
remarking that I didn't 
f _ holiday myself and was too 
(having meantime 
kecretly invited Charley Chipabout to 
CON ip from Manchester and spend 
of good times with me), I SANDHUOPPERS. 
int v there was such a frollick- 
(1 seaside place as the one they show in the new Kim pire ballet. 
If | had, 1 would have incontinently cancelled all previous engage- 
ments, packed a bag—a bag did I say ?—a saratoga—a Noah’s ark !— 
ind jiurried to the spot, : 

, WHEREVER the spot may be—for, though there are many things 
about it one recognizes on the instant as old familiar friends, there is 
many a ther one never hopes to see in this world, And when I Say 

2 this world, |] mean the world on this side of the footlights. But. be 
. By the Sea where it will, Lenjoyed myself very much there. Who 
vy could fail to do so at a place where ladies—youny, beautifal and pink 
; all over—come out of the wrong side of their bathing machines and 
i lisport themselves gracefully for the apparent delectation of lodgers 
y wid others in the houses with a “sea front” ?—where ’Arry and 
yo \r iet are idealized into grace, and travelling Zinevari and dancing 
q iris wear very short frocks indeed ? . 
tt irse, al Lei Fm pire lights are to the fore, Mile. Palladino 
ne of her cleverest 8 per ialties, her skilful ease therein almost 
rreal difficulty to be overlooked : 
\lbertierl, clever, too, in his way: a 
mpse, tantalisingly short, of Mlle, de Sortis, 
- but, on the whole, this is a ballet 
terest lies more amone the vroups 
er minstrels, the paddling young- 
sters, the  nurse- 
maids, sailors, 
fishermen, ete.,, ete.. 
than among the 
: principals, I no- 
ticed one omission 
—a dance of land- 
: ludies with cats 
1 would have been 
i appropriate and 
: effective, It's a 
; | rood ballet as it is. 
é ’ LM : ' : =, 6 however — vo and DRURY LANE.—“What! Shot 
, ys enjoy ou see if it isn’t! with an air pistol !—no bang ! 
; yrie fort.’ — Pc Oh, cruel! 


Deuny LANE. 








Rule 4 { } eA ; } 1} ' 
tannia here in full blast, and no mistake Just the right 
‘ ' hig y -_ 7 ; . , 
| t\ u I fit | ace. hows ver, and one with the i tereat ‘¢ : 
ta lif i / Sa er A 4 Mar ‘ f ipitaily 
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decidedly neat and ingenious, the infusion of the army and nayy 
element is stirring and the last act is a decidedly “rapid act” oe 
strong situations strongly acted. The stage pictures are good, too 
Wapping Old Stairs, in the time of red-coated, 
shield-badged ferrymen, of short waisted ladies 
and gentlemen in high shouldered coats and low 
crowned hats; Stepney Church, with a sailor’s 
wedding; the full dressed deck of a British man- 
o’-war in the time of “ Boney,” and the final road- 
side rural scene under a blood-red sunset sky, are 
all scenes likely to make something more thana 
passing impression. 


THERE is, of course, much reminder of the 
nautical drama of the past—even to the pistol 
which fails to go off at the right moment ; but as 
the majority of people are not old enough to 
remember T. P. Cook and his surroundings, it’s 1", 
high time they were revived with all the advan- oT 
tages of modern science and bill-posting at their DRURY LANE.—Ovr 
back. Mr. Warner has a part in which he is very MA bp FRIEND 
often as good as he ought to be, and generally as jy,;) : ™ Wd 
good as he can be. On the whole, he plays too prama. 
slowly—just as he retires from a call before the 
curtain too slowly—but he renounced his pretensions to Miss Mill- 
ward’s affections 
withsome very natu- (ZO 
ral and effective © 

: / 
touches, and, I think, 
he rose very well to | 
the strength of the | 
last act. The calls 
upon Miss Millward | ™ 
are not very heavy. | 
Itisaverymaleplay, | 
in fact ; for although 
Miss Brough is about 
a rood deal, she is 
(except for her per- 
sonal cleverness and 
amusing qualities) 
not wanted half the 
time. But both Miss 
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Drury LANE.—Mr. Warner in the 
character of Captain Westward— 
one penny plain, twopence coloured. 


Millward and Miss Brough are 
potential (good word, that!), 
according to their opportuni- 
ties, and altogether delightful. 





Mr. GLENNY is a truly 
heroic hero—lots of emphasis, 
you know, and plenty of style, 
too. And Mr. Harry Nicholls, 
as chargé in chief of the comi- 
calities, is a picture that can 
be easily conjured up, while 
| Mr. Julian Cross and Mr. E. 
(rurney are ideal exponents of the rough and smooth sidesiof “ villainy” 
respectively, I should like to say a good word —~ 
for Mr. John Crook’s “ incidental music,” by | 
the way, as well as the nautical and other 
popular orchestral selections he gives us. The 
orchestra is no mean element in the composi- 
tion of a melodrama, though one is apt to 
forget it rather, . 


THE PRESSING INVITATION. 





THE VAUDEVILLE.—Miss Minnie Palmer 
with My Sweetheart, is here now. With the 
tickleness of man, I’m getting a bit tired of 
that sweetheart, in spite of the frequency 
with which she changes her hosiery: and 
4° an re pring new sentence, which I think 

detected in the first act, fai ‘ . ; 
gether resuscitate any eae sage At Bi LL es nae 
is ‘ > sa) TRAIT OF My SWEE 
false emphasis and inscrutable grimace. HEART—A MINNIE-TURE 
Some of the stuff is merry enough, too, in a 
way, but I must say | hope to he better amused with Uncle Samuet 
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THH LOVELY ANGHLINA. 


No one will ever guess how I loved that woman. Madly, feverishly, 
passionately, yearningly. Ransack the dictionary and you will not 
find words of endearment 
sufficiently strong to express 
my devotion. Denude the 
lexicon of all its rosebuds of 
speech, and still my passion 
remains unexpressed, tame, 
dull and insipid 
as a penny ice 
in a thunder- 
storm, 

By all the 
saints in the 
“Newgate Cal- 
endar” I wor- 
shipped her. 

I hung on her 
lips and clung 
to her wor.'s. 

_ I did every- 

thing for her. 
Lived, loved, 
got wet, went 
to Exeter Hall 
with her, 
shopped with 
her, bought tape 
for her on my 
own account. 
So blind, so earnest was the thrill of madness that danced up and 
down my veins. 

By all the gods of Olympus, by all the stars and stripes of eternal 
everlastingness I made that woman—Angelina, the fairest of the fair, 
rarest of the rare and richest girl in the county—I made that woman 
my ideal. But she—but I anticipate. Let me be calm. My agitated 
brain is whirling me on into another abyss of cataleptic frenzy. 

I loved her. She loved me. She confessed it. Her lips quivered it ; 
her eyes told it. Her heart throbbed in unison with mine. We were 
engaged. I borrowed ten pounds and bought her an engagement 
ring. Ah, gods, what ecstatic bliss it all was, but like the baseless 
fabric—but stay, again I anticipate. Let me disguise my real feelings 
and dissemble. 

My heart strings vibrate with the melody of those past days. They 
twang, twang the whole day long and half through the night. Soon 
they will snap, and I shall be as a broken reed drifting on the track- 
less sands of time. Pardon my eloquence. I would speak of Ange- 
lina. There was not a mill in Flora’s garden that could turn out the 
flowers of Cupid’s rhetoric in sufficient quantities to adduce the lustre 
of her loveliness. Hence these tears. I was congratulated all round, 
and mortgaged my salary seven years in advance in order that my 
friends should congratulate me properly, in champagne, shandygaff, 
corpse revivers and dog’s nose. Angelina was wealthy—wealthy in 
personal charms, pedigree and pocket. Not that I thought an instant 
of her luere. Mere dross was nothing to the gold of our disinterested 
affection. What did it matter who had the money, provided it was 
there? She trusted in me,and I trusted in Providence. Of my own 










income I shall say nothing, though, if the least said is the soonest 
mended. my salary ought to commence at once. 
it. Weall want it. 


It wants it. I want 
3ut enough of these philosophical meanderings. 

Angelina’s last ances- 
tor dealt in grease (in 
the family we always 
spoke of it as Greece), 
and he made a fat thing 
of it. He left fora 
brighter sphere one 5un- 
day morning, and at the 
same moment Angelina 
fifty thousand pounds, 
till all her ancestors 
had had grandmothers 
and grandfathers, 80 


what did it matter? 
Thev came over with 
the sweaters. Her blood 
was only a light blue, 
Cambridge blue, mine 
was Oxford; I once 


went to deliver a letter 
toadon there, so I know. 
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"v ' ere engaged to be marriel. Angelinas ma knew |] 
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romance that did it. We were to elope, She drew thousands from 
the bank, and we fufnished a house. I got a discount for cash on the 
transactions and a small sum for the introduction. I kept all this to 
myself at the time. I wanted to surprise Angelina on the honeymoon. 
Alas! alas! But no, I will tell the tale. I will expose her in her 
nakedness—metaphorically speaking, of course. 

The house was furnished. The certificate was bought and paid for. 
I had a brand-new suit from Isaaes, Cain and Abel, on trust. Forty 
per cent. interest for a fortnight. I was reckless and cared for naucht. 
In twelve hours Angelina would be mine, and in the fulness of her 
passion she would pay for everything. 

The hour grew near. The church was waiting at Peckham for us 
to come and be joined. I took one last loving look at what would be 
our future home, after the wedding tour at Southend—a romantic 
spot, secluded from the haunts of titled nobodies, hired a cab, just 
a shilling fare from the sacred edifice, and resigned myself to my fate. 

Angelina was late. In an hour's time she was later still, In another 
hour she was latest. The parson grew cross; the clerk sniggered; the 
verger guffawed, 

It was a propitious moment. What had happened? Had _ het 
mother discovered all and frustrated it? I got nervous. Accidents 
by rail and ‘bus chased each other through my brain. I thought of 
everything, when, just as I could think of nothing else, a boy with a 
nose and a note appeared on the scene. I took the letter. It was 
from Angelina, It ran :— 


“So sorry to disappoint you, old chappy. Forgot to tell you I was engaged | 


marry Ichabod Solomon at ten o'clock, Our appointment was for twelve. It quit 
escaped me. Cheer up. We go to Southend to-~lay. The cottage you helped 
furnish will do splendid. Good-bye. ANGELINA THE LOVEL) 


Deceiver! Wretch! Villainess! This is the end. I spent the 
rest of the day at the “Jolly Topers.” I am too full for words. 
Nothing but the yawning gulf of the Thames awaits me. A _ police- 
man has seen my design. 

“ Forty shillings or a month.” 

The yawning gulf of the Thames awaits me still ! 


“ MASTER’s out,” said the seedy man’s servant to the collector, “at 
elbows,” she concluded, when the door closed, 








WEATHER WISE. 
First Briton.—* Wind up of the settled weather, I'm afraid 


Second Briton.—* Wind up, sir, wind up! Not a bit of it——-why, 


it’s the hed nningo u, | ind the heat way of lo hing at uw, Cov, 
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LIVELY FOR THE PUBLICAN. 


: tly suggested to a news that every publican should be allowed to serve only one drink to each customer. Our 
OG Sa ae ye Practical Sipdveeentan wellen, suggesting another simpler means towards the desired end :— 
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“Tet the publican,” he says, be compelled to conduct the candidate for drink into an ollice for the purpose, and obtain, by document and otherwise, #1! 
information as to his family history, age, state of health, the number of drinks he bas swallowed since infancy, the age of all his ancestors, and soon. Let 
this be written down as an affidavit, for which purpose the publican might retain a commissioner for oaths. 
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> 
The publican and candidate shall then proceed to Somerset House, to obtain copies of all available documents relating to the family of candidate, 


> ie copies of the affidavit, and so forth. The publican shall then prepare, and cause be to engrossed, a certificate certifying that he has obtained all 


information respecting candidate, : f Cc iders bi j 1r recinie P oo ae . . idi 
shall be eligible for J ote e, and that he considers him a fit and proper re: ipient of a drink ; and, at the expiration of another week, the candidate 
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scasioned by drink : ‘ 
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THAT AWFUL BOER. 


A Deputation to Lord Randolph Churchill—CInfur iate d Boer, Lady, Cunard Captain, and ITTotel Keeper) :— 
“LORD RANDY, WE PRESUME ?’ 





[ See Cartoon Verses, Pp. 
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TWO MUCH INVENTIVE GENIUS BY HALF! 


(1.) 


(2. 
Stoncbroke ) 


With Some 
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This os the last, THE VERY LAST. 


time [ shall help the god yor nothing Great G ingham Gamps ira > Steele 
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Whats th US 2 ' 
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Scape Gui C€ Said he iS he S ve the ~ 
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STATESMEN (AND OTHERS) ON THE STUMP. 


LABOUR in Congress—and quite time,too, Time that the producers 
should halt for atime and review their forces, their formation and 
their resources, reconnoitre the enemy's battalions, the strength of 
Messicurs the Capitalist and the Middleman. 

. . : - *. A 

Surely Mr. Gladstone did not mean to convey a covert sneer when. 
in answer toa correspondent who tried to “draw” him as to whether 
or not Labour should be more 
directly represented in Parliament, 
he replied that the same arguments 
were valid as regarded every class 
in the community, but that it would 
be a queer sort of Parliament ! 

J ° . + 

Consider the representation of 

the clerical interest in the Lords, 
and, indirectly,in the Commons; of 
the landed, the moneyed, the naval 
and military, and the legal interests 
in both —these interests practically 
constitute Parliament as she is, 
Kut where would these interests be 
if the substratum, the pillar, the 
keystone of each and all were taken 
away! That substratum, that 
a that keystone is tabour, 
wnest labour, on which the lord- 
lings live, the capitalists thrive, 
the manipulators batten. 

- - _ - 


And in proportion to its im- 


is the re presentation of Labour in 
the Councils of the nation ? 


| i oY sag 
portance, to its just claims, what TRAI C0 


John Nixon, President of the Mins 
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Soon, perhaps, a National Labour Congress will lead to an Inter- 
national one. And Victor Hugo’s United States of Europe, and Inter- 
national Arbitration, vice War dead and buried with hereditary 
privilege, will be more than dreams, 

* * # ~ * * 

Meantime, citizen delegates, don’t waste 'your force in talk, there ts 
enough of that in Parliament; still less in internecine warfare. 
Concentrations your policy, your watchword “(Capitaliste, aristocrate, 

bourgeois! J ‘vila Vennemi ! 
* * * ” 

La Belle France, having showed 
the world her pretty ships, is now 
ranging her boxes of soldiers, and 
letting Europe know (something) 
of what she can do with them. 
Possibly she has a few surprise 
packets reserved for the spect! 
edification of Kaiser Wilhelm 1! 
the sweet “Someday.” 

+ * * 

In view of coming events in th 
next parliamentary session their 
shadows are being cast before, and 
the performances of the political 
campaigners are “just a-going t0 
begin ;” there are mighty meetines 
organized for here, there and every: 
where. The “ principal speakers 
are to be the best that ean be pro 
duced, and the business on hand 18 


big with its own importance and 
So shut not 


4S 
| 1 its probable results. 

+ - , : ‘ 7 we 

NION ONGRESS your eyes to find what may a 

hn Burns that “ he will done but wake up, wake up, ant 
ved off.’ pestheee you shall see what you shall see. 
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A Stiff Gael from the 
North. 


A VERY startling matter do some 
linguists now show, 
To make each poor Conservative 
a sobber ; 
‘Tis quite enough to make them ill, 
when they are made to know 
That though “ Liberal” in 
the Gaelic tongue ! 
Means “ Forward” (as their 
bards have sung), 
Lo, “Tory” in that language 
means a * Robber ! ” 





A curious language, as we know, is 
that of stormy Gaels, 
But this quite damps Salisbur- 
ians’ gush and glory, 
To find, in spite of telling all their 
little fairy taies, 
By Gael locution ’tis inferred 
That ‘Forward” is the 
“ Liberal” word ; 
While the Gaelic phrase for 
“Robber” is “a Tory.” | 


Aiter all, tis not so Wron”’e for 

Tories dv steal when they can : 

Even now they pose in stolen 
Liberal * Klobber” ; 





So they mustn’t mind this new Aha “4 
“find” in the linguistie clan, Cm De 
Which proves that though 
(with more sense ripe), ahi 
The “Tiberal” shows a 


* Forward ” type, 
In Gaelic “Tory” represents : 
si Robber l “ 


~ 


NOTICE TO TIPPLERS.—* Bon- 
ded” spirits are not sold only in 


= tied Pe houses, 


O-fish-all. 
THE Trish Mackerel Fishery is said to promise well ; 
l'UN trusts it won’t turn out to be a journalistic “ sell "— 
He hopes reporters are not having larks. 
Any change for good in business is a blessing now for Pat, 
And we hope no grabber now will grudge this little bit of “ fat” ; 
And don't think we mack-erelevant remarks, 


SOME men have no self reliance. There’s that young Mannikin, 
who, whenever he goes to the Serpentine to bathe, won’t boldly take 
a header, no—he always stands shivering on the bank till he falls in 


With a friend. 











LITTLE 


WIDE-AWAKE. 


( ) o> 


M —T 


“ Why did you break off with Charley, dear?” 
“ Well, you're to blame for that—you used to ‘sit on’ him too much,” 


12] 











AE 
pee ANA " ‘ 
ROUNDING IT OFF. 


“Oh, he is such a perfect 


‘Gat,’” 


MAKING FRI®NDS3. 


AND so the French have gone back to their own porta, and the 
And now we're alone, and a good job too, It 
Portsmouth to see our men and the French 
tovether. They were on such good terms, They vot drunk tovether, 
and loved each other like brothers, Bah! What a parcel of non- 
Speakers say,“ Love your French brothers, love your German 
brothers! "’—love everybody and everything, | suppose, that’s, after 
all, trying to do you a mischief on the quiet, I don’t happen to be 
quite so amiable as all that myself. And I don’t suppose nations are 
any more amiable than people. 

One flat meets another tlat, and there is a little or a good deal of 
drinking, and then the hatchet will be buried about everything. I 
meet say, Smith, ky accident, on the top of the tramear. Because I 
( “It's a lovely day,” or some nonsense of 
undersold me with 


Germans went away. 
was a fine sight down at 


sense ! 


have met Smith and he 8 LYS, 


that sort. of course I'm going to forget that he 
Jorkins the other day? NotI. I hate the beggar just the same for 
all the “Good mornings” and “lovely days” going. Human nature 


is humbug and malignancy and revengeful, and all the rest of it, 
Still. friendliness must do good somewhere, Must it? Deo you 
mean that for a motto for a large hand copy book ’ J don't believe 
in anything of the sort, anyhow, What good comes of international 
exhibitions, “ Palaces of Peace,” and all the rest of it! Nothing but 
war. There was the Crystal l’alace, the World’s Fair, and then came 
the Crimean War. There was the great Paris Exhibition, and then 
the Franco-German War. And they're going to have an International 
Peace Mecting at Chicago. I wonder what the war will be that will 
follow as sharp after that? 
People can meet and yet 
I'm too cynical,am I? I don't 
of idiots to ever come to that. 


hate one another very comfortably, Oh! 
take the trouble to think about a lot 
The French war ships have gone, and 


the German war ships have gone. But nice little hatreds and 
jealousies will never, you be sure. Hel he! DIOGENES TUBBS, 
WHEN I immorta ny 1 shir erse, I shall call it 
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Peelers as Wheelers. 
ta M alt | 


THE slop was not on duty: still 


His law preserving frame 


Thrilled wild, as bloodhounds’ bodies thrill] 


What time they scent the game 
His mit the startiine t din ra VOX j 
s| vi ¢ Cammy of | withes Tia 


Had irom aA shop @ coat anne xed, 





4 7 
] mphantly he grabbed at last 
Phe garment grabbing twain. 
And for his douvhty deed the beak 


Phe cycling copper praised, 
And to that copper’s fame shall eke 
[ 


‘ 


lhe voice of 


FUN be raised, 
But FUN must f1 
1 


x 
om the story draw 
Its moral. FUN would like 
To see each “ legal limb” by law 
Provided with a “ bike” f 


Sir Robert ists an ¢ ivle’s eves, 
An Avamemnon's strength : 
Yet : he feats of tleetness tries, 
He drags his nderous length 
~O & ( ti y CHAS 
(oT 4 e that Crime vets Iree 
' { ’ ] i e ne race 
al [ 
‘ | 
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Al-pining Away. 
FAR up the Alps again this season 
Tourists climb sans rhyme or rea- 
son, ° 
And, as you've seen, while they’ve 
this wheeze on, 
Some are most foolhardy elves. 
This (S)wiss-dom, though, some are 
betraying ; 
Doubtless they, while Alp-ward 
straying, 
Change the old time honoured 
saying 
To * Heaven Alps them who Alp 
themselves.” 





New Leaves, 
WE could scarcely say anything 
more in praise of the illustrations 
in Scribner's than that they are 








equally az good and as numerous as 
isual. Inthe present number will 

e found the fifth and concluding 
| f the successf steamship 
| 8 -.* Adventures among Books,” 
i ngs As and many 
t articles.—The contents of St. 
Ni halas are as delicghtt lily varied 
and de] ciously diverting as Wwe 
ver find them.—One of the articles 


The Kaglish Illustrated that 
i be read with interest is 
‘The (Queen's Private Gardens at 
Osborne,’ but it is-by no means 
the best thing in the number. The 
story of that weird woman, * The 
Witch of Prague.” comes toan end 
—S0 does the volume.—No part ° 
cular mention need Le made of the 
contents of the Religious Tract 
Society's publications, they are 
always 59 good, 380 appropriate, an 
<o well known.—There is a little 
gem of a story, ” West North- 
West.” in Longman’s, and the 
author of it gives us an excellent 
‘Lesson in Life” in the same 
number.—The serial stories, com- 
plete stories and other articles in 
Household Words are amply suf- 
ficient in both quantity and 
quality. 





¥ the By Special Wire. 


“Borwick’s Baking Powder. 


3 Expect an awful blow-up.” From 
oe the very excellent quality of the 


powder we rather expect a good 


" 
iow out, 





When victims of their sleight-of-hand 
May hail a cycling slop. 

Right ill will fare each burglar scamp, 
For bathed Billy Sikes 

Will miss the bobby’s warning tramp 
When bobbies “* beat” on bikes ! 


Yet awkward now and then ’twould prove : 
Were Robert on his beat 

Compelled by law to ride, or shove, 
A cycle through the street. 

So FUN, for public weal, would ask 
Some scientific “gent” 

To set himself a useful task, 
And skilfully invent 

Machines of such ingenious make 
That every truncheoned tyke 

May in his waistcoat pocket take 
His Patent Folding Bike! 





























She.— JACK, HOW AM I TO KNOW THAT 
Ile — WHY, ALL THE REST OF THE GIRLS BELIEVE ME.” 





DOUBTFUL. 


You 


Ditties in Doses up to Date. 
(AND TIPS FOR TOPICAL SONGS.) 


‘avman lately described a fare as “no gentleman” because he was only in the 


t of t 


¥v Ul LAAT 


ng cabs in wet weather. } 


lansoms and Heathens.” 


" } } 
| AM a decent cabby 
\\ ) *s UeCCT) drivin’ 


SOLO a 


many a 


. } <a l 
Cn 18 Shandy 


CW hich persoomably had brains) 
id me quite sedately, 
/ but cabs it when it rains!” 


REFRAIN, 


DD rf Ley v1? ' rs] ones 
All) Uf); IMKEGWISC GCEG- 
i 
. ' 
WO! 
s¥ away I! In ORCS SO lOW— 
. 


il that heathen cove Was Wery 
OW, you bet, 

I feels sure you will agree 

No real gennelmin is he 

4ich only takes a hansom when 
its wet! 


\W 








You can’t canseive of some chaps: 
And their appears a 
blank, 


minds 


They mY I SU ning “in 
chaps 
The yve no lt ness on Lift s 
ns c § 
rans 
You may re that a ‘ 
Sees i ff ( ( 
But that = 7 if f*nT i 
4 \ ' 
E ve t ) 4 ivy I 


For, if cab coves all depended 
On such l’ayguns, 80 insane, 
We should want: ; 

And should pine for still more 


rain! 


ee } 
winnedaysen led, 


TopicaAL DuetT—* The Return of the Wanderer.” 


fi, Al i 


6 nw amit ’ . 
If f Tanything we ve specially long clam 
Iwas for just a glimpse of gleam|cts of t! 


oured all in vain, 


Sun! 


1, after all the leaden skies and soaking chunks of rain, 


Iwas natural to want a peep of Su: 


i. Mas 4 
‘ i we re 


vlad now to inform you that the Sun 


has sh ne 


ARE 


TELLING 


THE TRUTH WHEN You SAY YoU LOVE ME 


B. In case you haven't noticed it to tell you we proceed 
And we jump for joy— A. Of course,it may be changed ere this 
you read,— 


Both, Still, we've really had a visit from the Sun! 


(CHORUS, 
Yes, the 


Hlas called to brighten ski« 

We have missed him long, alack, 
But the Wanderer has come back, 
lcome to the good old Sun! 


The missing San 
‘s that were so dun, 


Sun! 


Sun —the 


ssi 


{. There’s a brand new Tu sh Ministry (and not too early, too)— 

BR, But that’s naught to the revival! of the Sun! 
China’s Emperor (mere |} iV ') his edacation loth pooh —- 

/. Unvratef i youth—and yet he's had some Sun! 


Phe Mahatmas 
7}, Strange Theosophistic 


are busy—inside Mrs, Kesant’s head ! 


deeds are Daily Chronicled, ‘tis said, 


A. And they've now released poor Hargan from imprisonment so 
lread 
Both, And he's out now— just in time to see the Sun! 


2B. Some are asking if hypocrisy is English or is French, 

A. Bab! What's (hat matter, now we have the Sun? 
That new so-called “ Belgian Shakespeare f vives one’s cheerful- 

ness a wrench, 

pi, Sut his pessimism's vain now we've the Sun! 

A. To break the Shorthand record there’s a little plan agog, 

B. And Charles Beresford the Krave is up for Parliament, sly dog ! 
And soon will politics again put many in a fog— 

Both. Put, oh ! come and be joyful in the Sun! 

Kreunt to bask blithely at FUN'S best up river retreat. 


s the carpet said of the broomstick. 
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Mre, Verjuice,—* Do Yor ADM 


That Awful Boer. 


(SEE CARTOON.) 


THE speciallest Special that ever was sent 
To write-up the very Dark Continent 
For Daily Graphic use, 
Has been running amuck in that far-off land, 
And treating some subjects he tinds to his hand 
With something like abuse, 


The ete Amers., the lai 5. and also the Waysr 
Of hotel-kee peers there, haven't comm by the 
pra sq’ 
Of this audacious se ribe: 
And, no doubt, to an errant political lord 
Democratic South Africa’s sure to afford 
hull we ope for yrowl or vibe, 
Whilst as for the Boers, a breed of the Dutch, 
He likes them so litth (or loathes them so 
much) 
That he has plied his pen 


Gold Moda) Awarded, Health Exhibition, London. 


Betiger’s 


FOR 
INFANTS, 





CHILDREN 


OOd =: 


Retail in Tins at ls, 6d., 2s, 6d., 5a., 
and 10s., of Chemists, etc., everywhere. 
Wi esaic {f all Wholesale H 
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IN WHISPERS. 
IRE HER PLAYING?” 


As though ‘twere design'd fora whip for their 


backs, 
And—free lance that he is—has made paper 
attacks OR diel ee, 
Upon those Transvaal men, aa eee 








Now, the Boer, who'll fight and is sturdy of 
l mh, 
At this Spe cial’s too special attention to him 
Feels rather in a fume; 
And we guess he'd be glad could he meet him 
alone _— 
With a stick—and remark, in a terrible tone, 
* Lord Randy, T presume?” 


“ RAIN, rain, come back from Spain, 

And never leave this isle again,” 
murmured the overworked and underpaid 
water cart man, 


\WARDED SEVEN PRIZE MEDALS. 


IRCULAR 
POINTE 


Write as smoothly at @ fead pencil, neither scratch nor spurt, 
the points betng rounded by a New Process N.B.—Artention ts 
also drawn to their New “ Graduated Series of Pens,” which offers 
the novel alvantaye of each pattern being made in 4 lewrees of 
GHeatbility A rtext Sa e Kos, of either series, for 7 stamps, 
from C. BRANUAUER & ( PEN WORKS, BIRMINGHAM 








Captain Guttergrew.—* YES; IT DROWN® HER SINGING.” 
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“Which his Name is Harris.”- 


A gentleman and “prophet,” named Harris, avers 
that he has discovered the secret of iromortality. FUN 
knew a less profit-able gentleman who hit upon it long 
before Mr. Harris. ‘This is the kernel of his story. 


He said, “I am so very clever, 
I've learnt how to live on for ever : 
I feed only on fruits 
And on innocent roots, 
And partake of intoxicants—never | 
3ut one day he swallowed the stone of a 
cherry 
And—left his relations his body to bury, 
And (FUN thought it mean on his part) took 
away with him 
His secret of living for ever—to stay with 
him 








Que — 


CAN a pair of boots that are not new be 
rightly referred to as “second hand”? 


CADBURY'S 





COCOA 


ABSOLUTELY PURE tnererone BEST 
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Inducing _yokels lo emigrale. 


The dea orran-grinder and 


oe pS ; . 
lie SU Ent organ. Ip lhe Cause of Socralisry Ly 








(1) ’Gainst sharks our swimmers need rules drastic! (5) Football joys again Man chooses, 
N.B —This is not “ writ shark-astic." With sweet bashings, bumps and bruises. 

(2) The Sun, who Farmers’ fears did banish, (6) This Organ, silent through its turnings, 
Seems inclined again to vanish. Brought (of cour e) still larger earnings. 

(3) This ‘*row,” where Hatred prone to live is, (7) These “ Socialists” thought window-breaking 
Suggests a moving song of ‘‘ Chivvy’s.” Made their ‘‘ Social " creed more taking. 

(4) Fiend Influenza still is ‘‘ gripping” ; (8) Canadian Vans make Kent their station, 
When, O, when, will he be skipping? vempting Hodge to emigration, 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 
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read up as occasion 
ie demands), learned 
a several things he had 
. not found in the his- 











THE OLYMPIC.—STEPH- 
ANIE STIR-EM-UP, THE 
GAMESOME ELEMENT, 


restrained effect, M 

















THE OLYMPiIc.—* GOING, 





oe .—THE marvellous educa- 
tional power of the stage is 
strongly exemplified in Mr. 
Wills’s new play, A Royal 
Divorce, just put up (with) at this 
theatre. A play containing more 
“things not generally known” has, 
probably, never gladdened the multi- 
tude since the same author's Charles J. 
burst in all its magnificent nonchalance 
upon our delighted gaze. Even NEs- 
TOR, with all his erudition (specially 


—— 

ae CAO 

Beaumont.—“ Save me! save me! I do not wan't to die.” 

Josephine-—*“ Nonsense | Run along and be shot —do you 
all the good in the world.”—Acene from Beaumont and 
Flincher. 


(fh he 
AIGA 


tory books he'd been anticipatively (if I may be allowed the expres- 
a sion) poring over all the week, and when it is remembered that the 
Olympic (I’m not going to call it New any longer, please) is what is 
called a “People’s Theatre,” the circumstance that these hitherto 
unknown facta reach an audience drawn (probably) from the least 
informed classes is additionally gratifying. 


It was rather a gratification than a disappointment to me to dis- 
cover that Josephine Beauharnais (Napoléon Beauharnais-parte’s first 
wife, you know) was a fair lady with pale and fluffy hair, because I 
prefer that style of beauty myself; I was even in some sort prepared 
for it, knowing Miss Hawthorne's style. I was, however, surprised at, 
although I could not but admire, the ready willingness with which 
the lady yielded her imperial and marital rights because her husband 
wanted to marry someone else; nor was I less charmed at the 
pleasing unconsciousness of any want of dignity with which she hung 
around the neighbourhood, her successful rival’s back garden, and 


things generally—keeping it up even after any 
respectable, historically inclined Josephine 
would have been dead and buried. There are 
many other amusing and instructive things in 
the piece. It becomes obvious, for instance, 
that Napoleon lost the battle of Waterloo be- 
cause 8o many field marshals and other officers 
were required to keep his horse from bolting 
from the firing that they could not attend to 
their more legitimate duties. But, as I con- 
sider it no part of a critic’s duty to discount the 
pleasure of prospective playgoers, I leave them 
to discover these things for themselves, and 
enjoy them in the full flush of novelty. 





Miss HAWTHORNE is nice and gently sad as 
Josephine, and dies with due effect from some 
inexplicable malady; but there is no body in 
the performance. Mr. Murray Carson plays with 
some (monotonous) force—he probably selected 
himself for the part on account of his facial 
fitness for it, Messrs, G. W. Cockburn and 
Eardley Turner both play with freedom, finish 
and “experience.” Mr. J. A. Welch gives an 
incidental bit of character with judiciously 


iss Lesley Bell makes a very ripe Marie Louise. 











Miss Georgie Esmond’s Stephanie is quitea kittenish bit of merriment, 
and there is every excuse for her dressing up in that officer’s uniform. 
Not only has she become (as she says) an ‘osier-oh, and consequent! y 
naturally addicted to ’ose (we always drop our 
“hg in French, you know), but when a high 
spirited young woman finds such a uniform 

rand-new, too) languishing in a lonely and 

eserted roadside inn, what is she to do but 
put it on, I should like to know. And what 
more natural, either, than that the innkeeper, 
who would, of course, never notice the removal 
of such a conspicuous object from his barely 
furnished apartment, should take her for a 
man, in spite of the particularly symmetrical 
pair of——- Well, you go and see that play ; 
I’m sure you'll be amused, especially at the 
young Prince’s unsuccessful attempt to start a 
D.T. discussion on the question, “ What is a 
Divorce?” 





THE AVENUE.—The best thing the manage- s ; ee 
ment of this theatre can do with the new pan- Puppus Geno EM 
tomime play, I think, is to Yvette overboard. *;Hg Bony PART, __ 
The story is neither so clear nor so touching as 
L’ Enfant Prodigue, nor has it that work’s charm of novelty. More- 
over, the piece appeared to have been ill rehearsed. According to the 
book of the words—a curious accompaniment to a “play without 
words ”—and also to the gestures of the performers, it appears that a 
couple of extremely poor young peasants love each other, a papa 
peasant will not allow them to marry without means, the young male 
peasant goes to Paris to make his fortune with a shepherd’s pipe, he 
meets starvation and snow instead, but falls in with a fast lot, who 
rescue him from the starvation and give him champagne, so that he 
has a vision of “the old home” (good old home!), and sees his sweet- 
heart “getting her to a nunnery.” This induces him to rush back to 
the village and stop the business, Whereupon, as he is poorer than 
ever, papa peasant considers it a suitable opportunity to give his 
consent and hurry up the marriage ceremony, 


THE story is very clearly unfolded by a clever company of gesticu- 
lators, among 
whom I recog- 
nized two compa- 
triots,the meaning 
of whose gestures, 
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THE AVENUE.—DUMB AFFECTION, 


book aforesaid. Mlle. Milly Dathenes is a 
very excellent Pierrot, and plays the diffi- 
cult second act remarkably well, and Mlle. 
Julie Avocat gives a very dainty perform- 
ance of the sweetheart. M. Chautard, with- 
out the advantage of a very expressive 
countenance, makes all that seems necessary 
of Mathias. The scenery is good, particu- 
larly the snow set, and the music appropriate and expressive. 
LyceEuM.—They’ve come! To stay a while, too. They look 80 
well, and we were delighted to see them, and they seemed delighted 
to see us, and we had a jolly Night Off together. Such fun. You 
remember, Next week we're going to have Zhe Last Word together. 
Tell you about it later, NESTOR. 


DUMB HARD WORK. 
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IANNIS UL 


A YOUTHFUL SYBARITE. 
Gipsy Parent (more in sorrow than in anger).—* Look ’ere, mother, 
that there boy’ll bring us to downright destitootion with ’is luxur’ous 


abits ! 


On’y last Monday fortnit I catched ’im washin’ ’isself !—an’ 


now ’e takes an’ wears his trouseys and overcoat at the same time! ” 








Ditties in Doses up to Date. 
(AND TIPS FOR TOPICAL SONGS.) 
SoLo—“ Wanted—A Mahatma.” 


O, FoR a clever Mahatma ! 
Like those which give Annie 
delight, 
If ’twere but a thin “pa” or fat 
“se ma ” 
I'd care not, so that it were right. 
Tis said they “ precipitate” letters 
And such, for the faithful to 
see, 
0, Z’d be their greatest of debtors 


If some things they’d “ precipi- | 


tate” me! 
CHORUS. 
O, Annie (or Besant), 
_ So canny—so pleasant, 
Since you and Mahatmas so nicely 
agree ; 
O, send one, I prythee, 
Or, lend one—if with thee, 


Just one good Mahatma to wait | 


upon me ! 


I long for a whopping addition 
To that so-called income of 
mine, 
1 long for a gorgeous position 
Wherein I (like FUN, say) could 
shine! 








I’d say, “ Let us move from this 
flat, ma!” 
(“ Wife’s mother?” you’d say 
—guessed it pat) 
In brief, I want oof, O, Mahatma, 
I wish you'd “ precipitate” that ! 


I yearn to be basking in glories, 
To wallow, as ’twere, in great 
fame, 
As a writer of great (well paid) 
stories, 
Or poems (if paid for the same). 
Andatitle, perhaps, if they “spot” 
one, 
And acoronet, stead of this hat, 


| And :true, loving pet—No, I've 


got one, 
You needn't “ precipitate” that / 


CHORUS. 
So Besant (or Annie) 
So pleasant (or canny), 
Don’t send the Mahatmas you 
now so adore 
I need not much grumble, 
So heed not your “humble,” 
I’ll trust the Provider I’ve trusted 
before ! 


ToPICAL DuET—* Distinguished Visitors.” 


A, On seeing us upon your step, you murmured, wedaresay, 
“ Lor’, to what are we indebted for the honour of this visit ? 


B. In point of fact, you said (as we remarked “ How do to-day ! 


999 


“Ah! to what are we indebted for the honour of this visit if 
A, You are honoured, for we represent the reverend Mr. FUN, 
Of St. Thingamy Jygeg’s in Fleet Street, he’s the Rector so Al, 
B. And, lo! unto the fact that he with topics bade us run, 


You, readers, are indebted for the honour of this visit ! 











































































CHORUS, . 
and the fact that good old Parson FON has bade us pay this visit 
ould make you all respect his age, and never try to quiz it— 
For you'll own it isn’t courteous not to make a great fuss, is it ? 
When to him you are indebted for this honour shedding visit ! 


A. Young Earl Dudley lately married a most fascinating girl, 

B. And he’s really much indebted for the honour of her visit. 
But pn 7 and rowdy manner of some guests caused quite a 

irl— 

A. Yea, that church was not indebted for the honour of their visit. 

B. Marlowe now has his memorial, after some three hundred years— 

A, At the T. U. Congress Burt's big bell full oft assailed our ears— 

B, Monty ” Williams goes to “ Mary’bone,” which East End wrong 

uns cheers— 
Both. But West End brutes are gloomy at the honour of his visit. 


A, That Mitylene matter caused a mighty city scare, 

B. We're in debt to money grubbers for the honour of that visit, 
Of unscrupulous financiers we have plenty and to spare, 

A, Our Exchange is none the better tor the honour of their visit. 
A new Russian Loan is imminent, “ Why, Czar-t'nly!" say you, 
And Hirsch and Company (Limited), befriend full many a Jew, 

B. But to a nasty novelist stage critics cry “ Pooh-pooh ! "~ 

Both. The Stage is not improved much by the honour of his visit ! 
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William’s New House. 


WILLIAM'S got a new house Muswell Hill way. He never leaves off 
telling us the charms of that place. He rushes suddenly into the 
office in the morning, perspiring as if he had been dipped in the wash 
tub, and then yells out, “ Do you know that I’ve found there's two 
knobs on the dust-bin lid? I’ve counted ‘em, so has Mrs. William.” 
Then we curse him silently for interrupting us. Then he begins again : 
- Isn't it a lucky thing! There's a brick broken just beside the door 
—it makes such a ledge for the man to leave the cat's meaton; besides, 
there’s a shadow on the meat, so that it’s more likely to keep.” Then 
we rise, all of us, to crush William, and he slings out to make what 
we call his swell lunch—two bottles of gingerbeer and a bath bun. 
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NOT WELL POSTED. . | 
“B’ Jove! there’s a fellow making love to my girl—and in the open 
[ Hurrying up, he found that his near sight and the 


autumnal mist had deceive d him, 





street, too!” 
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EVERY MAN HIS OWN BYE-LAWYER. 


4 . i told that the boat was ful] 
i icket for Yarmouth by steamboat ; on attempting to use the return half, he was oat wa and 
FUR phi pay Bg ont ony og wb fi acatte train, and reals Hate the Steamboat Company. The defendants pleaded that one of the conditions of the 
ticket was that the Company would not be responsible if any passenger was left behind for want of accommodation, and Mr. Commissioner Kerr (possibly 
mistaking the Company's bye-laws for an Act of Parliament) decided in favour of the defendants !] 
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Jornter the Tripper had a beautiful dream about this thing.—He And he aflixed his bye-laws to a board, and carried them about. 
dreamed that he took a bint from the ways of the Boat Company. ‘‘ Tell . ” ; 
you what,” said he to the Company, ‘‘I'll go for a trip on your boat, and I won't be responsible for paying you if I don’t happen to have any money. 
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Well, he had the 1 iost satisfactory dealings with all the Boat Companies of the world; he went, not only to Yarmouth, but on pleasure cruises to the 
uth Sea Islands, and the Companies provided a hammock, and drinks and everything. It was really enjoyable, you know. 
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idy > we'll say mo more about it I Al pe Lag a fe Ww years of it, ‘ I owe you a few thousands, | fancy . but, fact is, | haven't the asv 
7 oe wae te ANG Mr, Commissioner Kerr upheld Jornter’s decision and mulcted the Companies in costs, 
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WITH BOTH EYES OPEN. 


SALISBURY ON THE LOOK our AT HOME AND ABROAD, 





(from a well known Work Y Art, with Lpologics to tha Vavalrics.) 
[ Si 4? Cartoon | CT8ER, p. 134. 
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FACT AND FICTION. 





Elder Sister.—“ It was just here the great battle was fought, Pussy.” ; 
E. S—“* The Normans and the Danes.” 


Pussy. —* Oh, only those hist’ry people! I’m very glad. I thought you meant real people!” 


Pussy. —* Who fought it?” 





Genuine “Precipitated” Letters, 
By A TRADESMAN, 


Eacu dabbler in the weird Occult 
Has been delighted greatly 
(O’er what will faddists next exult’) 
To learn that letters lately 
Have been inscribed by dead men, 
all 
Unchained by Azriiel’s fetters :-— 
Which missives “tall” such dabblers 
call 
“ Precipitated ” letters ! 


| In movements of the hand laid low 

I’m not initiated : 

But letters well, as well I know, 
May be “ precipitated” 

By living hands. My patrons rich 
Have ne’er a farthing tendered 

In payment of the debits which 
Full fourteen times I’ve rendered. 

So, may not fierce epistles, scrawled 
From creditors to debtors, 

And headlong hurled (by grieved and 

galled 

Recipients) on the fire, be called 

“ Precipitated ” letters ? 





i 





HAVE you ever noticed how many 
Englishmen belong to North American 
Indian tribes? For instance, masons 
are O-chip-aways, jobbing tailors 
ad Vee A-patches, our Lombardian uncles 
Pawnees, Jewish tinsmiths Mo-hi- 
cans, buttermen Coman-cheese, credi- 
tors Sioux (sues), sweeps Blackfeet, 
gardeners Diggers, and so on. 











Liberals, look out! 
[Someone has written a novel for the purpose of “ Annihilating Liberalism.” Its 
title is —— but bush! we are observed !} 

A SOMEONE (who's No-one !) has written a novel, 
Its name is—ah, well, never mind— 

To make those bad, black-hearted Liberals grovel, 
"Twould seem to be strictly designed. 

To teach Gladstone’s victims Conservative glories 
This story has proudly been penned ; 

And, really, ‘tis one of the rammest rum stories 
That even a Mudie dared lend! 

And the author (a foe to political schism) 

(uite thinks he has wiped ont all Liberalism ! 


All Liberal “ lyings” and Radical “ blarings,” 
And anti-Conservative “ herds” 
He claims to have studied in “all their strange bearings,’ 
And utters some brain boiling words: 
He classes all Liberal fiends as vile schemers, 
As Socialists, Vultures and Scum ! 
Thieves, Felons and Infidels, Shocking Blasphemers, 
Unless—they all Tories become ! 
And (good easy man) by the way he doth quiz 'em, 
He thinks he has squelched fiends of Liberalism lL 
The hero's a sort of Conservative Crichton, 
Whose learning the author thinks deep, 
But a Board Scholar to him would seem quite a Titan, 
Indeed, the said hero’s most cheap ! 
This novelist crawls before persons Pine-blooded, 
And “ crouches" to hear fordlings speak ; 
Indeed, (f this curious book you had studied, 
You'd stare at his ignorant cheek! 
Yet he deems he’s so lighted by Wisdom’s great prism 
That he (poor young man !) has squelched Liberalism ! 


’ 








STATESMEN (AND OTHERS) ON THE STUMP. 


WaAks and rumours of wars are the order of the day—at all events, 
as regards the latter. What a high old time the Stock Exchange 
speculators and the newspaper people have been having, to be sure ! 

*. * o * + 7 

“For ways that are dark,” commend us to the wire-pullers of the 
Bourses of Europe. These gentry batten upon the misfortunes of 
others. They are veritable vultures, and a battle means to them a 


| 





' 


gorge. When the world is tranquil, they are curses to humanity; 
when it is troubled, they are the same thing, only more so. 
* * * * cal * 

At the same time, where there is smoke there is sometimes fire, and 
the Mity-lene affair is probably not all smoke, The landing of British 
bluejackets at Sigri may have been merely a naval manceuvre or a 
picnic, or any other harmless eccentricity, but it comes so pat on the 
latest Russian move that, although not in the Sigrit, one can read 
between the lines. 

. . . aa * * 

The Russian Bear and British Lion have been playing at chess for 
thirty-five years, their board being Eastern Europe and Asia. Bruin'’s 
cautious move in the direction of the Dardanelles was clever—very 
clever, . * . * * 





What more natural, then, that Leo should plant a pawn on the 
Sigri square and call “ Check”? 
. 


. * - - * bad 
Miss Greenfield has declared, in the presence of representatives of 
Eugland and Persia, that her perversion to Moslem faith and re 
to a Moslem lord were voluntary acts. Nevertheless, the whole 
circumstances are so strange, that one wonders if the girl was intim? 
dated from stating all that had oc-Kurd. 
7 


* oo > * - ‘ 
So Mr. Gladstone goes to Newcastle, The odds are they wont - 
him off with a Tyney speech. . * = 


Mr. W. H. Smith is once more on board the Pandora, flying o 
flag of the Cinque Ports. Some of his colleagues have been at sea © 
the Session, and it’s a wonder they haven’t sank long ago. 
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The “Greater Attraction” Cure. 


(It is rumoured that at the commencement of the 
next Parliamentary Session a “formal protest ” will be 
male “against the wholesale admission of ladies to the 
precincts of the House of Commons,”] 

MISOGYNIST Members of Parliament mean 

When they next in the Bower of St. Stephen’s 
convene, 

To enact such a law as will hinder great gangs 

Of fair ladies from coming to hear their 
harangues, 

And to criticise freely the weak and the 
strong,— 

Or the lobbies, the terrace, the tea-room to 
throng, 

) * * * 

But the place where the vicious Erinyes dwell 

- lath no fury so fierce as a scorned damozelle : 

So the question is, Who'll of the question first 

__ treat, 

Since the question will, questionless, cost him 
his seat ? 

ee. if Members are really resolved to be free 

rom the seraphs who swallow their speeches 

_ and tea, 
= suggest that diplomacy’s aid may avail 

nero, diecomrtevtas force will undoubtedly 

Al . J 

Let a Member induce those constituents 
Wh ed [ repair, 
10, by hook or by crook, will Big Ben-wards 





gee you 1 give him any name buf? rune ! sai 
pp’s 


ncleClattérbill; ~Go the babe was chrisféne> 


lady only looked wilh favour on him. 


was inclined % share his files. Puthe did nt rise % the occasion. . 


“WHAT'S IN A NAME?P” 





ae S 






“bould n*#- 


Mm Clown, 
| e/*]r Popp?” 


asked one, 


To acquire a strong taste for the soother 
benign— 

For the “glorious-in-pipes, the in-hookahs- 
divine.” 

And, when ladies are slaves to tobacco, M.P.s 

May be freed from their feminine critics with 
ease, 

And yet give no offence to constituents fair 

Who will still, as of yore, to St. Stephen’s 
repair, 

Let the House with a Smoke Room for Ladies 
be blest, 

pray can't you, dear reader, imagine 

the rest ? 


New Leaves. 

“ PARSON AND PAINTER,” written by the 
Rev. Joseph Slapkins, illustrated by Charlie 
Summers (John Hudson and Co.), That these 
chapters have been ey printed in a 
aakts journal is no drawback to their pre- 
sentation in the present form, The diverting 
dissipations of the parson and painter in their 
wanderings and excursions are highly exhila- 
rating, if not intoxicating, with no depending 
depression to follow. The numerous mirth 
inspiring illustrations are perhaps of the 
rough and ready order, but there is in all of 
them a conspicuous cleverness that lifte them 
far above the need of more careful manipula- 


And 
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tion. These “ Experiences of Life” are to be 
continued in a forthcoming Conservative 
weekly paper (ig Ben) which’ will soon 
strike one.—“Sun Pictures of the Norfolk 
Broads,” by Payne Jenninga (the Permanent 
Photo Printing Works, Ashtead, Surrey). Here 
are 100 superb sun pictures of the well known 
“ Broads,” brought into the narrow compass 
of one delightful vol. They are all on the 
“ broad” principle, and, broadly speaking, are 
well nigh unsurpassable. They are enough 
to charm amateurs into artists, and make 
artists more artistic.— Strange Adventures,” 
by Dorothy 8. Sinclair, illustrated by 'T. M, 
Bowles (Biggs and Co.). This is a charming 
book for children who never fail to find plea- 
sure in fanciful fairy tales such as these, and 
in such well drawn pretty pictures.—* A 
Holiday in a Manor House,” by Kvelyn 
Everett Green (same publishers), This isa 
capitally told story, full of the right sort of 
“haunted house” interest for boys and girls, 
the more praiseworthy as it teaches them to 
“put no belief in ghosts.”—“ The Dead Ass 
and the Holy Coats” (Alfred Boot and Son). 
Between the two stories here given, which in 
many points are parallel, we prefer that of the 
Dead Ass, The meaning of each is “ Behold 
and Believe,” and there might be added, 
“Lol we deceive.” 
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ARS LONGA, VITA BREVIS EST. 








TURF CUTTINGS. 
To THE EDITOR OF “FUN,” 

Sin.—Here I am in town once more, and, like a mariner ashore, 
I'm doing all that can be done to pret my share of any fun that may be 
going on in this adorable metropolis. lor, after all is said and done, 
there's not a single place—not one—on all the earth (so note it down) 
that can compete with London town. And, like that mariner absurd, 
to whom I have above referred, whose sum of stipulated pay accumu- 
ites while he’s away: and who, as soon as he’s returned to claim the 
wages he has earned, and feels the locker full of shot, proceeds at 
once to blew the lot; so I, who take my yearly trip by road, or rail, 
or creaky ship, and spend a portion of my wealth in laying in a stock 
of health, as soon as I return to town (just tinted toa pleasant brown) 
I hasten- need it be explained /- (list ursing quickly all I've gained. 


I rush wherever pleasure calls, to theatres and music halls, to clubs, to 


«pots where beauty throngs, to swimming baths and restaurengs—in 
short, from morning until 

express my joy at being here once more, my boy. For, whatsoever be 
the dream indulged by other folks, the cream of holidays, I will main- 
tain, consists in getting back again. So, like a giant much refreshed, 
Whose spear has just been newly fleshed, I here attach my tip, old 
chap, for 


late, ine¢ veryth rer partici ate by which I can 


LEICESTER’S ROYAL HANDICAP, 
THOUGH softly the cadence of music may linger, 
Let Amphion tempt thee not, wary and wise, 
Not his the full se ptre of kingship to finger, 
In spheres less exalted he'll snatch at a prize, 
\nd sturdy Rathbeal, though good fortune befriend him, 
Must look, at this time, for no | tl t 


And Unicorn (even suppose they “intend” him) 


Fitz Simon is he irty 
hut not to be counted with thos 

lavateky w scarcely be * pre-cipitated 
sufficiently forward for even a pla 

I think Crown Princess will surprise you a little 
(I'd put ona copper if I could afford), 

Le Nord should do something—and, though he's so “kittle” 
Well—there—I am putti gpa bit on Le Nord. 

But these may be playthings (though he who is artful 
Will fail not to reckon, I faney, with such : 

bor none can afford to ck spise the whole cartful 
Who hopes to make betting successful—not much 1). 

Though he who has backed Gouverneur may be fearful 
He'd easily sel] off his cl ances at par : , 

Who gets on Victoricus ought to feel cheerful. 


Al d place should be found for L. Al Css le J uarre, 


‘ 


Wel » BUT, I'm home (and precious glad), But what a summer we 


I know there were not wanting some who said it never 
meant to come thre said that - i ¢C away ft ike a le rthy 
ay—ret from duty with siness to the 
ent tum es} But as { 











we can't gO just yet, 
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have been, I’m sure, in ev'ry sense, rewarded for our confidence, It 
| It only stayed three days ; but goodness! wasn't it a 
When next it pays a visit thus, may I be there, 
TROPHONIUS, 


came ! 
blaze! 








WHAT difference is there between to-day and to-morrow ?—To night. 
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ANY (S)PORT IN A STORM. 
Lady Lil.—* What a dreadful bore! It’s raining quite fast, and 
> Cal Whatever shall we do? We've seen all the 
celebrities and taken stock of all the bonnets and new gowns.” : 
Lady Vi (suddenly inspired).—“1 have it!—Let’s look at some of 
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OUT OF HIS SPHERE. 
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(1). Dabchick w , 
leisure ae <1 was not a “ lady’s man,” but a boater. Most of his | only bit a large piece out of his teacup, but also swallowed it in his agitation. 
thet Maar: aa in riverside pubs, It was in the ‘‘Pike and Quart Pot” | (4). Mashiboy’s admiration for him waned fast; especially when he com- 
2), Dabchiet found him when he came to invite him to the tennis party. | menced to play tennis. (5). But when he warmed to the game ani 
lattes 4 K came after much persuasion and was introduced to the forgot his terrors—great Scott !—he paid them all out and no mistake—it 


In a state of hachfn k ; ; 
st Nid “ag? f oashi il terror. (3). Which increased to such an was a real treat to wade into them and show them what form was—as 


roccan ?} aw } ‘ al , ; 
iressed by a comely damsel, that he no he afterwards said 
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WHAT DID SHE MEAN, PRECISELY? 
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He— VReETTY DReEss, THAT YOUNG LADY'S WEARING—CUT RATHER LOW IN THE BACK, THOUGH.” 


She" Hunuent Too MUCH SHOW ALTOGETHER, J THINK.” 


With Both Eyes Open. But Lord Salisbury—like the young man 


(SEE CARTOON.) ()} the Niival (this year’s) Exhibition— 


" } y 4 ’ Has ad motes t > ie sil | H 
IN this land the word “clue K, as Vou ve ” x. ! he — plan . 
samedi Of assuming a watchful position ; 
He . lt - to Aaning a low cond ! eatine HPO ih his lis, with both eyes open wide, 


He can follow these ducky exeursions 
ii the ofling, ana p rhaps will decide 
To regard them as idle diversions. 


Means a nice dar Ing biped (not rol), 
Whom you'd feel a geat pleasure in meet- 


’ r 
But abroad the French term for that same . le 

Luscious fowl! has ar hel ager WHY is a man, who has a pair of wooden 
Being otherwise used as the nas I secure against absolute impecuniosity ? 

| ria new (il ie’ TO ( } | nN. it tUSse Tif Sal Way _ | ORSCSSE | of two-pins, 
P ik I | 

| ds—their wild « ha By an ex-Owner. 

’ ' , , orn } ” 
ne, | “°TIs money makes the mare to go,”"— 

\ also has chanced to oe ee 


the proverb, | Say, No; 


mney makes her stay. 


i . ‘Tis want of money makes her go— 
\ | iritish proceedings o'er sea At least, I’ve always found it so— 
Cir Appearans: make B Vil SUpryrestion, That's why I’ve none to-day, 
And the cause of their tlight seems to | : ‘ 
\l boon, with ¢ arias : . ah 
much Mixa Up Wi he Dardanelles Qu How to find a snowdrop: Tumble downa 
tion. 
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BIRD'S 
‘CUSTARD 


POWDER ia 


Supplies a Daily Luxury. Dainties in endless WARNIN 
Variety. The Cheicest Dishes and the Richest 4 “eats 


Custard. NO EOOS REQUIRED 














lue. 


Substitutes. 





CADBURY’S 


* ‘Giving him: Beans; or, (King)} 
‘'Harry-cots, | 
SOMEONE has “ whitewashed” the second H. 
Tudor, 
Known as the “ Bluff King Hal,” 
That much married man of whom some cry 
“ Pro Pudor!” 
He kept up a wicked Cabal. 
That naughty old party, perspiring with— 
sudor, 
Was always so prone to divorce, 
That some think this “ whitewashing man 
an intrudor 
And fain would prevent him by force! 
But historians now have a nice little way 
Of giving all villains a “ whitewashing” day. 





A READY and reliable way of ascertaininp 
ig to 


whether it will be “ fine to-morrow, }! ht 
. ° " , 9? carniont. 
dine, “not wiselv. but too well overnip® 


: : ° he 
sally forth and make a disturbance 1 the 


street, assault a policeman, and obtain 
opinion of a magistrate in the morning. 





COCOA 


ABSOLUTELY PURE rnererone BEST 
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TIP-TOPICAL TOUCHES, 
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of bs folly 
Cigarele-smoking 17 church 
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SY Arrival of rival spirifcal 








ierkers ¥ ey oP Par asl ay Hii 
<5 1 Mashonaland Sunday lark s at Easl ourne. Pulling a policemary. ff 
(1) At clergymen’s mild cigarettes some feel throes ; (5) To fatten the goose for a Michaelmas feast 4 
Tis not cigar-ette-iquette, strait folks suppose. | Is a case of De govse-tibus-est at the least. 
(2) To see a new ghost walk Kent Roadents did go— (6) By all sorts of creeds is Mashonaland claimed, ; 
lo see his ‘ghost walk” would please many a ‘‘ pro.” So that Mission-aland ‘twere more fittingly named. | | 
‘~) A man bought the Island of Gulland for oof — | (7) “Swell” Eastbourne still keeps up its Sabbath day joys 
That England’s a “‘ Gull ”-land bis prank would give proof. When the S.A. and rowdies es-say to make noise, 7 ’ 
A wicked young woman tried smoking in pews, (8) To butt a poor bobby who catches you hot 
But was puff-ectly shocked at the magistrate’s views. On flat burglary bent, is butt sense, is it not! 
vou. LIV, NO, 1377. 
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_ SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


—IT was a rather in- 
* teresting Saturday 
evening, I think. 
I’m alluding to the 
Saturday evening 
which saw the re- 
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TUE GABRKICK.—K*tuX AND CROss. 





a 7 


opening of the Garri k Theatre, the re- 
. y 


vival of T. W. Robertson's School, the 
first appearance of Mr. Irving's eldest ScHooL.—TuE NEW SCHOLAR. 
son upon the stage, the artistic mark 

made by Mr. Hare's son in a character part, the appearance of the 
inimitable Miss Ada Rehan (at the Lyceum) in a new (to us) part in 
one of Mr. Daly's dreadful plays, and the diffi@ulty I had in persuading 
a cabman that I'd come less than two miles in his vehicle. (1 don’t 
wish it to be supposed that I consider the last named item of general 
interest, but it occurred at about the same time, so I thought I’d just 
mention it.) 


‘IT was certainly a very first-class audience which assembled to see 
Mr. Hare’s young ladies and gentlemen resume their studies after the 
vacation; there were several highly distinguished persons there 
besides myself, and the gathering of the critics was so large and repre- 
sentative of the cream of the craft that I rather wondered if there was 
going to be any criticism of the Lyceum production at all. (I can’t 
tell you what I wondered that for: be- 
cause it was no business of mine.) 

Or course, we felt quite safe, and com- 
menced to enjoy ourselves directly the 
curtain drew up, disclosing the pretty 
woodland scene (the beauty of which we 
acknowledged with a round of applause) 
and all those careless schoolgirls lying 
about on the grass in spite of autumnal 
damp. Very fine girls for their age, too, 
those girls, and very unsophisticated, not 
\ having (apparently) ever heard the story 
) of Cinderella until the pupil teacher read 
} it aloud to them on that occasion. But 

why trouble our heads about the mani- 
fold impossible details of a manifestly 

Impossible whole /—we've settled all that 
long ago. The wonderful way the puppets 
talk, and the capital art with which they 
are acted, make them something more 
2 than acceptable, and we look upon their 





e'.) goings on as the amusing and interesting 
Sik. eccentricities of a race of beings we have 
’ = / never seen before. 
4 —_—_--.-+-— 
\ ee 


Tuk GAWRICK.—NAOMI. THE ALTHOUGH the acting is really very 
NKIRESS—NoT aT aLL ux- 00d all round, I don’t think that. 


NACMI-ABLI except in the cases of the three princi- 
» 4 
- pat ladies, it can really be called “up to 
etandard Mr. Mackintosh is extvemely we! ut Mr Hare ha 
wi 1 foe « . @} 7 > . “hs ’ . — aad 
tp Ms i , a ah. ‘ Be hui Farintosh. whoic © a mistortune for 
oth Mr. Mackintosh a rselves, I t Mr. Gart 





is rather superficial, though I haven’t been able to find out precisely 
why I think so. Mr. H. B. Irving, after receiving a tremendous burst 
of applause belonging to his father, settled bravely and freely down 
to work. Lord Beaufoy is not a part that a comparative novice is 
likely to shine in, and, as a natural consequence, the young actor can- 
not be said to have shone. But I think he has the acting instinct in 
him, the skeleton seems well built and proportioned, and only wants 
filling in with a little sincerity, or, to be candid, a lot of sincerity, 
He has rather a tough job before him—to play up to his name, but | 
don’t think he need be very much afraid. Mr. Gilbert Hare madea 
bit of a splash, as I have hinted, in the part of Krux, a very credit- 
able and well studied performance for so young a man. Mr. Harford’s 
scenery is very beautiful. 


THE LyceuM.—Women are supposed (a good many things appear 
to be supposed about women, on not very tangible grounds, I 
fancy) to be peculiarly fond of, the last word. I’m sure they are 
quite welcome to The Last Word, belonging to Mr. Daly, as far as 
I’m concerned, at anyrate. There are some bright touches of dialogue, 
and the story might, as a distant possibility, have been made some- 
thing of in very skilful 
hands indeed, also — and 
this is a decided feather in 
the adaptor’s cap—the com- 
pleteness with which an 
American tone has been 
given to the story in trans- 
lation is a piece of excep- 
tional cleverness. That’s all 
the good I can say of the 
piece, however. That a 
man who is adamant to the 
voices of reasoning and 
parental affection should 
suddenly succumb to the 
influence of a lengthy and 
dismal anecdote, even when 
recited by Miss Rehan, is 
not a postulate to be re- 
ceived otherwise than with 
smiles derisive. Unless we 
imbibe the impression that 
the badgered secretary is 
goaded into submission by 
the fear that the Russian 
lady may have many 
similar anecdotes in stock, 
a contingency from which 
he may 
well shrink 
appalled. 

































OF course, 
the infinite 
art of Miss 
Rehan ss 
covers a 
multitude 
of sins, I think I could stand all the dull and pointless anecdotes there 
are for the sake of the exquisite comedy she gives us in the second act 
—ay, even though she did make my heart stand still by the crude 
iniquity of reciting that dire anecdote referred to over the footlights 
instead of addressing it to the gentleman she was endeavouring to 
influence. Mr. Drew plays his part with the admirable force and 
finish we expect of him ; and Mr. Lewis’s drolleries and Miss Cheat- 
ham’s accompaniment make things very happy and pleasant. Miss 
Irving is very satisfactory, too, with odd reminders of the leading 
lady in her voice. But, indeed, we are getting impatient for Shake- 
speare and Sheridan. | 


THE LYCEUM.—THE AUTOCRATIC RUSSIAN. 


St. JAMEs’s HALL.—Well, if I didn’t feel myself a boy again, and no 
mistake, at this place the other afternoon! ‘To find Mr. G. W. Moore 
and his satellites singing with all their old go such songs of my youth 
as“ Oh! would I were a bird,” “I’m off to Charlestown,” “* Meet me 12 
the lane,” “ Ada with the golden hair” and “ Ten little niggers,” lifted 
the load of years and took me back to the time when I used to warble 
those very ditties myself at suburban (and urban) evening partes, 
quite oblivious of the fact that everybody went to have a drin 
directly I commenced. This pr vramme was in celebration of the 
opening of the twenty-seventh year of this first class troupe’ 
devotion to the task of amusing a c/ientéle that never fails them. 
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Nop AND WINK.—One of the most interesting and valuabie 0° 
theatrical books is “The Life and Reminiscences of E. F. Blanchard, 
v s just about to be issued by Messrs. Hutchinson & Co. NESTOR 
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He—‘‘ CHESTNUT LOOKS AS FRESH AS PAINT THIS MORNING, MISS HIGHFLYER.” She-—“ YOU SAY NOTHING OF HIS RIDER.” 
He—“ AH! SHE LOOKS FRESHER THAN PAINT!” 
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Ditties in Doses up to Date. 
(AND TIPS FOR TOPICAL SONGS.) 


SoLo—" Gold 4: the Green Jsle.” 


OcH! have you hurrud the glor- 
ious news 
That comes across from Erin ? 
‘Twill dhrive away all kyinds av 
“ blues,” 
And putt a shtop to carin’, 
‘Twas whoile we hurrud that 
snakes once more 
Had come again to Tara; 
We read a swate report, asthore, 
Av gould in Connemara. 
‘Twill be no great shakes, 
This talk av snakes, 
If there’s gould in Connemara! 


For St. Pat, who was a gintleman, 
We firrust thought we’d be 


sendin’ 
To give those snakes his blissed 
ban 
9 


Our land to be defendin’. [song 
At firrust we sang a saddened 





(Loike Misther Iz, de Lara) 
Until that missage came along 
Av gould in Connemara! 
We scorned, thin, faix, 
Those new found snakes, 
Whin we'd gould in Conne- 
mara ! 


Ah, shure Erin’s long been poor 
enough, 

Yiss; rightly called disthress- 

ful ; 

So at sharin’ in this goulden stuff 
’Tis time she was successful. 
An’ if she és, aich broth av a bhoy 

Will swape the Harrup av Tara, 

An’ to its chunes he'll jig for 
Joy, 

O’er gould from Connemara! 
Och, an’ may the powers 
Sind down in showers 

This gould in Connemara ! 


TopicaL DUET—“ Quarter Day.” 


A. Of all the dread days in the brown month of Sept. 
_The worst and most woful is Quarter Day, 

B, Unless you have rent, not to pay, but accept— 
And then a sweet function is Quarter Day. 

A. But, feeling that some of you readers will be 


Annoyed at thus having to “ 


” & be 


= We've dropped in to mention some topics which we 
oth, Fear you'd miss in the worry of Quarter Day |! 


CHORUS, 
It causes a quiver, does Quarter Day, 
Yea, whether a longer or shorter day, 
It makes the heart smart, 
For the best friends must “ part ” 
On matters of house rent on Quarter Day! 


A, That the price of champagne is about to be raised 
May have slipped yeur attention this Quarter Day! 





cutee 





$$ a 
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B. At the “ glass's” descent, though, you’re perhaps not amazed, 
For bad weather is rife upon Quarter Day. 
A, Street cries from the phonograph soon will be heard, 
B. The poor Primrose League's funds have grown more absurd, 
And to rowdies in Highgate Woods some have demurre’— 
Both. They're as unpleasant (nearly) as;Quarter Day ! 


A. John Morley on village woes had a good say, 

Showing Tories no mercy—or “ Quarter” Day, 
B. The Defence of the Thames and the Medway (hooray !) 

Will advance, it is said, by next Quarter Day 
A. A Dardanelles Conference soon they’ll report, 
B. And a“ grabber” in Herts lately “ drew off” the Stort ! 
Both. And they say our new Postmaster-Gen,’s a good sort, 

So we'll welcome him now, though ’tis Quarter Day |! 
[ Exeunt to shoot the moon, 
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William and His Holiday. 


I LIKE to hear when William is having his holiday, He writes to 
me from some seaside place, and says, “ Dear Smith,—I get up early 
every morning and have a bath, and rum and milk afterwards, and 
then I have my breakfast ; and then at half-past one I have an early 
dinner, and I Zo out with the children and collect shells and things. 
And then I have a high tea, and then I go out and listen to the band 
on the pier. I wish you were enjoying yourself like this.” Now, I 
don’t enjoy myself like this, Rum and milk upsets my liver. 
Bathing before breakfast makes me faint. Early dinners in seaside 
lodging-houses mean fat shoulder of mutton ; and as to gathering 
shells, no sane man would think of doing that unless he was a convict 
hired to make paths in the prison garden, William always thinks 
that you should enjoy yourself the same way as he does, I have got 
a child two years old who thinks the same thing, and jams its sugar- 
sticks in my mouth. I don’t like the sugarsticks, and I don’t like 


William's idea of the seaside. 








To OurR READERS.—Miss Clo. Graves has, in collaboration with 
Mrs. Oscar Beringer, dramatized her successful story, “ Dragon's 
Teeth,” which our readers will remember as one of the latest publica- 
tions from “FuN” Office. The English and American rights have 
been secured by Mr. and Mrs. Kendal, who will shortly produce the 
play in New York, and will present it in London on their return. 
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A SouL FoR Music.—The sole of a creaky boot. 
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“ Water!” 
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Fiends in Shape of Boys.” 
(Mr. Fun's reflections in a West End dining room.) 
(For months back, Bayswater and West Kensington have been infested with gangs 


g boys who delight in throwing stones or rubbish through windows and into 
rwavys. | 


IN this civilized age, children’s manners, we guess, 
Are quite free from primeval barbarity : 

Yet who that is wise would attempt to repress 
Irrepreasible boyish hilarity? 

When stones through your windows rough larrikins throw. 
You may deem that of horrid vulgarity 

Savours their conduct. We tell you, no, no, 
It is merely their boyish hilarity ! 

When they plaster your eye with a lump of wet clay, 
You imagine their familiarity ; 

Somewhat presuming. Don’t fancy so, pray : 
Put it down to their boyish hilarity! : 


When gangs from the scene of their stone slinging ski?) 
Rush away, while black, brown, grey and carroty 

Heads shake with laughter, don’t think of them ill - 
Make allowance for boyish hilarity ! 


Shall the hearts of our youngsters their gladness forswear 
Or their laughter its boisterous clarity ? 
Ah, no! We would rather some harassment bear 
Than eradicate boyish hilarity ! 
. . - , . * 
But hark! there’sacrash! . , We are struck! we are 
slain ! 
_ Now, egad, Pater Lex! ‘twere a charity 
lo let yon rough boys in “ hard labour” obtain 


A mm nth's BCT} for t} elr hy vial } arity ’ 





Riparian Rapaciousness all A-Rye! 
THE Norfolk Broads, which threatened were of late, 
Are now all safe—at least—for one more year: 
Thus Walter Rye, and others, have borne weight, 
So for them Fun gives many a hearty cheer. 

Anglers and boating men may now descry 
A (Norfolk) Broad smile coming thro that Rye! 


= 


My Friend the Lawyer. 


I KNOW a man who isalawyer. I have known men who have 
known pickpockets and convicts, You can’t very well help one or the 
other. , 

You have to see the pickpocket sometimes, when he takes away the 
old silver watch that your father gave you—and you don’t want—on 
Lord Mayor’s Day.’ é 

You have to know a lawyer sometimes. When you are young you 
know vou have to have the measles, whether you like them or not, 
When you are old you have to know your lawyer. 

My lawyer is always anxious to make a case, He always wants to 
serve everybody—serve them up as if he was a sort of melted butter, 
with capers, I should think. ee 

My lawyer likes to enjoy himself. He says that is enjoying life. 
His usual drink is whisky with a small soda in it. 

Civilization is advancing. We have done without miracles. We 
could do without lawyers. 











Good for the Lock-ality. 


A NEw Lock at Richmond is now put in train, 
And not much before it was wanted, you'll say. 
’Tis a costly affair, but ’twill be to the gain 
Of this lovely resort—yea, for many a day. 
The townsfolk hold on to the scheme with tenacity, 
Causing much talk, or, say, Richmond lock-quacity. 








:: © S ine 
vA = - 
y~ Vy 


i ip 
bed ie 
2 > Bvt Ss 


ase 
Lemar 

















; A “HOWLING” SWELL. 

Father.—“1 hear from Alice that you were serenading her last 
evening.” 

Cachou.—*“ Yes.” 

Father.—“ Well, I just came out to apologize for throwing that 


soap-dish at you. You see, I thought it was the dog.’ 
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THE BLUE-BLOODED COSTER; 
The Haughty Earl and the Family Plate. 








WAS pitch dark. A 
tar was struggling 
across the Bridge of 
Size, and, just as he 
reached the other side, 
he lurched unsteadily 
against a man who was 
selling ices, hot coffee, 
cold pies, roast chest- 
nuts (Sim’s best, from 
Common Garding 
Markit), whelks and 
hot cross buns. 

“Belay, messmate, 
and shiver your tim- 
bers, woodenhead !”’ 
cried the owner of the 
stores on wheels. But 
the tar took no heed ; 
he only took a slice of 
cake, gave a penny 
and a reel, and disap- 
peared into the gloom. 

At that moment, a 
poor “lost creature,” 

with blear eyes and a 

torn frock, bounded on 

the bridge, shook her 

fist at the Strand, and 

before you could wink 
the other eye, she was gone to her fate in the murky darkness of the 
dull waters’ abysm, and another victim to the wickedness of the rich 
had achieved her doom. 

‘Bad for business,” said the coffee stall man, with a sigh, as he 
wolfed a whole penn’orth of cake; “them sooicides is gettin’ a hawful 
noosance. Parlyment ’ll ‘have to do something for us, or we shall 
bust. I ain't sold more’n enough for a drink all night.” 

Trade was bad, and naturally Westminster was at the bottom of it. 
You who have wealth—your pockets bulging, maybe, with eightpence 
or so in coppers—you can never understand what poverty means in 
the middle of a winter's night. 

Just at that moment a crowd of roysterers came along and kept 
the old man busy, and the sight of those night birds forced to walk 
home because they had only been on the spree would have touched 
the heart of a pauper. Ah, you who spend your evenings in gilded 
gin palaces little guess how the burglar lives. 

Ah, who is that slouching along on the other side? Burglar Bill— 
the celebrated Burglar Bill whose portrait and biography appeared in 
the last number of the Police News. 

“Come along, you bally fool! or we sha’n’t get to Camberwell 
Green to-night, and that there crib’s a-waitin’ to be cracked.” 

And as they passed into the darkness, a voice at the coffee stall 
called out, “’Urry up, old ’un!—pint o’ mahogany juice and two 
doorsteps.” And as the tones died away, the night fell all over the 
place without hurting itself in the least. 

End of Prologue. 




















CHAPTER I. 
THE EARL OF CAMBERWELL GREEN, 

THE pedigree of the Earl of Camberwell Green was as long as 
the Old Kent Road, but, as all the earls since the title was created by 
King Arthur had been gay gallants, the present earl spent most of his 
time dodging his creditors. The only near relative he had was an 
uncle who was a usurious dog, and so the family only applied for his 
assistance on very rare occasions, 

On the eventful night of our story the Earl of Camberwell Green 
was pacing up and down his library of cheap literature—penny nove- 
lettes and second-hand shocklets, thinking of the broad acres that he 
had never seen, and the short commons he had always known, 

He had just had a long discussion with his son and heir, Lord 
Slingsby Slook. Lord Slingsby Slook inherited nothing from his 
parent—not even his dignity and haughty manners, but he was a well 
meaning young man, whospent most of his time paying court to the 
varmaids in the neighbourhood, playing billiards, ninepins and such- 
like aristocratic pastimes. But a sudden revulsion had come over his 
lofty mind. True, he was a lord, but even a lord sometimes has a 
mind, and Lord Slingsby had a good mind to cut the whole connec- 


’ ¥ : , Sy . '. , 
i > > 7 ¢ > 
ind go into—horror of horrors !—trade 





He had imparted this to his worthy sire, and his worthy sire had 
exploded, 
hat ?—a Camberwell Green go into trade! Shades of all the 
Greens and Slooks! What would the world say?—not Edmund 
ates World, you know, but the universe, the Upper Ten Thousand. 
High words had passed, and the earl had cut off his unworthy off- 
spring with a shilling, and, when we first meet the haughty old man, 
he is wondering not only where the deuce he should raise the bob 
wherewith to cut off his son, but also the money to pay the con- 
founded pressing tradespeople. ; : 

It was a serious matter. 

All the family plate had long since gone. All,did Isay? Nay, 
there yet remained the silver spoons and the teapot. 

Must these heirlooms go too? 

Alas, they must! On the morrow, as soon as the pawn—— But 
why go into these painful details? The deed was resolved. 

Meanwhile the cut-off son was cutting off up the Camberwell Road, 
for it was now close upon one o'clock. He waited not for the shilling, 
his heart was noble. He had not cursed the family villa, no; he had 
shed two tears over the railings, and, with a resolve to do and dare, he 
had skedaddled. 

* * * * « ” 

What are those two mysterious beings climbing out of the strong 
room window? Hush! | 
we are observed, Lis- fon. 
ten—they speak : ul 

‘Bustafrog! Why, 
there ain’t no swag! ye" 
Only a measly plated 
teapotand halfadozen |) 
spoons, cuss it!” Piet 

And they went their | 
way cussing. ; hie 

* * * > % TaN 
rhescene is changed. Nt NY 
The old and haughty #ARY 
earl is still pacingin [\® 
his library. Presently | \\ 
he takes a penny dip, 
lights it, and goes 
slowly towards the 
strong room. “ Better 
to make sure,” he 

mutters. 

In an instant he sees 
the disorder. With 
wild, unearthly shrieks 
he rushes to the cup- 
board. “Gone! The 
family plate! All |_., 

ne! Give it to me | 
back! Who can have 
done this cruel deed? (7 
Iam not mad. My 
spoons! my spoons! —I am not mad! Give me back my teapot and 
my spoons!” (To be continued.) 
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Getting Out of Debt. 
My outfitter called on me, humble and meek, 
Saying “ Bill, oh! pay bill, oh! pay bill, oh!” 
I cursed sotto voce, then murmured “ Next week 
I'll pay bill, oh! pay bill, oh! pay bill, oh!” 
But scarce had he vanished when up to the door 
Came the baker, the man from the grocery store, 
And the butcher, and twenty stern creditors more, 
Crying “ Bill, oh! pay bill, oh! pay bill, oh!” 
I was almost deprived both of reason and speech 
By their “ Bill, oh! pay bill, oh! pay bill, oh!” 
But “ Next week, with delight,” I responded to each, 
“I'll pay bill, oh! pay bill, oh! pay bill, oh!” 
And each creditor shook his clenched fist at my head, 
And declared he would cause me to wish myself dead 
If perchance I should fail, ere a se’nnight had fled, 
To pay bill, oh! pay bill, oh! pay bill, oh! 
Next week they'll come round to my house for their brass, 
Crying “ Bill, oh! pay bill, oh! pay bill, oh! 
3ut my ghost overhead will laugh loud at each ase 
Braying “ Bill, oh! pay bill, oh! pay bill, oh! 
For I've sworn that to-night, for a row and a blow, 
I'll go out in a boat, and ere morning;—ho ! ho !— 
Where the duns cannot come I shal! calmly lie low, 


"Neath the billow! sea billow) s#€a UlLLLOW 
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A SHOW READY MADE. 
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Our Pauper had been waiting for a week or two for outside relief, when a happy thought struck him. ‘‘ Look here,” he said to the yao apes ra 
‘don’t you think we might—that fellow Jacques, you know—great success—if you jest put up a booth over the workus gate and charged a bob for admission, 


eh!” ‘' Bless my soul! never thought of that!" said the Unrelieving Officer, jumping to it. 
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Bo the thing was done. The Officer found the money to put up the booth and : bi ? 
the gate like he'd been do put up the and provide a big drum and turnstile, and so on 
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, and the Pauper just sat still at 
ing for sometime The public rushed at it, Jacques and Co, weren't in it! 








ee 








“There, now !"’ said the Pauper, when thev'd divided the 
' ’ gate money, and he 
said the Officer, delighted. We hear the idea 


had had a square mea! or two, ‘‘ How's that?” ‘‘ Fine notion, dear boy! , 
is to be taken up at all the workhenses, 
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AND I'M ONLY ON LIKING AS 


CHARACTER FROM MANCHESTER, I ’OPES TO BE ON THE JOB REG’LAR.” 
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THE NEW POSTMAN. 


I'VE BEEN IN THE HARMY AND FURRIN LINE 


NU 


¢ 
r 





idl 


it 


4 

AN 

i 
u 











“ 
‘OH 


Fi 
BUT IF I GETS A 





MUM, YOU SEE, MUM, 


YET; 


“WELL, 


























_ 


yee 
< ae9 


* 
— ss es “ . 
he sie eg aE Sei 17 ~ 


ne Se . ~ 
73 ae ae 
MK ng a ee 





1 Negwe in 
ay bs Sad 


Se Suit 


. — 
i De i a EE as 


o_o 


- _> ° 
—— : 


= 
TS ity 


1 
: ty 
whi 
*, +4 
at 

a 

4 


SEPTEMBER 30, 1891, 





STRATAGEM. 


He,—* T was in hopes that our families would come to open war.” 
She.—* They're the very best of friends. Why?” 
He.—* Because we could start it by an engagement.” 
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TURF CUTTINGS. 


To THE EDITOR oF “ Fun.” 


S1k,—Bless your boots! ain't London prime? I hare been having 
such a time. I told you, when I came to town,I meant to do it 
pretty brown, and I may truly say, old son, that pretty brown it has 
wen done! In point of faet, old chap, this child was so ridiculously 
wild with joy at being back again, that scarcely had he left the train, 
and got his baggage from the van, than on the barney he began. I 
bilked the porter of his fee, and though the cabby left his gee, and 
helped the boy who cleans the boots (and asks me for my left-off suits) 
to take my baggage up the stair, I wouldn’t pay him half his fare! 
And, when I'd had my frugal tea, my conduct was a sight to see! I 
went and rolled upon the bed, and danced and stood upon my head, 
and lit a fire and put cigars and cigarettes between the bars, and sang 
and shouted down the stairs, and put my feet upon the chairs, and 
made grimaces like a clown, and tarael the pictures upside down, 
and went and emptied all my scents upon the chimney ornaments, 
and many other things like that, and then I went and got my hat—I 
thought it time to toddle out and have a little look about. Pell-mell 
I scuttered down the stair—if my landlady wasn't there! She cried, 
“La! sir, you made me jump! "—she's very nice and rather plum p— 
I up and gave her such a kiss (she didn’t seem averse to this), then 
bolted out and meta kid and asked politely how it did? And with 
that kid at once began to dance before an organ man, and then (the 
place was rather dark) I sneaked his monkey for a lark, and turned 
some gleeful cath'rine wheels. A crowd collecting at my heels, I said 
to them some words that gall, then dropped into a music hall. I'd 


hardly settled down, I think, to wonder what I'd have to drink. but 





















———————— — = 





ee 


ere my thoughts were clearly 
shaped that blessed monkey had 
escaped! Whew! then the pan- 
tomime began! the people shouted, 
swore and ran, and some went 
pale and some looked grim, some 
threw umbrellas after him; the 
waiters looked alarmedand licked, 
and lovely ladies lay and kicked! 
He cleared the circle where I sat 
(in every sense he managed that !), 
then at the bars he made some 
calls, and bolted down into the 
stalls—the folks gave way on 
ev'ry hand—he did a movement 
in the band, a show upon the stage 
enjoyed, and made a grab at Marie 
Lloyd, and caused that lively 
dame to fly ere you could wink 
the other eye, though after him 
her slate she threw, and then he 
disappeared from view. Ere this, 
| with tact you must admire, I'd 
thought it better to retire, for 
which I cannot well be blamed. 
But, with my spirits still untamed, 
=| I sought a café where I lunch, 
= | and hadsome “celebrated punch.” 
z I think I must have stayed till 
late; but, sir, I much regret to 
state, 1 knew no more of cold or 
heat until I woke—in Marli’ rough 
Street. I was alone. And so, old 
chap, I wrote 





ABOUT THE HANDICAP. 


I MAY have been tight, it is true, 
overnight, 
But my tip, sir, shall be a nice 
sober one ; ; 
(The race, I may say, which I’m 
treating to-day, 
Is, of course, the Newmarket 
October one). 


And Bumptious for this should be 
far from amiss, 
Though a Buccaneer has to be 
reckoned with ; 
But a nice Crown Princess may 
your loyalty bless, 
While her finger to fortune 
you’re beckoned with. 


But Nunthorpe (if wise) you will 
keep in your eyes, 
And Memoir—Lord George—Signorina— 
Theophilus, too—may have something to do, 
And I wouldn’t go back on Sabrina. 





The prophet’s tip was scarcely done, when forth they brought me to 
the sun, and took me out to learn my fate before the sitting magis- 
trate. It seems I’d cracked a copper’s nob, and so they fined me forty 
bob, And then, with something of a head, I wandered home to go to 
bed and rest me in my little cot. But did I do it? I did not / sfaer 
I got there, I grieve to say, there was the deuce and all to pay. 
stern Al dispersed my dreams—the railway had been robbed, it “gE | 
The porter whom I didn’t fee suggested that it might be me. Al 9 
therefore, come to see. The cabman gave them my address. He'd a 
summoned me—oh, yes !—to pay the balance of his fare. And pu 
landlady, I declare, upon the threshold made me halt with claims ' 
damage and assault! The father of the little kid with whom . 
danced (you know I did) was there (he’d brought the little chit) to Me ; 
me what I meant by it! The organ man had found me too, and as - 
me what I meant to do to compensate him and console him for ms 
monkey “vat I stole”! There was, alas! one item more—@ yo 
from a solicitor who'd been employed to represent that audience “y 
management concerned with Mr. Monkey’s games, inclosing ey 
list of claims! So, sir (I think I see you smile), I shall be busy . 
a while—but was I wrong in writing down that I have done it pretty 
brown? Farewell—I'm an unlucky cuss! 


Yours busily, TROPHONIUS. 
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WHY are clumsy liars like leopards ’—Because they are “ spotte 
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THE SOCIETY ELOCUTIONIST. 


Fair Critic—“ SHE IS QUITE AN AMATEUR, BUT, SOMEHOW, SHE GOES.” 


Unfair Critic—*S0 DO HER AUDIENCE,” 





meen a 








STATESMEN (AND OTHERS) ON THE STUMP. 


_THE Conservative M.P. quoted by Mr. Morley has defined the posi- 
tion of the Liberal Unionist in the Ministerial party. It is identical 
with that of the governess at a garden party. 

* * * * - > 

The absurdity of the present arrangements as to vestry meetings 
will perhaps attract some attention now that Mr. Morley in his speech 
has dwelt upon it. But this absurdity is even more striking in the 
towns than in the villages. While the ratepayers are breadwinning 
in the City, the local shopkeepers, who mainly constitute vestrydom, 
are playing havoc with the rates. 

* * * * * 7 
The afternoon is the suburban shopkeeper’s slackest time, hence he 
can spare the time to attend to the parish parliament. Hence the 
jobbery permeating the system of parochial contracts, 
_ # a « + * * 
_ Why not make 8 P.M. the statutory hour for holding vestry meet- 
ings, and thus give those who find the money their proper share in the 
expenditure of it? * * * . 
_ The news of Balmaceda’s suicide 
18 received with some scepticism. 
The gentleman doubtless was or is 
anxious to avoid the far from Chilly 
time he would have had of it at the 
hands of the Chilians; but, as Pat 
Doolan remarked of his brother 
Mick, “ De mortuis be blowed! 
He was such a powerful liarthat if 
he tould me he was dead entirely 
ts myself that wouldn’t belave 
iim | 

bad * * * 
Had Sir James Fergusson re- 
mained in the army he might have 
been Adjutant-General ; as it is, he 
is Postmaster-General. He is a 
useful man generally. 

” -_ nd o ° 

The appointment of a militarv 

to St. Martin’s-le-Grand. and JOH 








N ENDEAVOURS TO KEEP THE BALL AROLLING 


the projected utilization of the Post Office as a nursery for the army 
will induce the Jingo of to-day to sing, “ Here stands a Post—Office!” 


. # * * . o 

The political ball has been set rolling, Mr. Morley kicking off. 
Lord Salisbury, stopped in a run by the Newcastle forward, finds it 
difficult to score a goal, however hard he may “try.” «* * 

The Kaiser’s latest oratorical effort at Erfurt is hardly a happy one, 
To describe Napoleon as a parvenu was a very childish revenge on the 
man long since dead, who, in his time, though he may have been a 
mushroom in the rapidity of his springing up, at all events put Prussia 
very much in the shade. 


The Aquatic. 

I LIKE to see Jones when he goes on a boat down to Gravesend. 
Jones has a great imagination, When we leave London Bridge he 
begins to talk about the joys of Boulogne. When we get to Wool- 
wich he talks about the Treasure Islands and the Pacific. When we 
get to Erith he’s all on about pirates, 

Jones is a great sailor, I think he*has been as far as Clacton on 
the Glen Rosa, He will be asailor 
in spite of everything. I have 
seen him trying to eat boiled 
leg of mutton, with duck to fol- 
low, on a river steamer. Then he 
has gone up aloft and looked 
over the bulwarks as if he saw half a 
crown at the bottom of the river. 

I always like a man who looks 
over the bulwarks. It shows that 
he’s contemplative, and that he 
would be a sailor if he could, but 
his interior arrangements order it 
otherwise. 


WHERE had a man best go to live 
who has a gadding wife ?—Pinner. 


“ANOTHER fine day,” as the 
habitual drunkard said on receiv- 


»“ five shillings or seven days. 
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(1). 


** Now then, mettle up, ye 
water to look at yez! 
(2). A battalion under Cap 
pase mS ey erage 
great slaughter by the 

next ordered by the ‘‘Gineral. 


f Pat Roony’s hen-yard, but was repulsed with 
n of “ Fort Roony.” (3). A bivouac was 
” “Sbure it was a masterfol stroke entoirely. | 
Faix! the boy was born to bea Napoleon!” (4) The commissariat con- kind of step—on the mill, not the goose. 


yTHE AUTUMN MANCEUVRES AT BALLYBOOZE. 


plimented the men on their ‘‘ smart” ap 
the officers fhis guests for six months, in order to instruct t 








“* Gineral” O' Boneen (of the “* Ballyboow Fenian Light Brigade).— | sisted solely of a hogshead of whisky from M‘Carty’s shebeen. 
left legged cripples, and make the ve av oy 6 | ‘bedad ! to see the ‘‘ spirit” it put into the boys for the elegant sham fight 
One at a toime, now. Shtep out all together!” | which followed! (5). The day's proceedings wound up with & well 


tain M‘Carty was first told off to make a recon- managed march past, the police assisting the troops to preserve. order. 
(6). An inspection by the resident magistrate followed. His worship com- 


ce, and insisted on 





hem in a new 
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THE SEA SERPENT. 


Or course it is the silly 
season. We have had a 
shower of frogs and a flight 
of ravens round the Monu- 
ment, and somebody has 
found in his back garden 
the remains of a Roman 
altar or a Venetian frying- 
pan, and any amount of 
armour has been discovered 
in parsons’ glebes, and alto- 
gether the papers have been 
full of amusing things. It is 
very curious to notice how 
all this comes so conveni- 
ently in, and there is always 
a chance to fill up their 
columns. A real, legitimate 
sea serpent! Well, as if I 
eared a rap either way, 
whether it was real or 
whether it was not. I am 
not going, like Jules Verne’s 
man, to the bottom of 
the Atlantic in a submarine 
hoat. The boat could never 
have got down there any 
more than the sea serpent 
is there. But you would 
ohject to the sea serpent if 
there was such a thing. 
Why, you could very soon 
treat it to a few dynamite 
shells, And what a splendid 
supply of liver oil you would 
get from it! Why, it would 
supply all the feeble young- 
sters in the starving East 
End with healthy, nutritious 
medicine. Well, this is 
about as sensible as what 
has been written about the 
sea serpent altogether. Why 
don’t people in the silly sea- 
son make some interesting 
subjects?—say, blow up 
some County Councils with 
gunpowder. What an in- 
terest it would create in 
local circles! Or why don’t 
they let loose a lion from 
the Zoological and let it 
walk down through Regent’s 
Park into Portland Place! 
Anything like a little real, 
legitimate interest. The sea 
serpent indeed! I suppose 
the sea serpent forms a part 
or a link in the chain of 
general chuckle-headedness 
that always will exist. It 
nust do so, Isuppose. Your 
clever scientists say that a 
man, when he is a habitual 
drunkard, cannot live with- 
out drink, because the brain 
cells, or a brain cell, hecomes 
so altered in its shape by 
drink, that it is always sug- 
gesting the idea of drink, 
and that isa form of lunacy. 
I suppose sea serpents will 
always exist in somebody or 
the other’s brain cells. 
any nonsense of that sort. 


‘tupid for me. These sea serpents always did exist, I suppose. 
emember when I was a boy at school on the old maps they always 
ut whales, Noah’s arks and sea serpents. 
and thoughtful, but I didn’t believe in the sea serpent any more than 
1 In stewed eels for lunch. 
pie to to believe in anything. Jones, now, believes in himself, and 


f 
[ did 


it j ‘ ] + 
~ ’ No? u™< 
ugh. It was 


H. 


i ~ 








CLUB, 


HUN 


THE SLICERS’ 
Wo YF 





AG 
as 














ota —- 
a i 


a 
- 


Y. 9 A * \ 


ae eh Pye Rea Md hth EP, i 


. 


ypted the invitation, and fiddled 


(1). It was a good idea of young Whatnott to start a fencing club | fencer, should be invited. Ile ace 
r (4). A professor of boxing being 


to beguile the winter evenings. At the start, however, the atti- | the club's ribs up to some tune. 


tudes of the active members were more striking than correct, and | also suggested, the 
resulted in a consequent breakage of crockery, which left the club | pensioned off after the first t 
funds at a state of low tide. (2). The sword ». cloak fight was | offered to teac 
an interesting event, though it might bave been conducted ina | effect. 
had to be sorted out in pieces. (3). It was subsequently proposed | after congratulatory speec 
that Professor Huppotyte Le Classes, the celebrated light-handed ' up with H 








he who started all this talk about 


CAI 


No, I am not making any puns about sells or — what I suppose he calls his brains with them, 
The whole business is a great deal too 


don’t trouble my head about suc 


I | A parcel of nonsense it all is! 


ot Tom and conviviality. 


“Game Chicken” was engaged, but he had to be 
rial. 
h the broadsword exercise—which he did with great 
6), After which a vote of satisfaction was passed at the 


re i : as it was, the combatants | extremely enjoyable time which the club had spent, 
more seemly and workmanlike manner i 0 y Ret ah jee te or “G 


(5). Then Oaptain Clasher 


(7). And 
ished 


For my part 


h tomfoolery, and I never mean to, 


DIOGENES TUBBS, 








It was very kind of them, 
IN a pure and lofty state of 
I suppose you can get somesortof | Johnny who would be conspi 
the it 


at * . carrie ryseiy 


gation must be rotten, indeed, for in 


‘ internreted. # 


| leader of the Irish party, by his absence 
he (the 


civilization the habitual criminal is a 
cuous, after the manner of a certain 


Our present state of civili- 
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His figure and fac | Fo further improve its a So thus, Mr. Stock, 
- is ~M mhiith Lite hore onr treaeh @: PT 18 ateaciv ¢« > a ad 1 . 
Seem strane n that | la ; 4 % _—— Cal EE. OEE 4 and true, rhe publisher (/0q.), 
1} strange in thé ace, 1 h a character fit for the ‘on 7 ri ever STM. :. : ; , ; ” 
He hasn’t call’d here before with a character fit for the duties in view. This volume’s success is a stayer! 
_ a0 CEES CANS DS UES. Good news may he bring— Whereat FUN is a happy “ hoorayer! ” 
In his hand I see letters, a paper, a book— aaa Mding-* sli ‘ N 18 a happy} yorayer ! 
They may be for me, or for you, or for cook, Here's postman new ! ~ 
Or for somebody's brat. WHo knows most about a tall man’?—A 
' at-tat-tat-tat ! ———— short man, because he completely under- 
rhere’s the new postman, look ! IF a man’s “ run short,” he cannot “run lorg.” stands him. 
| AWARDED SEVEN PRIZE MEDALS. | Ns 
: 
uf ’ & ae [o 
Ee IRCULAR | 
| ae) l NTE 
| = _ — a ee ——_————— ee — - 
Write as smoothly at g lead pencil, netther gcratch nor spurt, 
the points being roundet by a New Process N_B.—A: tention fs 
~ drawn to their New “ Graduated Series of Pens.” wh h offers 
the novel advantage of each pattern being made in j t { ABSOLUTELY BEST 
fexibilie Assorted Sample box, of eiitie easion pd Sater 2 THE RE FORE 
from C. BRANDAUER & ( 
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Farisian W/ailers refuse 
fos ave any longer Woe 


(1) A ‘poor blind” kept his wheeze up for a long time ; 
Then cast his eye on people at a wrong time, 

(2) Though various Silly Season fads they're showing, 
The old Sea Serpent strong and well is going. 

(3) The Ancient Painted Sparrow doth survive still, 
And thus can-airy manners make rogues thrive still. 

(4) This Antique Lady’s drink craze none can soften : 
And Robert takes the Cake (bread) ah! so often! 
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(5) ‘Tis well, of course, to try to bag the pheasant ; 
But, you'll confess, this sort of thing's more pleasant ! 


(6) For a new mutiny Gay Paris caters, 
‘We will not shave, sha(ve)-vous /” exclaim ite wai ers. 

| (7) A poor young “ crank’s” pulpit-iful oration, 

Caused much alarm and cardiac pulpitations, 

(8) A questionable egg provoked a quarrel, 
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A ‘‘ glaire”’-ing eggs-igency—that’s a “* mora] 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 






a ero $7, 
-* aw, & .—-THE 
XW BY james’. 702 
Pe ane, shows are 
ew ’ S re - opening 
PIE ~~ one after 


another— 


27m i i~¢ 
44. | . 
4 { 
i iB 
+ ' ; 
Pt badd 
er, 
: 
THE SHAFPTESBURY.— lst Person. — 
(nother move, dear boy, op'ra com- 
: pany coming heah.” 
¢ 2nd Person. , \ hat r 61” 
; THE ST. JAMES'S.—THE IDLERS 
REYURN TO THE Busy Hive. goon there will not be one with 
closed doors—and the puppets are 
all looking as fresh as paint and “acting as sich.” Mr. Alexander's 
Idler (perhaps I ought to call it Mr. Chambers’s /dler by rights), 
which has belied its name from the first, is busy again in its old 
a | quarters. Changes there have been ; we have a Mr. Wilton Lackaye in 
the place of Mr. Mason as the stiff American, and the performance of 
the part remains as good as ever (which is the highest praise I have 


about me for the moment). Miss Maude Millett, too, has departed, and 
Miss Lily Hanbury has the invidious task of following her—it is some- 
thing of a feather in the cap (or, shall we say the bonnet?) of the 
' oung actress that she comes through the ordeal uncommonly well. 
‘he strong and truthful acting of Mr, Alexander, Miss Marion Terry, 
« and the rest of the admirably balanced company gives the piece no 
chance of falling below a very high level of interest. The triumph- 
antly inferior after-piece, Moliére, is still retained in the bill. 


ve 

a 

a THe GAIETY.—Jovan of Are pursues her conquering career four 
. centuries after date. Having completely subdued (or is it “ exeited ” ) 

ye the natives of the Opera Comique district, she has pursued her advan- 


x 

* 
‘% 

H 


a 
? 


tave, and, penetrating into the very stronghold of “ Burlesqualia,” has 
now taken up a strong position ata point of vantage from which she 
is not at all likely to be dislodged until Mr. Edwardes brings up his 
original company of picked veterans—which, however, are not ex- 
pected to be ina position for going (or coming) to the front until 
some time in December. Meantime, some of the original members of 
the Joan of Are contingent have fallen out of the ranks, and their 
places have been supplied DY new recruits, 
who present a very tirm front to the enemy 

if the audience will allow me to call them 
80. 


WHATEVER the second editing has done, 
the first act remains as dull nearly as it 
was originally, in spite of the introduction 
of a most remarkably clever imitation of 
Mile. Jane May in L' Enfant Prodique by 
Wy Mr. Arthur Roberts. There has been a good 
deal of fresh fun introduced into the piece, 
but there has also been a large amount of 
excellent fooling taken out—the “ words to 
that effect” song and the King’s business 
with the duplicate crown, to wit. More- 
over, although Miss Marion Hood, even 
THe THRATKEGORR.— “I when she sings out of tune (which, bless 

a, “ew m roth Poa “they her! she does now and then), always charms 

keep carting them round me out of my critical phlegm—the conver- 

go? sion of Joan of Are from a larky young 

woman of the “principal boy” order to a 

“sentimental singing part” brings a lot of the fun down with a 

thump. And why ever does Miss Hood, with her advantages. play the 
part in that nasty long petticoat affair? . ; 








WITH all its new faults, though, the piece is as good a piece of 
comicality as one need wish for. Mr, Arthur Roberts is the life and 
soul of it, of course. His resources and 
disguises are unending and his energy 
unflagging, and in a crudely impertinent 
song, * Randy dando O,” in which some 
young ladies, dressed as African “ pio- 
neers,” support him with a good deal of 
physical abandon, received uproarious 
approval. Miss Alma Stanley, with a new 
song (too high for her) in praise of the 
Volunteers (received in a spirit of mock 
Chauvinism) is still the stalwart Shrews- 
bury, and Miss Linda Verner (energeti- 
cally comic) Miss Louise Gourlay, Miss 
Katie Seymour (with a lot of new 
dances), Mr. Warde (also with new 
dances—lear, dear! don’t I remember 
this gentleman dancing one of the very 
first dances that were ever danced in this 
theatre! Time gets on, Posthumous, my 
boy, doesn’t it?) all reappear in their 
original parts. M. Marius is the new king, 
Miss Dysart his sweetly singing concert 
—I mean consort—and Mr. F. Emney, 
the new Jaques D’Are, which he plays ents Gidea ic? Hallo’ Jean 
quite as well as the original performer— isfae gharted hana the taba 
though there is no very puzzling subtlety now!” “ Where next ’” 
about the part. 





CATHERINE has been chopped into two, and one moiety given to 
Miss Alice Lethbridge and the other to Miss Violet Monkton. The 
latter laly is a stranger to me, but as she fairly holds her own asa 
dancer in company with two such experts as the Misses Lethbridge 
and Seymour, she has every reason to be satisfied with herself. Miss 
Fisher and M. and Mme. Alias are all there with the costumes, and 
a lot of fresh entrances and exits have been contrived to the theatre. 





Nops AND WINKs.—On Monday Mr. Tree re-opened the Hay- 
market with Zhe Dancing Girl, who will later on number among her 
“ followers,” I believe, a play by W. Shakespeare, Esq., to be called 
(unless someone else lays claim to the title) ZZamilet. In this Mr. Tree 
will play a leading character known as the Prince of Denmark.—Want 
of space last week prevented my doing more than refer to the forth- 
coming publication, “ The Life and Reminiscences of KE. L. Blanchard.” 





THR HAYMARKET.--TROTTING OUT 
The Dancing Girl FOR ANOTHES 
RUN. 

I'd just like to say a few words 

more about it,as I don't think 

I am too enthusiastic in say!ng 

that it is pretty certain to be & 

work of exceptional value and 
interest. Mr. Blanchard (one of 

Mr. Fun’s oldest and most valued “ boys’’) was a perfect storehouse 

of stage lore, he had immense advantages for observation, and _ 

yaluable quality of methodically “making a note of it,” so that the 
book promises to be all that its editors (Messrs. Clement Scott and 

Cecil Howard) claim for it—“a veritable history of the stage from 

where Geneste left off.” ; NESTOR. 
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THE BLUE-BLOODED COSTER; 


OR, 


The Haughty Earl and the Family Plate, 





CHAPTER II. 
STUMPING AND STARVING.—AN ANGEL IN DISGUISE,—THE 
FAMILY PLATE AGAIN, 
ALL unconscious of the calamity that had fallen upon the home of 
his ancestors, Lord Slingsby Slook plodded upon his way, and, just as 





“ Put this in yer bread baslet, and give us a hand with the barrer.” 


the cocks began to crow in the back gardens, the faint and early 
dawn, like streaks in a rasher of bacon, began to steal across the dis- 
tant pubsand slums, and Lord Slook found himself where he expected 
to be—in the streets. 

The future was before him. The future has a way of getting before 
us all, and, somehow, we never get up to it until it is past, That 
shows the foolishness of having a future at all. Young men, beware 
of futures—they are not negotiable. 

Yes; just as though he were an ordinary everyday mortal, the 
future lay before his lordship. But how to make the first plunge into 
it? Ah, there was the rub! What could he do to shake off the 
trammels of aristocratic independence? He knew no trade, had learnt 
no profession. It is true that he had been educated at the Board 
School, but what were his vast scholastic attainments in the sordid 
world of commerce? Pesides. he wrote a beast of a fist, and never 
eu spell, It was one of the creat characteristics of the Camberwell 
Greens, In King Arthur’s time they could neither read nor write, 
and the family had done its best to keep up the old traditions. 

fen his hands. They would give him away at once. Never had 
they been soiled by labour, or by anything save a billiard cue. 
Well, well. it was no use repining. He must not forget he was a 
ieman still. 


ror + 


4 


Ah, my friends! you who sit in the pit each night know not what 
those in the stalls have to put up with; and you who recite ballads 
and read books about low life, little guess what high life is. If I did, 
I would tell you about it, so let us get on without any more foolery. 
ror many a weary day did Lord Slook hunt for work. He offered 
ro as head clerk, office boy, hall porter—anything ; but they would 
have none of him, And so the days went on, and he went on stump- 
ing, until he began to starve, The climax in his life came now. 

It was another midnight, on the same old bridge that has served me 
0 well so many times; also the same old coffee stall—I am true to 
nature, 1 am, and show you in everything I write that I have only 
one set of tools, but I always use ’em a little differently. 

Lord Slingsby Slook parted with his last penny in a cup of thick. 

Joe, the coffee stall man, observed that he was not looking well. 
All my low life characters are good hearted, and this one is not going 
to velie his name. He brushed a tear from the tip of his nose, and 
“ald, brietly but feelingly— 

‘pj ‘key di ‘ 
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?” queried his lordship, “alas! I have not worn a dickey 


EUN. 149 











for weeks. My shirt I ate long ago, See!” he said, suddenly, almost 
fiercely, and he untied his ragged coat and exposed his snow white 
throat and chest, 

“ Have a slice o’ cake,” said the coffee stall man; but his lordship, 
with something of his old grace, waved his hand and bowed like a 
courtier, as he declined the well meant offer. No, he had not come 
to charity yet. So he went and sat in one of the recesses and waited 
for the next incident, 

Should he commit suicide ?—self murder ?—or !—no, he would not 
take his life. Besides, the water was so cold. So he waited, 

Presently a footstep fell on his drowsy ear (really, of course, it fell 
on the pavement, but that is nothing). 

Another footstep, and another, until there were quite a number 
of footsteps. His lordship thought that somebody must be coming. 
His lordship was right. 

And then he had a beautiful dream, He dreamt of a land where 
there was plenty of bread and butter and bloaters for breakfast, cold 
pork for dinner and tinned lobster for supper; where the hungry 
cease from hunger and the thirsty revel in four ale. And all this was 
brought about by a beautiful maiden, and—just at that moment he 
awoke, 

A female figure stood before him, 

“ My guardian angel—the angel of my dreams,’ he murmured, 

“'Ere, what are you a-doin’ on there )” 

* Starving,” answered his lordship. 

“Put this in yer bread-basket and give usa hand with the barrer,”’ 
said the noble hearted maiden, 

His lordship did as he was bid. 
guardian angel, 


He had met his fate. She was his 


She looked it. 

‘* Now then, stoopid, give itashove. I'm Sally Slipperslopper, that’s 
who lam. Wot’s your name?” 

* Slingsby Slook,” said Lord Slook, as he gave the barrow, laden 
with vevetables, an extra push. 


“Yer looks it. Will ver join me? 


The last chap I had to help 
me’s doing time. But you'll do. No larks, though ; keep your 
distance, I’mastraight’un,I am. Will you join me? Shart the 
things out in the Cut and rhand the tahn, Your grub, a bed, and as 
much booze as you want,” 

Miss Sally Slipperslopper paused and looked at his lordship. 

For a moment only did he hesitate. It was an honest calling—too 
much calling, perhaps ; but beggars must never be choosers in this 
world—so he agreed to join Miss Slipperslopper. 

“Tt’s a go,then? Yus?” 

“ Yus,” said his lordship, like a true Briton, suiting his language to 
his company. 

They arrived in the New Cut, 
lordship to her father. 

It was Burglar Bill, He had broken into the Camberwell Greens’ 
Mansion, Lord Slook looked round the humble apartment, gave one 
shriek and fainted, He had recognized the family plate on the dresser, 

(7o be continued.) 


Miss Slipperslopper introduced his 





It isa curious fact that when men go on the “ loose” they gene- 
rally get “ tight.” 





HIGH-TONED TRAINING. 

Fortunate Legatee.—“ Ah, Maria, now that money's been left us, 
we're able to give the kids a powerful fine eddication, Ain't it 
pleasant to see ‘em takin’ their ice cream out 0’ spoons in the proper 
way, ‘stead of suckin’ ’em up like Yankee drinks?” 
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shaper ahd srt ed the attenti f the magistrates to a section of th 
ili i iphtheria ; but he directed the attention of tne o a section of the 
PR ec degen ee wont ivr ween roe Aah Ae arg ool provisions * * * * The inference is that the Legislature does not 
pre how many people are killed by contagion on Gcvernment premises,” —Newspaper. | 
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‘Hide Baby under a blanket while I keep him out.” For the fact was that mother had not been iuformed of the 
whole circumstances ; however, it was soon put right :— 


ar "n't!" cried Baby's mother. 
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it oat right, madam, CX} lained Diphtheria. — ‘* lve come with a note of introduction from Parliament—here are my credentials proving that I was born 
on Government property. "Ob, dear, why did you not say so at first!" said mamma; “that makes all the difference!” and she handed him the baby. 
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THE FREEDOM OF NEWCASTLE. 


OUR GRAND OLD MINER CALLS HIS OPPONENTS OVER THE COALS AND MASHES TIE 


NATIONAL LIBERAL FEDERATION. 


[ See Cartoon Verses, jp). 156 
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A BOLT FROM THE BLUE. 
Fair Young Thing.—* Well, say what you like—I see a great deal 
in her face.” 
Unfair Young Thing.—* And I see a great deal on it.” 


Ditties in Doses up to Date. 
(AND TIPS FOR TOPICAL SONGS,) 
SoL0o—" Poisonous Pot Tat-tributes,.” 

[ Based on a warning in the medical journals.) 


O, MEN, O, my brothers—both native and stranger 
(But who is a stranger to FUN ’) 

©, be on your guard ‘gainst a new and dread danget 
That threatens you every one! 

There is Poison around—not alone in provisions 
(We've, alas! been long used to all that!) 

ut new, it appears, from wise M.1).s’ decisions, 
There's death in the dapper Pot Hat ! 


REFRAIN, 
Then, beware of the poisoned Pot Hat! 
The bold “ bowl r, ah, look out for that! 
Or your fine, manly brow 
Will be (doetors vow) 
Badly blotched by the poisoned Pot Hat! 


‘Twould seem that it lurks in the lining— 
This poisonous matter so dread, 

That the leather band, subtle and shining, 
Makes eczema loom on your head ! 

"Tis said, too, it sets the head swelling 
(Though vanity oft will do that !) 

So quickly cast forth from your dwelling 
The perfidious poisoned lot Hat! 


REFRAIN, 
Yes, down with the deadly Pot Hat, 
Go, sit on the same till it’s flat ! 
Or “swelled head” you'll disclose 
(Just as if you were pros) 
So, beware of the poisoned Pot Hat! 


choose to call the splendid weather. They have had to submit 
their four months’ whacking with ash sticks, and they don’t quite see 
why even they should have to carry the business on into the wintry 
St. Martin’s summer. That means, too, that all the women in the 
family want special autumn things. Bonnets with cornflowers in them 
80 as to make their topknots look like so many second rate harvest 
festivals, It’s a thousand pities that people can’t have a little more 
common sense instead of going mad over this sort of thing. 





DuET—“ Interviewed.” 


A. As is usual with certain folks of genius really great, 
This week we went our Grand Old FUN to interview, 
B. And, as in duty bound, we now have just dropped in to state 
What that genius informed us at this interview. 
A, We found him highly affable, considering his fame— 
B. He gave us of his “ fizz,” and of his pheasants and such game, 
A. And when we thought we had enough, we hinted that our aim 
Both, Was to hear his views on matters in an interview, 


CHORUS, 
A capital invention is the Interview, ; 
Whether looked at from the journalist or printer view, 
Much “copy” you can make 
(If not genuine, you “ fake,”) 
By means of that new torture called the Interview! 


A. FUN told us that at Manchester election fights are on 

2B. Sir J. Fergusson he mentioned in that interview), 

A, And he told us Lang for Barry Pain (the new young wit) had 
“ gone,” 

B. And he seemed surprised at Andrew in this interview, 

A, Then FUN (who is a wag) remarked “ Lang’s labour physicked 


bet 


Pain,” 
’ 
And he said another Andrew— B, Clark? A, was in asnarling 
vein 


B. And had said all Postal Clerkesses are saucy and inane! 
Both. “ Which seems unjust,” quoth FUN at this great interview! 


A. He informed us “ Morty ” Granville for strong drinking held a 
brief— 

B, Which notion tickled FUN while on this interview, 

A, FUN said Volapuk was vanishing (/e thought it a relief) 

%, And described the Human Mermaid at this interview ? 

A, He told us Bertie Spencer had suggested lively airs 

For those who hold that music is a healer of pain’s cares! 

B. But, when we mentioned Randolph— A. Well, FUN threw us 
down the stairs ! 

Both, “ He gets worse and worse!” cried FUN,—and chucked that 
interview |! 

[ Exreunt for appropriate sticking plaster and liquid sustenance, 





ST. MARTIN’S SUMMER. 


VERY delightful! Sun out quite like the summer, is it? As if for 





half a moment that made things any the better! Upon my sou!, what 
nonsense it all is! One would think that a man’s nature altered alto- 
gether according to the state of the weather. Isn’t it all an awful 
parcel of nonsense? Enough to make a fellow turn a latter clay 
Israelite, or something or the other of ‘that sort. It’s really all per- 
fectly sickening, that it is! If it is fozgy, I never knew it make a 
man have a Roman nose if he was born with a pug. If it rains, does 
it turn your hair pea green? It’s all utter nonsense ; weather doesn't 
ae difference in anything as far as I can see, of course it 
doesn t,' 


It’s good for the lodging house keepers to have it fine. They get an 


extra season, do they? As if that made any particular difference to 
any of us. Fancy stopping in a lodging house just now, simply be- 
cause we've got what lunatics calla St. Martin’s summer! Why, the 
horrid places would be worse than ever! The longer the season, the 
better or the worse the smell of mutton fat is retained on the stair- 
case and in the curtains. The more experienced, too, the season-on- 
and-off servants become, so that they can pilfer much more scientl- 
fically, That's the particular advantage of a St. Martin’s summer at 
the seaside. 


(ou 


Why, the very donkeys on the suburban commons reject what jy 
to 


, . re 
And what is any place like round London now to go to fora picnic « 


Why, every bit of open ground where you can get anything like 4 
decent view ora little decent quiet is almost paved with pieces of paper, 
lobster shells and broken bottles. And do you want to go out to that 
sort of thing to enjoy yourself because it happens to be a St. Martin 8 
summer? Bosh! 


DIOGENES TUBBS. 





Rival Suburbs. 
SAID the township of Streatham to Brixton, 
“ Your colony’s rather a mixed ‘un,” 
“Well,” Brixton retorted to Streatham, 


* You seem equally anxious to get ’em !” 
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9,30. Hepsibal and Benjamin are taken off to 
day school by their dear mamma, The maternal 


foot can be seen on the right. 





1.15 p.M. The darlings have not returned. 
Horror! what can have happened ? 


12 noon. School over, the darlings become interested 
in the whole account of Ireland's wrongs, as delivered 
pro bono publico near the house, round the corner, 
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They reconnoitre. Bird's-eye view of two plucked chickens 


approaching, accompanied by the majesty of the law. 


STATESMEN (AND OTHERS) ON THE STUMP. 


ACCORDING to Chancellor Caprivi, the rumours of wars are canards, 
and the folks who believe them wild geese. +* * * 


The law punishes the shoeless 
newspaper boy who cries false news. 
Cannot it do anything with the 
better class offenders who, better 
fed, better clad, better taught, and 
better paid, ought to know better 
—the men who set, not a street, 
but a continent by the ears? 

* * * * 

The Government, in the person 
of Sir James Fergusson, stands on 
its trial at Manchester, “ What 
will the verdict be?” If “Guilty,” 
we may expect a dissolution in the 
recess, * * * 

It has rightly been asked whether 
a Minister of the Crown can dis- 
charge fairly and fully his duties to 
the nation, and at the same time 
act as a director of public compa- 
nies? and the Gladstonians at Man- 
chester are naturally wondering 
whether, if Sir James Fergusson, on 
being returned to Parliament as a 
Cabinet Minister, will continue to 
sit on the board of the P. and O, 
who carry Her Majesty’s mails, 

* * ¥ * 

The worst of it is, that though 
they don’t, perhaps, “all do it,” a 
good many of them do, and the 
Tories may retaliate that the names 
of Childers, Hartington and others 
are to be found in the directory of 
directors, * . . 

The pity of it seems to be not so 
much that so many M.P.s are in 
the City, but that so many City 
men are in Parliament. 

hi 2 * + 
_ Exit Boulanger, dramatic to the 
‘ast. He will be most remembered, 
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“QU lor What he has, but for what 
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don’t acknowledge before two minutes that Coarcio 
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COERCION COERCED. 
Tim the Home Ruler (to Micky the Orang man).—"* AV 


a deadly 


he might have been. 


do him reverence,’ 


On is 
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And are subsequently decoyed from thence by an unsecru- 
pulous dealer in apparel into a dark alley, 





However, they were just in the right condition for the 


SPAnK IN 


that 


followed. Mamma had not had such a 


muscle raiser for a long time, 


Vaulting ambition never o'erleapt itself more 
disastrously than in his case, “ Now lies he low, and none so poor to 








* . a 

THE great event of the week has 
been the brilliant meeting of the 
National Liberal Federation at 
Newcastle-on-Tyne—the enthu- 
siastic reception of Mr. Gladstone 
and his magnificent speech, 
“ Coming events cast their shadows 
before.’ 


’ 





Very Moving. 


[A Theosophist recently state|l that, 
simply by an effort of will, he had moved 
a grand piano from one end of the room to 
the other.] 

He was a bold Theosophist, 
He had a hardy will; 

And used it for to get the grist 
From out the social mill, 

He had a very moving mind, 
A kind of moral crane, 

And things he moved you didn't find 
Move back to you again, 


He moved and moved, until one 
day 
He moved a lady's purse, 
Observed by a policeman gay 
Conversing with a nurse, 
When Robert saw that lady missed 
Her purse, he turned him pale, 
Then collared that Theosophist 
And moved him off to jail. 


Next day, before the magistrate, 
He moved the court to tears ; 
The stern old man could hardly 

state 
The sentence, seven years. 
I trust the prison air will prove 
Sedative to his will, 
For there is nothing there to move 
. Except the merry mill, 
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THE END OF THE HOLIDAYS. 
ean of Emily! That’s the third morning running she’s walked off 
Grand. and she knows there’s not another man 


, 


Alice.—* I do think it mm 


with that young doctor who's staying at the ‘ 


left in the place 


The Estival Festival. 
'TWIXT June and October we've yearly 
Been wont, for a time, to steer clear 
Of the toils that Oppress us severely 
Throughout the monotonous year ; 
To escape from the roar of the traffic, 

The town's miasmata malign, 
And enjoy, with enjoyment seraphic, 
An estival festival fine! 


Our devious courses entwining 
O'er moors where the brisk breezes blow, 
On salubrious meadows reclining 
Where flowers in luxuriaace grow, 
Our delectable leisure employing 
In ploughing the blustering brine, 
We have ever found means of enjoy- 
ing 
An estival festival fine! 


| 


| 

| 

But the joys that have come to us | 

yearly 

We've missed in the year "91: 

For the sun-months have yielded us | 

merely 

A notable absence of sun. 

And the plauvial god has been straining | 
His wits with a deadly design 

Of preventing us all from obtaining 


An estival festival fine! 


We've moped in a hostel, whereas 
we ve 
Desired over moorlands to tramp ; 
Our seaside flirtations, alas! we've 
teen forced to conduct ‘neath a 
Limp. 
We've known that rheumatics would - 
land on 
The form which in fields should 
recline : 
In a word, we've been bound to 
abandon 
Our estival festival fine ! 


But experience teaches. Next summer 
We'll try a new method, you bet! 
We'll have minstre] and gleeman and 
mummer 
Indoors to amuse us, and let 
Estivation be called hibernation : 
For how can we take, when no sign | 


Of fine weather exists in creation. v 


An estival festival FINE? Banks —* That’s wv} 4 1. . 7] ] 
‘nks.—" That's where it is, shir, It’s all them temp’rance leckshers of yours, they do make feller 


Parson,.—* Tut. tu 


The Italian in London. 

SOMEBODY says the Italians are nice harm- 
less people. They strew the streets with bar- 
rows of ha’penny ices, and they sell lemonade 
at Greenwich and Hampstead on Bank Holi- 
days. We ought to welcome the Italian as a 
visitor to London. He wears earrings. He 
wears our patience out with his organs, and he 
eats garlic and tries to turn our back slums into 
Neapolitan pigsties. And now we have Italian 
beggars wheeled along in carts. It’s a cruel 
thing to say, but TI should like to see all their 
organs turned into coffee mills and the sons 
of sunny Italy ground up in them. 


th the cause,” 
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To Tolstoi-lers, 


THE Strange Toistoi Colonies formed by the 
Count : 
(Who writes us such blood-curdling vols.), 
Is in rather sad case; they’ve of cash no 

amount— 
And the denizens oft act like dolls. 
In fact, altogether ’tis hardly a joy shop— 
No workaday place—but much more q 
Tols-toi-shop. 








A Matter of Taste. 


I pon’T like a girl who has merely good looks, 

Or a girl who can talk about nothing ibut 
books, 

Ora girl whose whole soul's in the “ last thing 
in dress,” ) 

Or a girl who turns red when her ‘fingers I 
press, 

Or a girl who is constantly gadding about, 

Or a girl who professes to like “ cold, without,” 

Or a girl who is lacing to make her waist 
small, 

Or an old girl, who, really, is no “girl” at all, 

Or a “fast” girl, who’s man-ny and quite “up 
to date,” 

Or a girl who’s absurdly refined and ornate, 

Or a girl who'll not waltz till she’s “ asked her 

mamma”, 
a girl who will “ go—deuce alone knows 
how far,” 

Or a girl who announces she “‘ means to wed 
tin,” 

Or a horsey girl constantly “ taking a spin,” 

Or a girl who is “turfy”’ and knows the late 
“ tips,” 

Or a girl whose great goodness is much on her 
lips, 

Or a girl who says, “ Oh, don’t you know I’m 
a flirt?” 

Or a girl who laughs lightly whoever is 
hurt,— 

sut either of these, though I may be a Vandal, 

I vastly prefer to the girl who talks scandal. 


Or 
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hd _ CAUSE AND EFFECT. 
t! Banks, I’m sorry to see you like this again, I thought yeu had quite taken up 





s'dry.” 
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A BID FOR NOTCRIETY. 


(3) He Sought the platform of the nearest Seccularist Discussion Tor. 
um: It was indeed a touchinge ana impressive Scene as the 
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(1.) Watts -Anathe had lon: earn - 
ed for celebrity of Some Sort wm van 
| Till one 
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rdea and Saw his way to obtain = » an 
aaa imei fame . (2.) Hastily Sexeeng. up his 
pockets, and de oSiting 
his watch ina place oF 


young enthusiast Stood up in the Presence of thoSe Stern- Facec 
$a ey, 


Materialists and with tears in hisvoice renounced thar doc - 
trimes nm favo ur of Theosophy 


(S.) He only became aware 
of the act next morn 
; ing a breakfash 
9 > ol 
y when the Yormer 
¢ 
Commenced pre Cipa 
tating’ all kinds 
of uncom for table 
"materialized 
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(+) He then oceeded homewards congratulating himself as he break- 


thought how uk would all be un the Papers nex day Unaware st Py. 
that he was now Attended by a Mahatma’ and an‘ astral a IY 
body whe had been maiiegead, i Whilst _ 


the laHer 
turked into the hot buttered toast and ham and A "A An 


unceremonrousS manner which fa rly rouSed the wrath 


of MS Watts -Aname. Hf 
; _ YC) "Theosophy" 
: 1 Ir indeed No 
' more of thaksort 
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(6:) At lenoth she 
, as Lx ty would stand it 
Pre ae Yj : yy a y] b> Longer. 7 
an You litte ape 
i / said she, Seiz- 
rrr poor Why 
ge aM > —S the. collar, Youve 
been drunks ain unkil youve ot DT’ Thats ware 
: . q . ‘ ) c 
A this folishniss about the place Isuppose ' But Til hoe 
ouk™ of you' ‘Take that!" 


He Youll just go 

‘ te church vee 
g= times a Gun- 
“day in Suture 
be ! 
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A. ; XS \ = 7 ie, take you : 
myself” 
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rsets at wayside railway stations, because the trains only make short about a man as force, Now we know why I ’ 
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Tender Hublby.—* WELL, DUCKY, HOW DO YOU LIKE THE Chops OF THE CHANNEL?” 
, DON’T MENTION ‘CHOPS’! 


Despairing Wife —* OH, GEORGE, DARLING 
ON IT MAKES ME FEEL——” 


The Freedom of Newcastle. 
(SEE CARTOON.) 


’T18 idle, if you've coals to spare, 
To Newcastle to send them ; 
jut things exist which people there 
Would gladly see you lend them : 
For in that busy coaling port 
Live hard-worked folk of eager sort, 
And Liberals in mighty force 
Gladstonian principles endorse, 
Wherefore they've hit upon a plan 
(That animates my ditty) 
To grant to England's Grand Old Man 
The freedom of their city, 





Full oft has he had cause to learn 
What love he can engender, 

And how the T'vneside Laas in turn 
Gives him embraces tender. 
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CRINGING UP THE PAST. 


OCTOBER 7, 1891]. 


oh Bal 


THE VERY IDEA OF ANYTHING—WITH—WITH ANY F-F-FAT 


[ Rushes to side,and gazes at the sad sea wars. 


In north and south, in east and west, 
Friends emulously do their best 
To proffer him the honours due 
To one so eminent and true, 
For many parts, in many ways, 
He's shown himself a fit man, 
And turns out—in these latest day— 
To be a Grand Old Pitman, 





“‘Eow Dairy Do It?” 
[To promote free and proper teaching of churning 
and cheese making, the Hampshire County Council 
has offerel £1,000 for the necessary fees and prizes.] 
FOR the saucy young airy maid, 
Known as a dairymaid, 

Now they give free education ; 
For our butter and cheese, they say, 
Don't always please, they say— 

Not always worthy our nation. 








So the Hants County Councillors 
(Not being “ bounce ”-illors) 
Gives Hants a “thou.” (that should 
please it) 
Just to teach dairymaids 
(Buxom young fairy maids !) 
3utterment plan when they “cheese it.” 


WHEN hippophagists eat fillet of racehorse, 
has it anything to do with galloping con- 
sumption ? 


General Boulanger. 
(Born 1837. Committed suicide 1891.) 


SOARING too high, he fell too low: 
His soldier-fame had past ; 

Yet, just to prove who was his foe, 
He kill’d himself at last. 
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The fox-huating season— 7 ey, lw 7‘ 
Lite Snobson wishes now he had boldly confessed (0 Nese A new game al Bind 
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Babling bys ballles er again? \we Youthful depravity 
Frabling bis ballles oer again. \xp ulhful depravity 
(5) If a-bunting you go, when no practice you've had, 


Don't (like bookies) try ‘‘ hedging” —results may be sad, 
(6) Many highwaymen now threaten people for oof, 
| 
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Your money or_your life ? 


(1) In a recent big fire sugar floated about ; 
But ‘twould take more to sweeten that stream, there’s no doubt. 


\<) Walls papered with love-letters may not offend— 


It seems a co(a)ld plan, though it’s not a Walls-end ! 3ut they mostly find shelter beneath the jail roof. 


(7) An old Crimean hero, bard up (the old tale), 
Is sent to the workhouse, by way of the jail 


(8) Another young ‘‘larker” tries upsetting trains 
Yet he mustn't be flogged, as reward for his pains 


(9) rhis poor dame was pursued by a spirit, she said, 
But it was of the kind that got into her head. 


' 


(4 Ra king Oy ster to yawn as they do at Ostend, 
| Oe8N t proy e th if yaw nh} knowing- -Ostendsibly— friend 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 
- en j e —WE'VE irded t th 
a Pa ety WN s Gove aledes” enatiads : 


| 

~ good deal, first and last 

1 —we of the “ noticing” 
fraternity, I mean—but 
I’m not very sure that 
the theatrical soirée is 
an improvement upon 
it. It all depends upon 
one’s habits, however. 
If you want your even- 
ings for something e!se 
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eGLom lat Sedge Dress-coated One.—“ A 
for these evening shows.” 
1, O—“1I don't know—public cant 


ad 
r novicea, 


be it work or play—it’s a nuisance, 
If you don’t, it doesn't so much matter, 
The soirée has one great and glorious 
wlvantage over the matinée, though. 
An evening audience is far more critical 
and severe than a morning one, and if 
they do damn a play, they do it with 
a hearty emphasis which settles the 
matter once for all, It is the more legitimate tribunal, too. 
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SOMETHING LOOMING, 


THe new play, by Messrs. R. J. Barlow and W. North, produced 
here the other eveniny, under the auspices of Mr. F. J. Leslie, for a 
run of one night, is unlikely to be seen again— 
at the West End of London, at anyrate. The 
Wings of the Storm has probably departed for 
ever on the wings of the storm it raised. It is 
one of those simple minded melo-dramas where 
laws and custom, behaviour and result, are all 
formulated by the iron hand of the author, with 
cheery disdain of fact and probability. The 
play was remarkable as resuscitating, after the 
lapse of many years, the historic “girl aboard 
the lugger” incident, 





Or the abilities of the ladies and gentlemen 
engaged in the piece, it is not possible to judge, 
and, to make the attempt, would be unfair. It 
tay be said, however, that they did their work 
with loyal sincerity in the face of difficulties. 
Some of the latter were due to very bad stage 
. management. By-the-way, I wonder why the 
rene “Rook oO} “characters in the prologue” are printed 

WK PLAY, Sin?” separately in the programme, seeing that they 
all oceur, without alteration, in the drama? 
his is trivial on my part, I know, but I feel that way all the same. 





THERE was a front piece and a back piece 

-or, & headpiece and a tailpiece—or, a be- 
fore piece and an after piece (whichever 
expression you prefer), which, while keeping 
to recognized (easily recognized) lines, and 
not professing to (or succeeding in) setting 
the Thames on fire, might be found useful! 
for depressing the spirits of some unhappy 
audience before the main puece of the even- 
ing. These works were called The Scribe 
and Slightly Suspicious, 








NODS AND WINKS,—Of course, you know Play-going Curate explaining 


(from having seen it in the papers) that the  5!* bishop that he goes 
Poet Laureate (and c ‘ ‘ } ) wee he to the theatre to think out 
oct Laureate (and coronetec ) ag written his sermon. 

another play, a sort of pastoral comedy, it is 


re Mr, Daly and Miss Rehan went down to hear him 





read. The play, like so many of our actors and actresses, will take a 
trip to America and collect all the dollars it can, then it will come 
back here, and perhaps we shall have a chance of 
seeing it. So, you see, something is looming in 
the future for us. , 





ALTHOUGH the first audience of The Times, at 
Terry’s, will be presented with 
“a book of the play,” they will 
not receive the gift until the 
close of the performance. This 
is not an unwise precaution. 
Suppose some of the performers 
should be “fluffy”? How 
awkward to have the eagle eyes 
of “our friends in front” 
making a note of every 
stumble! If the play con- 
cludes at a late hour, however, 
those who have to catch last 
trains will have to forego their 
privilege. Alas! 





PORTRAIT OF A 
: Bra rr ae GENTLEMAN WHO 
May Be EXPECTED TALKING (or writing, if you « FINDS SUNDAY 


SHORTLY. will be so precise) about catch- so Dut.” 
ing trains, Mr. Alexander de- 
serves the warmest thanks of those who have to clo so, for playing his 
shorter piece last, and enabling them tc see the main play through 
without disturbing misgivings. Nobody who admires good acting 
would willingly miss any offered to them by Miss Marion Terry or 
Mr. Alexander, but those who must “ cut it short” should be grateful 
for the chance of doing it comfortably.—A curious tale is going the 
rounds, It concerns a business man who has been a constant theatre 
goer for years, 
and yet knows 
nothing whatever 
about plays or 
players! He says 
he never notices a 
performance, but 
goes to the theatre 
to think out his 
business projects 
safe from inter- 
ruption. Whata 
capital excuse for 
a curate caught 
by his bishop 
coming out of a 
playhouse! Only 
he’d be sure to 
give himself away 
by lecturing on 
the ballet!!— 
Whispers of pan- 
tomime are 
already in the air. 
Not only is 'Sir 
Augustus going 
to produce one at 
Covent Garden as 
well as at Drury 
Lane, but it is 
hinted that they 
may indulge in 
one at the Olym- 
pic also. The 
proprietor of the 
latter house, by- (1) Tuxarres vr. Music HALLS.—3rs. Mummitt, — “Tell 
the-way, has ap- you what it is, Joe, if theatres keep turning into variety 
wey for a music shops at this rate, you an’ I will have to chuck the 








: legitimut, and go in for a song and dance act.” 
all licence. (2) paxcrpiaN SrupyING A CoMtc SONG—* KNUKKED 


That's how they ‘EM IN THE OLLD KENT ROD.” 

all go on; as J 
soon as one house drops upon an idea which proves ‘ good business, 
others follow on, one after another, until the thing gets spoiled for 
everybody. A successful music hall is better than an unsuccessful 
theatre, however.—Miss Clo. Graves, who has had The Anave up her 
sleeve, has just parted with it to Mr. Daly, who will play it. May it 
take the trick.—A new comic ballet, called The Sioux, was to be done 
at the Alhambra on Monday. The music is by Mr. Walter Slaughter, 
the plot by Mr. C. Lauri, the dances by Signor Coppi, and the dresses 
by Mons. and Mdme. Alias. On the same evening, Mr. Bailey, the 
newly appointed manager, started business N ESTOR. 
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THE BLUE-BLOODED COSTER; 
The Haughty Earl and the Family Plate, 





CHAPTER III. 
THE HEREDITARY CURSE, THE CLARET AND THE BULL'S-EYE. 


Now, the Duke of Peckham Rye—the Peckham Ryes and the 
Camberwell Greens were first cousins on the deceased grandmother's 
aunt’s brother's 
side —the Duke 
of Peckham Rye 
had been a bad 
lot in his youth, 
and in his old 
age he was no 
better than he 
ought to have 
been. The duke 
had had a past, 
and not a very 
respectable one. 
Most people have 
a past about 
them somewhere, 
or have had. In 
most families 
there is a past of 
some kind, but 
the duke’s was of 
that kind that 
you cou'dnot call 
it any kird at all. 

He h mar- 
ried the wrong 
wife. No (any- 
body else's wife ; 

but the maid 

{— he made his 

wife was a 

barmaid, 

a 1\ ~~ and this 
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RE mean made 
. his family 


4 —_ sit up and 
ot, on + en oh — 
/ Ly trae snort. And 


for a real, healthy, hearty snort, there’s nothing can beat a duke’s 
family. I once knew a duke’s family that played a game called 
ducks and drakes, and so I ought to know. The duke’s name was 
Humphrey—Duke Humphrey, in fact—and he dealt in vacuums— 
inside vacuums, not outside ones, which are quite different. But this 
is digression, so let us get back to Peckham Rye. 

The duke and the earl were old cronies, and what more natural 
than that the earl should repair him to Peckham Rye Castle, just 
down the road as you’re coming through the rye, to tell of the fearful 
logs he had sustained. 

He told his tale with many a sigh and sip of the twelve shillings a 
dozen claret, which the duke always kept in his well stored coal 
cellar, 

“By Jove! old Cabbages ’—the aristocracy always have pet names 
for each other, and this was the playful cognomen bestowed on the 
Earl of Camberwell Green. “ By Jove! old Cabbages, this is serious ! 
Why, that teapot’s been in the family ever since old Bluebottles 
fought the cavaliers at the Battle of the Boyne,’ said the duke; 
“something will have to be done. Think Slingsby’s collared it?” 

“ No, no, Cornstalks. With all his faults I love him still—I mean, 
he has too much respect for the family ’scutcheon. It’s burglars. I've 
been to the police, and I hope it will be recovered. You know what a 
curse there is on the family if that teapot is not recovered ? 





_—_— — 


*Whene’er the spoons and teapot go-a 
The families join or part ; 

The arms will be a wheel and woa 
With a rampant donkey cart,” 


exclaimed the Duke of Peckham Rye, adding, “ it’s a hoirible curse. 
What are we to do?” 

“We must scour the country.” 
| “Don't be an infernal fool, Cabbages!” cried the duke, testily ; 
“haven't the families fallen low enough that they must now go down 
on their knees rcrubbing the roadway? I'm surprised at you! " 

“I beg your pardon! You misapprehend, I meant to say that we 
must leave no stone unturned.” 

“There you go again! I1’ll be hanged if I am ‘going to turn over 
every stone I come across ! ” 








You see, the duke was very literal, and had never read a book of 
any kind. That was the characteristic of the Peckham Ryes. All our 
a families have their characteristics, as any lady novelist will tell 

“ PU tell you what we must do, old Cabbage Stalk: we must hunt 
up the heir and the heirloom! Ha! ha!” And his Grace of Peck- 
ham Rye was so pleased with his very small joke that he ordered in 
another bottle of claret, 

When you have a family curse hanging over your head like a 
butcher's carving knife, that curse is not to be trifled with, as the duke 
and the earl well knew. Some people have the curse of poverty, some 
the curse of riches, others the curse of everybody, but when you have 
the curse of a cursed old witch who hurls it at you in rhyme, it's time 
to reason the matter out. And this is precisely what old Cabbage 
and Cornstalk did. The result of this reasoning you shall know 
anon. 

As I have already hinted, Peckham Rye had married a barmaid. A 
daughter was born to them, and stolen away by one of the Romany 
4 You see, they claimed relationship, and so they took the 
girl. 

The Duchess. of Peckham Rye died of a broken heart and an over- 
dose of stewed eels—a standing dish of the family. All this is ancient 
history, and if you knew anything of the peerage you would not waat 
me to explain it. 

Now we'll get back to their lordships, who are doing their very best 
to verify a time worn simile. , 

They decided upon setting forth upon a quest—a brace of quests, in 
fact—the duke to find his long lost daughter whom he had not souvht 
for twenty years—so of course there were no difliculties in the way. 
There never are in such cases—at least, I never found any. In truth, 
I never looked for any difliculties; they always came to me: I've got 
an attic full of ‘em—the attic where we keep our salt. 

The duke to hunt for his daughter; then the earl for his heir and 
heirloom. Ah, sly old foxes! they had been putting their heads to- 
gether, and had made a nice little arrangement. But they were to bn 
forestalled ; however, let us not anticipate too much. 

The shades of evening had been falling all over the place as usual, 
and as they had fallen in a hurry, it was past twelve o'clock eve, 
while under ordinary circumstances it would only have been six 
o'clock. Thus does time fly at the will of the ready writer. 

Their lordships were struggling up the ancestral staircase to bed, 
and had reached the first landing, when they were startled by seeing 
the shutters of the window before them slowly revolving. 

They were paralyzed, 

Somebody was breaking into the house. It was a gentleman with 
a dark lantern. He got inside and fiashed his bull’s-eye right in the 
faces of the terror stricken peers. With an oath, a start, a cry and a 

shudder, he screamed— 

“The Dook of Peckham Rye, or my name is not Burglar Bill!” 

“Burglar Bill! Alive! Come back! Come back! The curse! Oh, 
curse that curse!” 

But Burglar Bill had gone, and the moon shone in on two gasping 
nobles. What did it mean? 

(To be continued.) 











“CUTTING. | 
Keeper (to Winkle, who has missed, as waual).—* Eh! sir, a got a 
fricht yon time; A thocht ye hed hit ane o’ them! 
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HAVING A ChY FOR IT. 
Lady (to Tommy, aged sia, who is home for his first holidays).—" I 
suppose you never cry over your lessons now ?” 
Tommy (bashfully).—* Sometimes.” 
Lady.—"* Why? Wo you find that it helps you?” 
Tommy.—“ No; but it brings somebody else to help me.” 





Ditties in Doses up to Date. 
(AND Tips FOR TOPICAL SONGS,) 
[In certain towns the landlords have raised their rents because fees are now 
abolished in the Board Schools.) 
SoLo—" Lent Raising Extraordinary.” 


HERE'S a chance, O brother landlords, 
To bebave like certain grand lords 
Who go nick, nick, nicking where they can ; 
Here's a chance that’s most amazing, 
All our rents to be a-raising, 
A rip, rip, ripping sort of plan! 
That new scheme—Free Education— 
Helps the people of poor station : 
They've no scrape, scrape, scraping up of fees !— 
Thus a fine excuse is found, boys, 
To increase their rents all round, boys, 
"Tis a tip, tip, topping kind of wheeze ! 
REFRAIN, 
For, like me, you're always bent 
On a chance of raising rent 
Here in England, as in Ireland o’er the seas, 
Then hurry up to “ramp,” 
All our tenants of poor stamp 
Now they're free from the Board School fees ! 
For, you see, poor toiling devils, 
Can't eecape their hard-up levels ; 
They keep slave, slave, slaving for their bread! 
They must labour helter-skelter, 
Just to find themselves a shelter, 
And to keep, keep, keep it o'er their head ! 
We should all be “ J.s,” I warrant, 
And to landlordom abhorrent 
If this slap up Al chance we didn't seize ; 
Since helplessly they're pent up, 
Let's go round and put their rent up— 
Tis a tip, tip, topping sort of wheeze ! 
{[DuET—* Common-Con reyors,” 
A, Of all the troubling topics that annoy the Average Man 
The worst is this fresh « raze for grabbing Commons! 








B. Even Fun can hardly cheer his friends (and cheer most folks he 


can 
When aw read of dukes and such who collar Commons! 
A. Why, when we called on FUN to-day, and said, “ Ah, there you 
are!” 
B. He looked as queer as though he had just smoked a bad cigar— 
And the reason for this thusness was he’d lately read the Star, 
Both, Which sheds special light on thieves who grab our Commons! 


CHORUS, 
Quite a wholesale business now is Commons-Grabbing, 
Yes, all sorts of open spaces thieves are nabbing, 
So, twinkle, twinkle, little Star, 
And let those rogues know where you are— 
Like Mr. FUN, you’re down on Commons-Grabbing ! 


A, ’Tis sad to know another strike is raging at the Docks, 
B. And chiefly through more stern employers’ grabbing ; 
But gambling down at Monaco the local prince now shocks ; 
A. But, oh, what would he say to Commons-Grabbing? 
Four miles of solid salmon now are in the River Dee 
(A statement which Dee-sidedly affords the angler glee), 
This, and brand-new Baby Battenberg would give us joy, you 
see— 
Both. But for having on our chests this Commons-Grabbing! 
A, Seven hundred golden sovereigns by a bootblack has been left. 
B. Still, he earned it—his was not a case of grabbing ! 
Wholesale selling beer at clubs is what L. V.s regard as theft, 
A. Soit is—but not so bad as Commons-Grabbing ! 
B. No demand-note now is needed for your Income Tax arrears ; 
A, And barmaids, too, are “striking” (in beth ways) poor, hard- 
worked dears, 
B. And our famed Grand Old Mahatma gave strong warning to the 
Peers— 
Both, O, may William make it warm for Commons-Grabbing ! 
[ Kacunt, by order of FUN, to grapple with Land Grabbers at 
ITam, West Wickham, Epping, ete. 








“Set a Thief,” etc. 
A SINGULAR thing happened last week to a fainting woman, 
showing how some chemicals multiply themselves.—One dose of sal 
volatile brought her to. 
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(1) 





Pd An eo: —_ It ous for a “buat.” "Bia, you will observe, is urziag to, though ? G. More collisions.  & Resulting in smiles from ‘lia, who has found 

consequent rte ve pany browe on the Holbora Rink, R ‘luctance of Caawlea, a “ friend, and is gazing placidly on, having renounced the art after her first bump. 

f'urteener mar th ree rvs inaptitude. 2. ' W hat say ? Ain't got nothing overa 8. Bat here's Ch swies de.ninding satisfaction, and isn’t 'lt'a giving it him, jast ? 

crusher in “ans Pte .” tw 0 snohes sh rt : Strike me pink! ant [ve the sm illest “Think I'm going to show myself off w ith a tumbling clown like you? No fear 

hound to evade = . 3. Stre wth, Ria, who're you eatehin’ hold of ? I ain't 9. And wasa't her pal a coward to hoist up Chawles like that ?—and on skates, too! 

upon over | A il ee tae cave GO: 1. "Ria did. Bumps for ( aia wles, conse juent No more rinks for Chawley ! He has also gone out of training for the Coster’s 
1aste, 5. It’s easy when you know how to doit. Where's "Ria bolted Serenade business which he had inteadel favouriag "Ria with. 


























After the Fight. 

4 (SEE CARTOON.) 

H, what a spree (we speak under correction) 
“ nd,oh, what a time of political heat 
} anchester had at the recent election 
P + someone to fill its north-easterly seat ! 
. reat Cottonopolis hasn’t for long: 

“njoyed a diversion so warm or so strong. 


After the fight, when the struggle was over, 
What were the sensations of them that had 
fought ? 
One of the candidates being in clover 
Implied that the other to grief had been 


DI icht 





Either expected a lucky “ look-in,” 
Yet ‘twas perfectly certain that both couldn't 
win, 


Each tried to give his opponent a drubbing, 
And, precious hard whacks being dealt on 
all sides, 
Victor and vanquished are equally rubbing 
The sore parts that somehow they find on 
their hides ; 
'Tis done ’gainst a pillar-box—seems odd to 
most, 
}ut—Scots are proverbially fond of the post. 


Doctrinaires teaching the constant survivals 
Of them that are fittest may possibly doubt, 


| 





Now the vote harvest is reaped and the rivals 
Are able to reckon the crops tey've turned 


out ! 


Crops of full weight, too, for both have been 


got— 


Nuts for oid Fergusson, beans for poor Scott! 








A Definition. 
WHAT'S a diwresis 1— 
Failure, I fear, is his 

Rashly who'd try to explain 


What has puzzled the wise 
Who confine dots to “i” s, 


So why should I cudgel my 
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. . gree bn? Oe al ’ ‘ hy aN NY (if , 
? oo AM “ft B hi: ede if/' Nin a ere 4 yyy! / [y 4 
vid OMA we Hy) 7 bakit, i Pa Yawils yy phy, +f 
P| 7 Ny 4 jij a YD UNH eet aut 2 = Y fi yy wen "| 
7 fF { F | Nt Vy if TR ie : / | ANS ‘Wy, MY dd ead (A watt 
fils i WRU TS WA an) I, Af 
re 
dit FOXY. 
ty let Diana.—* MUCH SPORT WITH THE CUBS ON Monpbay?” 
' l Ditto. —“No, WRETCHED! Fact, THERE WAS ONLY ONE OUT—CHARLEY CHOWDERHEAD, YOU KNOW.” 
otto slices ---- " 


4 ’ STATESMEN (AND OTHERS) ON THE STUMP. 


aK * NOT once, or twice, in our rough island’s story 
id, The path of duty was the - of glory.” 
" Noble words and true, and the noble life just ended has been a tes- 
§ i ! mony ‘to their truth, William He nry Smith sought out and followed 
ur! duty’s path. Fame and glory he sought not, but they sought him and 
5st crowned him, . * * * * 
“ It was the fashion among many who knew little and understood less 
f the great statesman we have lost to endeavour to clothe him with 
mantie of du medioce Ly. because his t shone clear and 
teadfast it had little charm for those lovers of titful fireworks that 
evin in splatter and end in smoke, To him who pens this humble 
4 tr ul ( tened to W im He Smit tes 
nd out of he has always 
en one of the ablest, truest and 
nost bi i f brit ta 
His speeches had | nderosity 
ut the we t of truth $ and 
cepons ty n the fence f de- 
ite, if it i 1 shins se lOSS 
ourish, his rapier was ife in 
$. uard, and certain in attack when 
, i he thrust his point went home, No 
% } man in the House of Commons was 
} , more universally respected and es- 


i teemed; he had many opponents, 


ie 
. ‘ hut no foes, and none wil! deplore 
7 oe . 
we! his logs more sincerely than those 
i? who oppos 1 him, 
: } ry » . » 
: The life we j lived, the race well 
ay He gains the bright, eternal goal 


’ 
i 


And England writes upon her ro) 
SMITH.” and adds, 





my hint, given in all kindness, and resigned his seat on the P, and 0. 
board. He has, however, kept his seat at Manchester, defeating Mr. 
Scott. * * * * * 

“ What—another?” The British taxpayer, finding he has another 
German Prince’s olive branch to provide for in due time, begins to 
wonder how on earth he’s going to provide for his own. 

* * * * * 

If this Home Rule Question were only settled one way or the 
other, we might set to work and “mend or end” the House of 
Lords, and then we might consider whether the Monarchical system 
isn’t susceptible of a little mending or ending. 

* * * % % - 

Now, then! hand over those depositions ! A Trout beck means 4 

stream wherein trout may be found. Sounds fishy, doesn’t it ‘ 


¥ * * * 


(‘HARLES STEWART PARNELL. 


He sought, ac ‘cording to his light, 
His country’ s weal ; and we who 


fight 

To-day not ’gainst the end he 
sought 

But methods, mourn the man we 
fought. 

Calm when he neared his Promised 
Land ; 


3rave when deserted by his band: 
Calm in the hour of vict’ry sweet: 
Brave in the moment of defeat ; 
Erin, he loved thee passing we ‘ll, 
Blush not to wee p for Chi arles 
Parnell! 


# * oe . > 
Pope Hennessy, too. What 4 
stranve assortme nt of passenger 
Charon is iL ist now taking across 
wont 


the Styx. Let’ s hope they: 
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DEEP PLAY AT THE “PENNY NAP CLUB.” 
(1. June | Ruined . Pe 
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The luckless f 2 “Stay! Oh 1 shay your and 

Surde however was Ky BZ rash youth I they rs YY 
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totally unused to revolver prachce and things began to the 3 ro % start you m Ug aga f 


3 4 mother, Gnd we will ) 
se rather Lwely for the Spectators J <b cach us Live bob each t Then Clerk <tt Pi 


leaked Ind” spared hums $el4 ayer all. 3 


likes his vegetables washed, a cow prefers them 


For dinner, man 


Because I know there is a sewer at the back of our house, am Ta 
mangold. 
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TURF CUTTINGS. 
To THE EpITor oF “Fun.” 
THE CESAREWITCH. 
Srr,—As, no doubt, you 
would expect, since last I 
wrote (you recollect) I've 
been immersed to some ex- 
tent in business with my 
legal gent.; and when “to | 
some extent”’ I say, I mean Hi A 
the whole of ev'ry day has ‘ 

been absorbed in checking [ 
claims, in entering the (My 
claimants’ names. in corres- 1} 


pondence to refuse demands, 


or vranting interview ard 
other such affaira as these 
(to which attach extensive 


f «s) arising from the thin; s 
ld done in my excessive 
ve of fun to cabman, i | 
‘ 


orvan-man and all those 


| pple nt thi miu 
if t RICH { | 
| foi I tN 
41 . ty 
i I 


ewma f 
Til 
COME ‘ rie Ter 
rm toa] tt 
(i ‘ ferment Concerniineg 


the (esarewitch, 
And note the ueveartion 
that fall from the pen 
Of Mr. Trophonius, smartest 


Ol men, 


NOW, firstly and foreme 
we won't make a fuss 
Alout, or take notice of, 
Victorious: 

For those who from danvet 
would wish to vo free, 

A better protection will 
Morion be, 


Rathbeal isan animal sturdy 
and swift, 

Old Boots should be able to 
give one “a lift,” 

Mons Mey may be trusted =| 
to take a straight aim, 

And Lily of Lumley is one 

| 


of t 


C FAM, 


Haute Sadne and Plato both call for your « ire, 
And Buccaneer also you'll find is all there : 
Armada might even be crowned with success, 
And Ragimunde pleases me much, I confess, 


I think you'll find the winner there, but if you don’t, you needn’t 

ire, because I'm sure you have the wit to take your book and hedge 
a bit. To you, sir, I'll admit (although I wouldn't tell your readers 
80) that it is the undoubted case that there is something in this race 

or rather for the horses which are entered for the prizes rich that 
are presented fair and free—that rather seems to puzzle me. The 
rumours, doubts and hints that fly are very likely all my eye—at leest 


Gold Medal Awarded, Health Exhibition, London. 


Benger's 


CHILDREN 


AWARDED SEVEN 
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————_ 


FOR 
INFANTS, 





AND 
INVALIOS. | “ 
‘tite as smoothly ac @ fead pencil, neither scratch nor spurt, 
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a\s thought you loved me.” 


George. —* Talw 
(corge.—* Because your father seems to detest me,” 


Pumaren GADBURY’S 





| the points being rounded by a New Process N.B —Attention Is 
ilso drawn to their New “ Graduated Series of Pens,” which offers 




















HOW LOVELY! 
Nellie. —* Why ?” 


that’s what one would suppose, but then, you see, one never nose. 
At anyrate, you might do worse than keep your money in your purse, 
to all your bets apply the sponge, and let the other beggars plunge. 
Oblige me by proceeding thus, Yours cheerfully, TROPHONIUS. 


READY OCTOBER 22nd. PRICE ONE SHILLING. 


HOODS COMIC ANNUAL for 1892, 


Enlarged to 136 Pages. 
A GALAXY OF TALENT. 


PRIZE MEDALS, 





i lien: Jn ae a 


COCOA 


. « *, : , 
and 10s. of Chemists, etc., everywhere ne novel advantage of ca h pattern being made in 4 degrees of T 
’ J ‘ exibiltty. Assorted Sample Box, of either series, for 7 stamps, THE RE FORE 


Wholesale of all Wholesale Houses. rom C. BRANDAUER & Co.'S PEN WORKS, BIRMINGHAM. 


N.W., and for the Proprietors), by W. Ley, at 153 Fleet Street, BO. 
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Extremes meel— 

al lhe Foullry Show 3 
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Smacking ‘Sunday-school leach 


yf | / | 
] 


| 
(was a dream!” 


Wee! Thay 
€7S « fin expensive lark. 


(1) Lord Randolph Graphic-ally writes of lions that were handy, (5) Now ladies will wear cats’ tails to obey the latest fashion, 
And——but we forgot ! the Licenser forbids our naming R——dy ! Passy-lanimous cats’ tales of woe are worthy our compassion ! 
‘*) At Islington's big Dairy Show were fowls of such variety, (6) A poor old ‘Crankess” dreamt that she a million and « half bad, 
That many sang, “ Hey, dairy down !” as well as ‘‘ Luraliety !” But when she woke she merely to endure Fate's mocking laugh bad. 
\”) A lady stuffed her pelican chock full of diamonds precious (7) Another poor she-lunatic bad much hallucination, 
And thereby dodged the Customs, who so oft would fain enmesh us. And round about the Sunday School caused teachers consternation. 
(4) The barmaids daily come to Bung with long and strong petitions ; (8) To drink, and then to damage doors, may lead one to the station, 
Bat will he Say, ees Bung ) to all hen hard ve girls’ condi- Where a spell of ‘‘doorance vile” does not conduce to a-door-a- 
tions ? tion ! 
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THE BLUE-BLOODED COSTER; of him whether they wanted his x 
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The Haughty Earl and the Family Plate, She rioved hie Mende ingly delightful ma 
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: Coats, all pearly buttons and velvet und why ; they . nt to market 
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A CANDIDATE FOR THE LEADERSHIP. 
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(1). Shure it happened last week at Ballyruction that some av the bhoys 
were met together at the shebeen to discuss the chances av a new leader to 
the Parnellite Party, when Mick Casey made his appearance. ‘Shure, 
gintlemen,’’ says he, ‘' ye needn t go the length av yer fut for a new leader. 
Here he shtands, begob, right forninst ye!’ (2).  Bedad! wasn't it 
mesilf was the Lhoy that was always riddy to take up arrms whin me down 
throdden counthry made a shtroke for freedom! Did Oi turrn pale win the 
inimy approached! No, begor! for me face was blacked | “And 
who but was it. © e ve ¢ 





‘And wasn't it mesilf that had charrge av the League Funds up to the 
moment av their mysterious disappearance ?” (5). ‘*Thin look at me 
blue blood! Tare an ouns! aren't Oi descinded in a shtraight loine from 
‘King Broian av the Droy Thurrst,’ who used to doine on Orangemen ivery 
blissed day av his loife!'’ (6). ‘* Thin haven't Oi always kept the party 
safe, and thrown dust in the oies av the opprissor by rushia’ off to the 
nearest magisthrat's wid the news av ivery new Fanian plot! And now 
Oi'd loike to know what more ye want?” (7). ‘*Nothin’ more from you 
‘ We 17 } id. they gar } ¢ rsni 
ity -— ’ , ’ Y te " > ¢) ry i \ ; ’ a ’ ‘ ‘ ’ | 4 
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THE NEW LEADER; 
OR, THE JUDGMENT OF SALISBURY. 


[See Cartoon Verses, p. 1746. 
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THE UPS AND DOWNS OF THE WORLD. 


: Well. dear. now nay 





e you been since I saw you last! 


de.—“* Oh, Ive been dreadfully knocked up. 


‘I thought so; you 


EN (AND OTHERS) 


, ‘ 
That is a que 


een, rather prematurely, 


Be ol severa prominent 


basentients and otherwise, 


. * 


short cut, in appointir 
, most 


passed over, gracefully, if not 


{) 


, . 
epecuintion has, howevel 


LOW k kO} ] 1 down. 


ON THE STUMP. 


} ‘ ‘ 
hi 


has agitated the 


ted death of Mr. W. H. 
. * 
and, perhaps unwisely 
“and ipposed to be suthi- 
* 7 
beet relele ily cut short 
Mr. balfour—probably 


fitting man to the onerous 


¥ * 


eratefullv. retire, 


* * 


Mr. Jackson, Financial Secretary, whose fitness is vet to be proved, 
four’s successor in the try 


ing and cditheult post ot 
ary for Ireland, In both cases it is to be hoped they will | 


* . 


mber, Mr. W. H. Smit} 


r, Fk. Smith wi | 





A Diag-nose-is, 

(In describing Mrs. Frank Leslie's marriage to yr. 
W. Wilde, an evening paper, enumerating the lady's 
beauties, says that she has a “commercial nose.” ~~~ 

’T1s stated that the lady fair 

Who lately married Oscar’s frér: 
Possesses (thus the statement goes) 
A beautiful Commercial Nose ! 


We knew her wealth; also we knew 
That she was lovely to the view ; 
sut it is new (as you'll suppose) 

To learn of her Commercial Nose! 


We oft have met, in life and song, 
With noses short and ditto long. 
But none we met could e’er disclose 
That marvel—a Commercial! Nose! 


We know the nose that’s Aquiline ; 
The nose, too, Grecian in design ; 
But none that we know ever shows 
A nose that’s a Commercial Nose! 
The Nez Petroussé, we’re aware, 
Doth often “ turn up” here and there 
And many a one a strange nocze blows, 
But, blow it! what’s a Comme: 
Nose ? 


We give it up (the riddle, mind, 
And not the nose that’s thus des 
We think that Willie’s marriage s 
That he had the Commercial Nose! 


A GAEL OF W1ND.—A Highland 


Czar is in ignorance of the cruelties practised in his name, “Thi 
world knows nothing of its greatest men,” is often not more true than 
that its greatest men know little of the world. 








For Corner Men. 


For coins made with corners some agitate now— 
And ’tis not a bad plan on the whole, you'll allow— 
“ But, alas!" many say, when the scheme you enjoin, 
“We already are ‘cornered’ for want of the coin!” 
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New Leaves, | ON THEOSOPHY. 


THE multiplicity of good things 
provided to please the people, and 
the vast amount ol talent employed 
to produce them is everywhere evi- 
dent in every page of every maga- 

7 7 Bl ’ 7° 
ine we turn over. Zhe English 
Jilustrated has a fine portrait of 
the author of “* Tom Brown's School 
Days.’ it has a finely pictured 
article on “ Broad Gauge Engines,” | 
also * The Sheriff and his Partner, 
“Birds of London,” ‘ Boston; the 
Capital of the Fens,” and many 


more. — Scribner's has 
99 








things 
“Hunting American Big Game, 
“The Corso of Rome,” “ The Bio- 
‘of the Oyster,’ and num- 

other well — illustrated 


graphy 
berless 
articles. —St. Nicholas sends forth 
the finish of “The Fortunes of | 
Toby Trafford,” a most delightfully 
llustrated article called “ AnArtist | 
who Loves Cats and Dogs and | 
Paints Them,” * To Let,” “Cuckoo | 
Clocks.” “The Black Art,” ete.— 
The Leisur Hlour, The Sunday at 
Home, The Boy's Own Paper, The 


7 


Girls Own Paper and Friendly 








Greet ive ample evidence of 

re i completeness in every 
lepartment. The Religious Tract | 
S ty, f wing the lead of their 


“Girl's Own Outdoor Book,” and 
“Outdoor Games and Recreations,” 
now commence to issue the * Girl's 
Indoor Book,” and “ Indoor Games 
and Recreations,’ each, like the 

others, to be complete in twelve 
monthly parts. Their “ Books for 

| 

| 

| 


the People” are an excellent series. 
—In Longmans “The Mischief of 
Monica” is coneluded, and “ At 
the Sign of the Ship” Mr. Lang 
falls foul of the humour of Mr. 
Barry Pain—O, the humour of it, 
and the pain! —In SMHousehold 
Nords it would take more space 
than we can spare to tell how 
much there is. — The Fashion a 
double number (Autumn Leaves) 
of Lh Gentlewoman is a remark- 
ably tine display in the way of fine 
lashions, enough to delight all 

ing to f my Wife (a intvelie 1) t vay) of the 


(fe t > . y > } 
ventiewomen who can afford to It has been recently announced that Mahatma: are remar 
+) - rit , ¢ . il " ’ at 1 t i) ’ ‘ti 











follow them—and might almost ably fine looking per-ouaves, with a spiritita 
t langer posts for princely i ost aarti patoace a gle : ; Ppt ig , ai 
ets. —Bric-a-PBrac is a journal a pacts mn 
t popularity and = greater DEAR MR, I 
among stamp collec- ape fn whe. 
present number has a oe aia 
he late Post master- I wa ; 
ts for needful re- ly fi 
_ | en, Me Re . Ippon his 
leruselul information. | ofa Mahat 
. The Half Season. jing on the stream with the brass vessels. The man would raise 
VEOPLE come in now from abroad, and stop in London for a day 01 money on a OF Sale 1 mily had the ne alga Ding same Son 
TW ) beTore they go home in the country. Do they! Well, it’s very baronet s Hiteenth cou seub. in the Ma . ot ieee J 
nd of them to do it : still I don’t exactly see how it can concern me r the | 5 meth y really te 
ny way. What’s the advantage of having Bond Street crammed Of course, all the shops, thouzh, are making the best of the business. 
up with a parcel of people who won't buy anything? I hate to see Having sellings off and that sort of st uf. / can't any particular 
nem flattening their noses against the shop fronts, that Ido. And pleasure in buying pairs of stockings a Fa: ae aes ere 
‘fellows who’ve been away! What do they do, the young luna- come k from a holiday, Bat then, when women have spent nearly 
Why, supposing their livers are in fairly good condition from all your money they're never happy until they have got something @ 
a vood air for a time, they're sure to upset them by takiny a perl barga The Half Sea is the best time for all that sort of 
id whisky at music halls, and getting rained on afterwards, thing, One comfort is this, that all the Exhibitions ape just closing, 
| Half Season ! Why, even that begvar Jones gor n talking sm thai ' ei] to run 4 collectio sol tart- 
, Season. As if he ever saw any “society” person in his ile tufling ap ekega ir aie 4 , x a re 
t photograph—or when they might have mistake m f y wa if pvout Ih ia Vnen there s@ 
1 asked him to fetch something. Wh f ma : 1 ee eee one 
s he has a notion that he looks regal. He it pa H what I " 
+ ¥ | | ' . 
i i 
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‘ (TRG a! 
IN THE DRAWING ROOM. 
Cussandra.—* Why. T haven't seen you at a dance for ever so long.” 
fjar.— “No: the fact is, Pm on y doing dinners this season, don’t 
KRnOW : 





Ditties in Dose3 up to Date. 
(AND TIPS FOR TOPICAL SONGS,) 
SoLO—"* A New Musical Jastrum nt,” 


QO, SWEET Miss Euterpe, of Music the Muse, 
Permit your admirer to pen a few views 
Concerning a just-to-hand stranve bit of news, 


Which has on the ephivrs been biOWwN, 

] Ol al nvention, Tor “ li it cla med 

Phat . than all « for melody famed, 
{ ' it most eetly and simply is named 


] l if vhat's-its-name— 
| p ts name 

(Lea, ¢ a tu to pre uneve if Own) ; 
| ( | ibatri-thingamy ! 


(Seems to say * Sing o’ me!”) 


The (new for it) Tu-ba-tri-pha-sio-phone 


No more shall the eymobal, the flute. the bassoon, 
Nor the sou!-soothing drum be considered a boon : 
No more need we gloat when the ‘cello doth croon, 
Nor enthuse when the trumpet is blown ; 
The gay concertina will now seem but naught, 
K’en the dulcet tin whistle will paltry be thought— 
Yea, e’en by the Jews’ harp small joy will be wrought 
Compared with this So-and-so-} hone! 
TOPICAL Trio—" All Sorts.” 
When we were youngsters we often would run 
To purchase a penn’orth of All Sorts. 
And now we've grown up We are sent here by Fun 
To bring yew a penn’orth of A Sorts. 











The All Sorte rht were a species of 


————— 


The All Sorts we bring are from newspaper sheets, 
And likewise from talk that goes on in the streets, 
News topics, in fact, are these All Sorts ! 


CHORUS. 
Yes, here’s a fine penn’orth of All Sorts, 
Fine topics of large and of small sorts ! 
They are good, of their kind, 
And full weight you will find 
In Confectioner FUN’sS bags of All Sorts, 


A strange Loan Office case—Seven hundred per cent,— 
Will be found in our penn’orth of All Sorts, 
To form a Cigar Trust some shrewd ’uns are bent, 
But we can’t give you “ trust”’ for our All Sorts. 
Sut, talking of loans, sly King Milan wants one— 
One hundred odd thousand he asks. “ Well,” says Fun, 
“ Let us hope he will get it—through fortunes he’s run 
To keep up his vices of All Sorts!” 
They’re now selling spurious liquorice which 
Is as bad as some classes of All Sorts, 
That great scholar, Jebb, for his ’Varsity (Cam.) 
Has (though Tory) been run in by All Sorts. 
Lord Wantage was loudly denounced ’tother night, 
For showing, re local improvement some spite, 
And a statue’s now up to our glorious John Bright, 
Who eclipsed politicians of All Sorts! 


[ Exe unt, cleared out of wares for this week. 


AN ENTHUSIAST. 


“Great Jehoshaphat !—it’s the biggest fish I ever caught!” 


, 





“ Confound it !——the cut’s broke 
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The Remorseful Lament 


bs Mr. Brown. 


[A London shoeblack has departed this 
fo leaving behind him the sum of £700. 
" h: vada‘ perch *” outside Brixton Station, 
| was anol l and miserable-looking man, 
narentiy in the last stage of destitu- 
n.—/ress. J 
, RE my office work began, 
Morn by morn, a mournful man— 


Squalid, seedy, shabby, : sad, } 


Vilely * groomed,” and vilely clad, | 
Seeming, in a word, less rich | 
Than proverbial rodents which 


In our churches starve and pine,— 
Gave my boots a penny shine. 


Every morning, as I gazed 
(Standing with one foot upraised,) 
(in the frail deere pil shape E 

On the panting mouth agape, 

On the features pinched and worn, 
On the garments smirched and torn, 
Of the wretch who by me knelt, 
Pity for his plight I felt. 


Yet. although I sympathized 

With his woes, I ne’er dev ised 
Any philanthropic plan 

ve the wretched man 

Krom the 


Want Fiend, fierce and 
Never even gave to him 
(With a generous heart benign) 
l'wopence for a penny shine | 


y-and-by his pallid face 

Missed I “from th’ accustomed 
place,’ 

And the solemn truth I read 

In the papers. He was dead ! 

Then, with wild, remorseful pangs, 

‘Why,’ I cried, “from Want’s foul 
fans 

Did I not my shoeblack save 

Ere h into his gr: ive?” | 


“Why.” I mu hay * did I not 

dreary lot 

By inf we ae him that he 

In my home might live rent-free ? 

Wherefore did I not foresee 

That, for such a kindness, he 

Had it in his power to be- 

(Jueath seven hundred pounds to 
me)” 


= ank 


Cheer his weary 
ry, 


sb i ‘hes, wizards. sprites of air, 
Pik Mahatmas, tell me where 
I m ry np another shoe- 
' Ihe Pr, poor and wretched, who, 
Like the one I mourn, has hid 
Int DANK Seven hundred quid! 
\ with purely philanthro- 
} yi )) | ae | 1! 
|.” : wees | pg ad bbs? . 
vant and woe I'll jolly soon’ | 
7 ! ; 
. . , 
William’s Dog. 


WILLIAM has cot 
When that 


~ liga 


another dog. He calls it a thorough-bred fox 
dog isn’t trying to lunch off the neighbours 
* chasing a cat over your Sunday best flower beds. When 


© isi t doing that, he gets playing + with the clothes line and makes a 


, whe ng * Laoe ‘con of himself by nearly getting strangled. He barks 
at the lkman. When you’ ve got a fellow coming to threaten you 
with a writ for your butcher's bill that dog's sure to fly at him on the 
vrste¢p—and then that cheerful creditor does cet wrath y —and oes 
the writ out. We wish that dog of William’s well—at the bottom 


With a brick tie | to his ne sek. 


] ae 
— Extraor inary ‘twlbok at those sheep—they seem to 
acl ¥Y where to go, don’t they? They l ist vo stra cht aionyv 
” it Lherlng about the man or his dog.” 
"99 ne.—* Well, they ought to know the way by this time 


|B 
, + . _ . . ; 
lat way to be killed f nast. 


TWO VIEWS OF LIFE.— 
ae Oey 
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NOTICE.—Ready on Thursday, October 22 
HOOD'S COMIC ANNUAL for 1892, 
Price One Shilling Poat-free, 12 


Containing Hu morous Contributions in Prose and Verse by 
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NEGOTIATIONS OPENED. 


~‘WILL YOU DO ME THE FAVOUR TO SUP WITH ME: 


OCTOBER 21, 18 
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Miss Secondrow.,—"* ER—WELL—WHAT IS THE BILL OF FARE?” 


The New Leader. 
(SEE CAKTOON,) 


WiHtkn lParis (the ancient one) tris | 


fo judve ‘twixt the voddesses three 


As to beauty, and had to decide 
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Supplies a Daily Luxury 


CUSTARD 


POWDER 


Dainties in endless 
Variety. The Choicest Dishes and the Richest 
Custard. NO EGGS REQUIRED. 





ot et i - 


People glibly talk’d reason or fudge 
On the subject to settle it atraight, 

But Lord Salisbury, playing the judge, 
Found his delicate task of some weight. 
Though their claims for awhile seem’d so equal, 
It was Balfour who gain’d in the sequel 
lhe Leadership prize, and who'd grudge 

Phe winner his fortunate fate? 


Tommy.—*" You're an actor, aren't you, Mr. 


Pongelari.—* Yes, my boy, I have that dis- 


‘4 4 ii i PLaa, 
fommy.—* Well, why does pa call you an 
witt. artist) [thought only people who draw were 
Cul ed Artists—vyou don't lraw,do you .™ 


’ ’ , 
Fc it Pongelari. TF ishing Ne did, and 
MLSSiNG IN Pres Ili if vil Jomm y's head. 





Blue. 


WarRNING 
Refuse all ‘ Substitutes. 
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On (Labou)chere-ing Terms. 


’T WOULD seem that Mr. Labouchere 
Has lately been denouncing 
(Indeed severely trouncing) 

The costly Royalty affair— 

The which (he says) so overwhelms 

Old England and some other realms. 

He said, though, England's was the best— 

Nay, worth of praise a jorum— 

Put he slanged others with a zest— 

Thus—in the Forum 
Did he score ’em— 
Yea, he made it warmish for-’em ! 

THE old difficulty of getting good recruits 
is cropping up again. It is sad to think that 
the flower of the British Army should be com- 
posed of ** weedy” boys. 


SONTTTE CADBURY'S 


COCOA 


ABSOLUTELY PURE ruceerost BEST 


NO CHEMICALS USED. 


tors), by W. Lay, at 153 Fleet Street, B 
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More Eastheurne Carks.(2) 5 be iat 


{ } . : ° 7 #97 } ' =] w sj » Tern le y 4 } . 
(1) When your creditor calls for his Over lue bill, (5) 7 eh & iryfan themu iOW ar the Is Inpie Was D} 


} 1 - . *y Jat the jud s Deat the acl ; ae “ 
is not reckoned courteous his ‘‘ claret” to pill. But the judgesses beat them in each neat devi 

diy rine « 4 — . ] ; ‘ Vos e's rhe et na : 7 lvati [iat O! h 
(2) z ring a street fire-alarm just for a joke 6) Eastbourn ee ee ee ee 

gS ant +} wahink ; but their wai mnt be 4st) bourne ich ,onDge! 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 

CMeNe AOE, satin’ ene 

= pl: ¢ Opera in England, it 
‘of : 


might probably be found 
C, (. | ——as anything may be 
A>, ) | found that is wanted— 
om , ¥° ( in the circumstance that 

we have at the present 
moment two _ theatres 
(one the largest in Lon- 
don) devoted to that form 
of entertainment. The 
time of year is not that 
usually associated with 
Grand Opera; but, as 
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COVENT GARDEN,—* Going to the op'rah 


in the cold weathah, deah bawy !—what : . 
an absahd ideah !” f. 
& Deny 


the prices are “ popular,” and popu- 
larity is at present in town eager to Romeo.—“ With love's light wings did I 
resume the theatrical round once o’erperch these walls.” 

more, no doubt good times are in 

store for everyone; if not for the two managers, at least for the 
public, who are distinct gainers by the competition. En passant 
it may be said that the bulk of the credit in the matter of cheap opera 
belongs, for the moment, to Signor Lago. 





HOWEVER, I attended Sir Augustus’s show—principally because he 
sent me a ticket and Signor Lago didn’t—but I’ve noticed Romeo and 
Juliet, in various forms, so often, that I’m going to take a rest this 
time, and leave Shakespeare and the other fellows alone for once. 
By-the-way, when you've seen a play as often as I’ve seen Pomeo and 
Julict (in various forms), it’s astonishing what a confused idea you 
get of the characters, Just in a flash, as I write, there flit before my 
mind’s eye several Romeos, all entirely differ- 
ent—a thin, shambling one, a prey toa settled 
melancholy; another undersized and ener- 
getic; a third immovable and phlegmatic, 
and so on. The Operatic Romeo is usually 
nice and fat, and how “with love's light 
wings’ he manages to “o’erperch these 
walls,” is a pleasing and interesting 
A problem. The other character 
# possesses a like interest—look at 
the fiery Tybalt in the sketch! 
I’ve seen him! The sthetic Juliet 
was also rather rife a few years ago, 
but she seems to have reverted to 
her proper coloured hair again 
lately. 











BuT a word or two about the 
singers might come in here. Mlle. 
Simmonet is not a specially strong 
voiced Ju/liet, but she sang in the 
balcony scene most excellently, and 
obtained great applause for the 
waltz. M. Cossira’s Roméo proved 
he had seen and heard M. Jean de 
Reszké, but was little the worse for 
| that—it is something to say of 
> these leaders of the cast that they 
both can act as well as sing. Mlle. 
Simmonet, moreover, looks a 
Juliette every inch. M. Abramoff was also in very good (if rather 
melo-dramatic) form, and came well to the front in the betrothal 
cene, 








COVENT GARDEN, 
—“Tug FIgny 4 
TYSALZ.” 

















BY-THE-WAY, what with operas and plays, the critic has a busy 
week of it this week, and last week he was going about with his hands 


in his 
pockets, 
chafing for 
something 
to do. 
That’s the 
way with 
Dramatic & 
Critics ; at 
one time @ 
they are 7™ 
allowed to 7 
go fast 
asleep in a 
corner, 
while spi- 
ders build 
webs all THE CRITIC'S FATE. 
round 


them. Anon he is rudely awakened, and acting-managers drag him 


in all directions till the ancient punishment of wild horses isn’t in it. 
Still. who cares? Not the Dramatic Critic. 


THE Court.—For about two minutes I thought Pamela’s Prodigy 





was going to be funny. At the thirty minutes I saw it wasn’t. Mr. 


Percy Anderson had routed out some of the rummiest dresses of the 
Horatio Sparkin’s period, and given them the charm of his dainty 
colouring ; Mr. Wood, in a wig like a “portion of oakum” as served 
in Her Majesty’s prisons, and 
a pair of sleeves reaching 
from pole to pole, worked as 
she can work when she tries 
(I won’t say likes, for I don’t 
believe she liked it); Mr. 
Righton pirouetted and 
skipped with neatness and dis- 
cretion; Mr. Giddens softly 
touched the pathetic note 
amid some genuinely funny 
acting ; Miss May Jocelyn 
(who, by-the-way, was un- 
commonly good, with her 
mimicing “ways and man- 
ners”) had her skirts cut short, 
coram populo; Miss Miller 
angled for husbands industri- 
ously; bouquets, even, were 
copiously handed over the 
footlights, but all in vain, The OPERA COMIQUE.—“THANK’EE, MR. 
play was unutterably weak in Compton !” 

plot and incident, and its - 
dialogue noticeable only for having too many American colloquialisms 
and up to date remarks for A.D. 1830. It is a thoroughly bad play, and 
ought to fail; perhaps it will. I’m horribly sorry and disappointed to 
say so; but, alas! so it is, and I’ve got to say so or swindle the gentle- 
men who pay me for my opinion, good or bad. (You can take this 
latter expression in any sense you please.) 





ODS AND WINKS.—Mr. Frank Lindo 
has been showing “how Mr. Wilson 
Barrett does it,” and cognate matters, 
before the Prince of Wales at New- 
maket. Fancy making Royalty laugh 
But Mr. Lindo’s powers of mimicry 
are enough to make a cat laugh, for that matter: 
—The pantomime at the Theatre Royal, Edinburgh, 
this year will be Little Red Riding Hood. Mr. 
Russell Allen has written it, and Mr. J. W. Hough- 
ton has designed the costumes. I can consciel- 
tiously say that Z think the latterexcellent. Theres 
one ballet the very mention of which, for gorgeous 
ness and expense, is calculated to make a person § 
hair curl, no matter in what part of the globe he may be situated— 
the manager's expression turned blue in a single night when he got 
the bills. Our handsome and specially adapted friend, Miss Addie 
Conyery, will be the “principal boy” by-the-way.—Mr. nest 
Basing is busily preparing to follow Arrah-na- Pogue with-After Darn. 
The more prominent members of the present Princess's company Wr. 
be found there.—I very much regret not receiving the note of ur. 
Frye’s ticket benefit at the Olympic until too late to refer to it ° 
these notes last week. I can only hope Mr. Frye got his deserte— 
could wish him no better, I’m sure. NESTOR, 
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A CHOKER. 


Huntsman (to Smith, in difficulties)—“THAT’S RIGHT! CHOKE THE DARNED ’ORSE, AND WE'LL GET RID 0’ THE PAIR ON YE!” 





_ ee — - 





THH WEATHER. 


PEOPLE are talking about the weather—how it varies. Well, every- 
thing varies. You have got a wife who varies. And the big people at 
Covent Garden say that orchids vary in colour. Very likely they do. 
And you go down to the humble creatures in the back courts,and they 
say that the quality of cat’s-meat varies, and that sometimes the 
skewers are tougher than they should be, and sometimes that they are 
softer. Well, I know nothing about it. And the weather affects 
people? I should think it does, rather, I don’t often go inside an 
omnibus, but I tried the experiment last week. I did a penny fare for 
two miles. On one side of me was a woman in a four and 
Hinepenny mackintosh. On the other side was a woman with a 
baby, and that woman seemed to think that the principal joy 
of my existence was that that baby should sneeze over my velvet 
collar, And when I said that the baby sneezed, they said it was the 
weather. And then there is my clerk. He arrived this morning 
with a face resembling something between a pot of strawberry jam 
— the big red bottle in a chemist’s shop, and when I told him that 
h iad been drinking, he said it was the weather. I asked him what 
that had to do with it. And then he told me that the weather was 
Po weather, and that he mixed his drinks to the weather, and 
bh oe he got the worse for it, and the worst of it. If the weather 
= ept steady, he said he would have drunk nothing but mild and 

urton; but, as the weather was mixed, when there was a north- 
os wind, he had twopenn’orth of Irish hot. And when the weather 
Ae ary in the afternoon, he had cold gin and water; and when he 
: alked home in the evening, and it was chill and bracing, then he had 
hen of mild ale. “T should have been all right if the weather 
money got mixed.” And so it was with something else about the 
was “1 My nephew borrowed £5 of me seven weeks ago. He 
athests my it three weeks ago, or, he said, “ You can say I am an 
aan ~ dishonourable scoundrel.” He didn’t pay the money, but he 
black to pose out that he was not an unutterably dishonourable 
ba ogg because he came and had wine with me. And it wasa 
Nee Ber day, when he came and said, “I can’t pay that £51 have 
of ej “re of you.” So he put that down to the weather. I keep a cask 
hare shillings to the barrel bitter ale. I know very well that 

Sean. ron sucked up through the vent peg hole with a straw, and 
water fem well that they have poured back a couple of gallons of 

we —all On account of the weather. Blow the weather! 


DIOGENES TUBBS. 








NEW LHAVBES. 

“THE MyYsTIC SERPENT,” by Saumarez de Haviland (lliff and 
Son). This is a powerfully written, strongly sensational and well sus- 
tained story, dealing with the higher powers of hypnotism, theosophy, 
and gnosticism. There is considerable fascination in such a subject as 
the potency of the strong minds over the weak, but we must leave 
readers to judge for themselves whether the balance of probability 
inclines to its resulting in a passing craze, a flying fad, a curse to 
society, or a boon and a blessing to men,—“ Charming to Her Latest 
Day,” by Alan Muir (Sutton, Drowley and Co.), There is a freshness 
of style about this story, although the materials in its composition are 
as old as the hills. The matchmaking mother and three lovely, mar- 
riageable daughters, two of whom marry from indifferent motives, and 
one for love; one to a fool of a fellow, one to a self made man of 
money, and the other to the faithful swain, are rather stale yolks for 
new laid novels, but it isa very agreeable and lively book to read.— 
“Sketches from Bohemia,” by 8. J. Adair Fitz-Gerald (Tarstow, Denver 
and Co.). The sketches are very characteristic, ably outlined, and 
cleverly coloured, tender or strong, as best suits the subjects.—* The 
Corruption of the Church,” by Alfred Williams Momerie (Eglington 
and Co.). If the church is corrupt, and with this testimony before us 
we don’t say it is not, it can do no harm, and may do much good to 
examine and reflect upon what so competent and earnest a divine as 
Dr. Momerie has to say about it.—‘ Successful Advertising,” by Thos. 
Smith and J. H. Osborne (Smith's Advertising Agency). The present 
is the twelfth annual issue of this useful book, the efficiency of which 
is increased from year to year.—“ Little Merrymakers,’ by A. J. 
Daryll, illustrated by Constance Haslewood (Frederick Warne and 
Co.). Pleasing verse and pretty pomp make together an admirable 
Christmas present book for children to delight in.—“ Aunt Nelly’s 
Book of Nonsuch,” by Mrs. H. C. Finlay (David Bryce and Son, 

Glasgow). It may seem somewhat unkind to call this book an imita- 
tion of “ Lear's Book of Nonsense” (but for which we believe it would 
not have an existence), yet it is so, and rather a good imitation too,— 
“The Ubiquitous and His Portable Tent,” by W. Ralston (Morison 
Brothers, Glasgow). A few moderately amusing sketches, whose 
merits scarcely entitle them to special notice, but we give them 
thie. “Science Siftings,” is a new penny weekly, which is going to 
gift science for us. Let us sift it. 

; nderstand.—Why we keep in Egypt. 
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“THE SLAVERY OF- DRINK. 

Party (brought up with a round turn by the Indicator lamp post).— 
“Keep left ! (Air) all jolly fine to tell a fellow to keep lef’; wha’ I want 
t know’s how's a fellow to keep Right—when’s he’s jus’ had a legacy-sh 
o’ fifty poun-sh lef’ him!” [And a very shocking party, too. 


Ditties in Doses up to Date. 
(Or, a Series of Songs for both Sexes.) 
{A M’c Medley for Character Comedians.—ee Daily Papers.) 
SCOTCHED BUT NOT KILT-ENOUGH. 
Wury do we sneer, Kimmer? here’s why we sneer 
Why a kind o’ mad M‘Dougall has dared tae interfere 
Wi’ oor braw auld Hieland Kilt— 
An’ the way in whilk it’s built. 
For, he says, it is nae lang enoo’ for folk wha’d nae look queer! 
AtiR—“ Duncan Gray.” AIR—Green grows the Rushes.” 
An’ sae, this kilt they cam tae | An’ sae the kelts we ance did 


view— wear, 
Ha, ha! the viewin’ o't! | Whilk noo they thenk but 
An’ said, “ Hoot! we a scheme | sashes, © ! )mair, 
must do"”— | We'll be allowed tae wear nae 
Ha, ha! the doin’ o't! For modest folk it fashes, O! 
For ilka Kelt ye swaddies wear | Ilk kelt like a sash is, 0! 


Is ane yaird or sae too spare— , Dame Groondy it noo fashes, 0! 
Ye'll rue tae hae yer knees sae | Wi’ shame she melts, 
bare !— | Tae see oor kelts— 
Hoot, awa, the ruein’ o't !" An’ her prood 'ee she flashes, O! 
[Reel and fling at discretion. 


THE MOAN OF THE MANGLER! 
[Based on the recent cause cdleébre wherein a broker's man was charged for seizing 
& poor woman's mangie.] 
(A Serio-comic Statement, intended for ladies of the Serio-Comie 
persuasion.) Atn— Whatever you like to set it to. 
I'Ma r ‘ard working woman, what slaves daily for her bread— 
And sometimes it is little when I get it !— 
I toils and moils from morn till night, till splitting’s my pore ead :— 
And my whistle, why I gets small chance to wet it! 
I'm a mangler by purfession—and I turns it till I'm bust ; 
For my nice brute in publics goes a-buzzin’ !— 
And finds it ‘ard to get real margareeny with my crust— 
For the terms is but three apence for a duzzin !— 








Spoken.—Yus; that’s a nice easy way to earn your bit of food and 
lodging, I don’t think,—not much of a charnce to get a morsel of 
shoe leather for yourself or your kiddies,eh? And them ’aving to be 
sent orf to ’ave their headucation attended to, if yow please: or that 
Bogie Man of a Inn Spectre will jolly soon let you know what’s what 
—Straight! It’s sommink awful. Turn, turn, turn, from Monday 
mornin’ till Sat’day night, and a chunk o’ Sunday thrown in, if you 
want to get a few “ blocks” for your Sabbath meenew—and so :— 


All day I sticks at my man-gle, 

Turning my bloomin’ mang-erl— 
I keeps on and don’t stop, gals, 
Till ready to drop, gals, 

Under my orful mangle! 


So it ain’t not to be wondered at, I sometimes gets in debt, 
And as for being back in rent, I’m shockin’ ; 

An’ a little loan I borrered, but it ain’t all paid up yet, 

So, lo an’ be’old ! a brute soon comes a-knockin’. 

Ses he, “ Now, are yer goin’ ter pay—or ain't yer? Answer quick!” 
(An’ in the passige he begins to jangle.) 

“I can't,” ses 1. “ Why, then,” ses he, “ I'll collar ev’ry stick— 
And, what's more, I'll start by seesin’ of your mangle! ” 
Spoken.—Yus, the beauty! and straight off he walks with it under 

his arm, like—leastways, in a truck—as saucy as you please. But I 
offs to the nearest magerstrit. Ze knows me, ’cos of my Schoolbored 
actions! “Why,” he ses, “ie mustn’t go and collar your mangle, 
what yeu gets your livelihood by!” he ses. “ But,” ses I, “ beggin’ 
your pardin, sir,” ses I (making a curtsy like), “he did,” I ses. “ Well, 
then,” ses he, “all I can say is that he’s got a lot o’ once-a-week, and 
he’s got to give it yer back,” he ses,—“ that’s what he’s got to do,” he 
ses. ‘Thank yer, my lord,” I ses, and I turns to that there broker's 
juggins and I ses, “ Now, then, young man, jest you hand me back 
that there mangle,” I ses, “ or I'll get his Worshup to run you in for 
contempt of our Court!” And you should just ha’ seen what a fool 
that mangle pusher looked. You bet, he was sorry that— 


He came for to collar my mangle, 
Which caused (what do you think ?) a wrangle! 
That ’ard-’arted joker, 
That beast of a broker, 
Was sorry he lumbered my mangle! 
[ Exit for encore. 





























en 
ANOTHER ROMANCE SHATTERED 
Mr. Shoppun-Smith (to stranger, who is evidently much impressed).— 
“The Dook, you understand, ’e thought ‘er Grice and me ‘ud be gettin 
talked abart, so 'e took me aside, friendly like, and sez °e——" 
Errand Boy (suddenly appearing).—* Smith! yer’ve got to come 
back to the shop direckly, an’ sort them tapes, or the guy nor ll give 
you the sack,”’ 
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THE BLUE-BLOODED COSTER; 
OR, 
The Haughty Earl and the Family Plate, 





CHAPTER V. 


LORD SLINGSBY SLOOK AND LADY SALLY SLIPPERSLOPPER 
JOINED IN THE BONDS OF HOLY MATRIMONY. 


Two years have passed since last we met, 


* * * * om 
The stars mark the lapse of time. (N.B.—The printer hates these 
I can’t help it. I never read a well regulated book 


tars like poison. 
that didn’t have them, and I'll do my duty if I die for it.) 


Burglar Bill sits gloomily crooning over the fire. He has not 


spoken or taken food for six weeks. 


Out in the busy Cut the dulcet tones of Sally and Slook rise on the 
morning air, but no longer are the cries the music to his soul that once 


they were. Something is gnawing at his heartstrings. 

Since the night of the ghostly 
visitant a change has come over the | 
head of the house of Slipperslopper. | 
Bill has a secret sorrow, so has Sally, 
so has his lordship, and you can 
just picture to yourself what sort | 
of a house it is with three separate | 
secret sorrows ramping around, 

It was awful. 

Sally and Slook were not married. 
They couldn’t marry. Bill said so, 
so did the ghost. Whose ghost was 
it? And why was it allowed out at 
that hour? Only one knew. Lord 
Slingsby Slook knew. It was his 
family ghost. A most unruly ghost, 
always fooling around when it 
wasn’t wanted. It meant mischief. 
But how did it find out where he 
was? The ghost always went with 
the heirloom, so why didn’t it keep 
the old man company at home? 
The old man had a morbid fancy 
for ghosts—why, a great many 
people had asserted that the old 
man was a ghost—a ghost of his 
former self. As for himself he 
hadn’t had any former self, so he 
did not mind. 

Sally had the blues and was get- 
ting as thin as a gaspipe. They all 
had the blues. But Bill was accus- 
tomed to them—he had had the 
blues after him all his life. And yet 
there was a happy time—ah ! 

When Bill thought like this, 
things used to get lively. 

At last one day he spoke these 
mysterious words— 

“T’ll go and see the dook 

“Don’t trouble,” said the Duke 
of Peckham Rye, entering with the Earl of Camberwell Green. 

“The dook!” 

“Precisely. Now Bill, make a clean breast of it, I have hunted for 
ycu for two years and only just found you.” 

“ My lord dook, I will. The gal ain’t dead.” 

7 ea heaven!” exclaimed his lordship. ‘ Where is she?” 

ere, 

And Sally entered with Lord Slook. 

“ Me cheild! ” 

“Wot's your gyme?” 

“That there bloke is your father, Sally.” : 
_“Wot! this rummy old cock? Well, it’s a change, I was getting 
tired of you. Tell us all about it.” 

“ What, governor?” said Lord Slook. 

“Me long lost son—where’s the heirloom ?” 

“I don’t know.” 

Then they all fell on each other and wept big sobs. 

The intelligent reader will understand what all this means, at least, 
I hope so, as I’m getting rather mixed myself. ee 

* Now then, sort yourselves, and let us hear one at a time,” this 
from Lord Slingsby Slook, who breathed his native air, so to speak, 
once more, 
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your mother, She was a Romany Rye, andiI was ordered by‘the tribe 
to collar you, which I did,” said Bill, . 5 

“ Oh, you old beast,” cried Sally. 

: My dear, it was Fate working out our family curse.” 

My missus brought you up, and so did I—and., well, you know the 
rest, your father claims you, and so | gives you up.” ' 
“ Bill, thanks, my noble hearted friend,” said the duke, with tears 
in his eyes. “The family curse comes true.” 

“ But that is only half the curse ; where’s the otherthalf?” croaked 
the Earl of Camberwell Green. 

“What other half? oh, you mean the heirloom,” said the duke. 

“The heirloom?” queried Sally. 

“ Yes, the spoons and the teapot !” 

“P’ve got’em. Here they are. That explains the mystery, Slookey, 
my dear,” Sally said to Slook, who stood amazed and undecided 
what to do ; “well, come along. Bill, you shall have your reward 

* Come along, Sally,” chirped the duke, ¢ 

“Not along er you! Nofear! I'm going to stay with Slookey. We 
can get married now, you know,” murmured Sally, lovingly. 

Lord Slingsby Slook did not take long to make up his mind, 

“And I shall stay with Sally. 
We'll put the bannsupon Sunday! " 


Zant “But the title, my son! the 

aes family estate and —everything!" 

: iz cried the Earl of Camberwell 
7 Green, full of agitation. 


“ They can all go to pot !” re- 
plied his dutiful son. “Sally and 
I are going to get hitched and 
remain costers all our lives. Don't 
you despise a coster ‘cause he's cot 
blue blood in his veins, so make 
your mind easy, old ‘un.” 

It was useless remonstrating. The 
fond couple,who had passed through 
so much, skipped the gutter to- 
gether, and any day you care to go 
through the New Cut this sign may 
possibly greet your eyes— 


LORD AND LADY SLINGSBY SLOOK, 
Greengrocers and Fishmongers. 


The family ghost hag been laid, 
but the family heirloom, the teapot 
and spoons, repose on the sideboard 

| in the badge and, though poor, 
his lordship and partner are as 
happy as could be expected under 
the circumstances. The Duke of 
Peckham Rye and the Earl of 
Camberwell Green have disap- 
peared, some say they dwell with 
the family ghost. 

I hope you feel better after 
reading this moral story. I am 
sure it is true to life. And I hope 
that many may go and do like- 
wise, It isn’t every day a peer has 
got a chance of such an honourable 
rise in the social scale, not to say 
scales, and if all our younger sons 

were to be costers they would never more complain about having 
nothing to do. ' 

P.S.—There is no need to read the above moral, only it looks well 
and costs nothing. 

Epilogue. 

The Bridge of Sighs is still standing in the same old place, so is Joe 
the coffee stall keeper waiting for customers. He is waiting for me 
to use him in my next piece. 

THB END. 


An Ornitho-logical Conclusion. 
THE society ‘gainst birds in bonnets thrives ; 
Its members number many British wives, : 
Who, as they fain would spare these feathered lives, 

Shall gain Fun’s guerdon. 

ig sage society, of which we sing, . . 
Sabes of birds Gove the ostrich) ‘neath its wing— 
They've not room, p’r’aps, for that ungainly thing— 

. Yet, ‘tis a bird ‘un! 
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THE MORE FAVOURED PROFESSION. 
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RANDY“AND THE SHOWER OF LIONS. 


FROM A SKETCH BY OUR SPECIAL ARTIST IN MASHONALAND. 
THAT IT WAS AT ALL FH IGHTENED. We 'off-a 
RAPHIS LETTER, 


THOUGH 1 DO NOT ADMII 


Cartoon Verses, | 
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A FRIEND IN NEED. 

Kindly Steward ef Bottle Washers’ Ball (to stranger).—*“ I'll tell 
you what I'll do! I'll just drop a’int or two, and gammon ‘em up 
that you're somebody in particular, and you'll be all right!” 

[ Delight of Vere de Vere Fitz Altamont. 


TURF CUTTINGS. 


To THE EDITOR oF “FUN,” 


Sir,—'Tis not often that I stoop to show that I am cock-a-hoop— 
my manners commonly disclose an aspect of serene repose, and, by 





consent, bear off the palm for graceful and unruffled calm. I pass 
among the busy crowd—abstracted—transcendental—proud, and 
vividly impressing them with my impassiveness and phlegm. When 


huge successes round me buzz (which, goodness knows, they often 
does '), when, with direct and subtle force, I pick you out the winning 
horse ; and fortune smiles upon my tips, no sounds of triumph pass 
my lips. And, sir, why should they? For (it’s true) what seems so 
wonderful to you is child's play of the simplest kind to one of my 
gigantic mind, Still, sir, at times, some thing occurs which e’en the 
calmest bosom stirs—as when a prophet dares to place a rank outsider 
for a race; and when, in spite of sneer and scoff, that rank outsider 
pulls it off. Thus, sir (I'd nearly said, ‘my boy” !), I do emit one 
equeak of joy and pride, when I remember which outsider won the 
* Cesar'witeh,” and that, defying praise or blame, your good old 
prophet gave the same. And, therefore, ‘tis with that intense and soul 
uplifting confidence, which such successes must inspire, that I attack 
THE CAMBRIDGESHIRE. 

It will open your heart and get rid of the spleen 

To consider the chances of bonnie Blue Green ; 

Though the favourite ranked (and there’s fate against such), 

I wouldn't do business against it—not much ! 

But others have chances as well as Blue Green, 

And many will call for smart choosing between, 

And many are worthy of backing and vote, 

Among which there’s Memoir, I beg you take note. 

Then Cuttlestone’s chances need weighing with care, 

And Quartus will also, I think, be “all there,”— 

In fact, on the latter, by some folks’ advice, 

‘Twould pay us to lay a respectable slice. 

Victoricus calls for no notice this time, 

To back Cameronian weuld be sublime ; 

In backing Miss Dollar you're certain to err, 

For, blest if you wouldn't Miss Dollars by her! 


Bel Demonio, Comedy, Breach, Rusticus, 

And War Dance, and Moineau, and Theophi/us, 

Are horses on which I would not put a pin— 

But what would you say, now, if Bumptious should win? 


And now, dear Editor and friend, the season being at an end—that 
part of it, at anyrate, which people call legitimate—it is my duty. 
with a sigh, to wish you, sir, a fond good-bye, until such time as | 
(next year) in all my glory reappear. But, though, alas! it be our 
fate no longer to communicate at regular, recurring times, I should 
account it worst of crimes, and one that’s been unequalled yet, could 
I my Editor forget—and even more, there may occur some suitable 
occasion, sir, for me to drop you just a line when I shall do so, I 
opine; so, though to part’s a bitter cup, I do entreat you to “ bear 
up,” and do a tender kindness thus to your attached 


TROPHONIUS. 





WE wish people wouldn’t bother us with idiotic questions. Here's 
a candidate for Earlswood wanting to know why “ the Atlantic should 
be called the Angry Ocean; whether it is angry, and if so for what 
reason?” How should we know, and why should we care? If it is 
“angry” it has got enough to make it, considering the thousands of 
people who are always “ crossing it”! 














Adolphus (who is near-sighted).—“ Good gracious! a little more of 
this sort of thing, and my enthusiasm for hunting will be effectually 
damped,” 
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ANOTHER GOOD MASH GONE WRONG. 


First Fair One. —* WELL, I CALL THAT BOLD ENOUGH, DON’T You?” 
Second ditto.—‘ BOLD ENOUGH TO HAVE BOWLED Yul’ OUT, ANYWAY.” 
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STATESMEN (AND OTHERS) ON THE STUMP. 


No wonder the lions trooped off at the approach of Randy. They 

had doubtless heard of his goings on at St. Stephen’s. 

* * * ? . 
One can well imagine Leo Africanus exclaiming to his companions, 
“ Here's that little chap from Paddington. Let's clear out—he’ll 
disturb the harmony of any party!” 

* 7 * * “s : 

A Round Table is suggested with a view to bridging over the 
differences between the rival Irish factions. It is to be hoped that its 
legs will be securely clamped to the floor. 

* * * * . 

Mr. Balfour is to be succeeded by a“ party by the name of Jackson.” 
Mr. Jackson has shown ability as Financial Secretary to the Treasury, 
and he recently visited Ireland, doubtless with a view to a possible 
emergency requiring his installation at the Castle; but to substitute 
him for Mr. Balfour in the present phase of Irish politics, when no- 
body quite knows how things will 
shape, seems very like “swapping 
horses crossing a stream.” 

* * * * 

Dr. Gutteridge wisely makes the 
better Housing of the poor a plank 
in his platform. Some of the dwel- 
lers in that Mal Marché yclept 
Clare have very few sound planks 
in their floors, 

be * ” * 
are rack rented tenements in the 
pe of Drury Lane and Clare 
“arket are a shame to the metro- 
polis, * » - 

If the House of Commons had 





b€en sitti RANDOLPH IN THE 
_ sitting, the bench of muddlers feo Africanus (to his friends).—“ Here, I sa 
“\ “ailing would have been speedily dingt D Plunger. He'll distur harmony 


brought to their senses, assuming they have any. One cam scarcely 
say who deserves more richly to be ducked in a horsepond—the beast 
who bound a child to a tree, and set his dog to worry her, or the asses 
who considered a £5 fine an adequate punishment for the offence, 
. 7 * . - 7 

Whether or not paid makers of laws would be better than unpaid 
ones remains to be argued. One thing is certain—unpaid ad- 
ministrators of the law are a curse to the country. 


7 + - . a . 


The squires and the parsons have had a good innings on the bench ; 


as soon as we get the Radical cart ont of the Home Rule rut, they 
will be sent packing along with their companions in iniquity—the 
Lords. * * * . . 
Extremes seem to be meeting, not to say colliding, at Eastbourne. 
The mob . take the law into its own hand, and everybody 


knows what sort of an 


wants t 
mob-law is, 
* . o 
At the same time the Salvation- 
ists appear to have little respect for 
the law of the land, when it doesn’t 
suit their views. 


articie 


7 . . ‘ 
tooths and brass bands are I 
generally found together. + 
7 * * 
The Gospel of the Salvation , 


Army as preached at Eastbourne is 
certainly not * peace and goodwill,” 
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* . " 
Bramwell B. seems to mapas 
the Law’s strong arm as much as : 
he did the Armstrong. 
*- >. 
LION'S LAtit. : \.B.—Has the strong arm been 
let's @. Here comes the Pal- th ? 
: too merciful in ita strength | 
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AN ILL WIND. 
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i Billingsgate Slang. Low is the lachrymose groaning Foul are the deeds of the bettor 
. | Of maidens whose heyday is o’er ; Who “ fading ink” dodges essays. 
: a “+ rat ender (tiesah ten the india? —_ . renogcn Low is the musica: moaning | Foul, if we get from it merely 
+ in it Tru Mayor a t irt t lit ye, Wi , bles lie, . os . . 
s sir, they don't know at Hillingswate when they are Of ocean-waves washing the shore. One bite, is the rabid dog’s fang ; 
using it! It's like the A BC of the School Board to Low is the answer evasive sut none of these foul things is nearly 
ai | them,”) Of truant unskilled at a fib ; So foul as the Billingsgate slang ! 
s STRONG were the Cyclops and Titans Low is the often high ace, if “— Rich are the boons, Education. ss 
ike In years that have ftlitted away ; You're trying conclusions at “ crib. Thou giv’st us “to have and to hold "! 
1 e Strong with a strength that us frightens Low—very low—are the dresses Rich, ‘neath thy sway, grows our nation 7 
' a: Are Sandows and Samsons to-day. W hich ladies assume for a ball; With riches more precious than gold. 
io Strong both of sinew and muscle Low in its tone each MS. 15 Rich, if we drink of it deeply, 
e's Are toilers in horse-shoeing shops ; hat writers of horrorlets scrawl, Wil prove the Pierian rill; 
ii ae Strong in a scuffle or tussle Low is your fall if severely Rich, too, the draughts that we cheaply 
: : ‘ ' ™ ; “ 9, ’ . r} 
Piaget Are bold helmetigerous slops, : Attacked by a W hitechapel gang ; (There netting) may capture at will. 
f ai il? ate 4 Strong is the critic's laudation sut none of t eve low things _ nearly Rich are the harvests of learning, 
it iif Of plays that give playgoers bliss ; So low as the Billingsgate slang ! And ever, while gathering the grain, 
re fr A Strong the same bloke’s condemnation Fou! is, too oft, the aroma (7) Rich aspirations are burning 
f 5 es . , ‘ ‘ $ . 
ut : ef Of plays which the playgoers hiss. ; That permeates ( ourts of Assize ; In many a poor labourer’s brain. ; 
1 Beta th Strong, through the universe scouring, Foul are the drugs the diploma- Rich are thy gifts, Education, fie 
Reiger Has proved the Octoberese gale ; Less quack to his victim supplies, To intellect, temper and tongue ! hig 
4 Strong, with a strength overpowering, Fou! is full many a blithe scandal Rich are the songs of laudation 
| oi Is whisky well blended with ale, Discussed over five o'clock teas ; That oft at thy shrine we have sung. Dt 
Strong, if old Bacchus too dearly Fou! is the art that from candle- But praises more rich, Bducation, di 
ee We love, is the gout-gendered pang ; Like greases makes butter with ease. We'll sing thee than ever we sang 
hes ‘ jut none of these strong things is nearly Foul are the tricks of the sweater ; If thy power will expel from creation 
: So strong as the Billingsgate slang! Most foul are the wife-beater’s ways ; The barbarous Billingsgate slang ! = 
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A Temperance Lecture. 
By an Awful Example. 


‘Written after reading the report of a 
meeting held by “ The Society for the Study 
of Inebriety.” 

To study inebriety 

In all its many stages, 

To test and try, to taste and see, 

Has been my joy for ages. 

I’ve tried with porter, ale and stout, 

With sherry and with toddy, 

So I can thresh the subject out, 

At once, with anybody. 


The symptom to appear the first 
Is headache in the morning ; 
But this by no means is the worst, 
I’ll give you timely warning. 
Your energy will disappear, 
Your appetite diminish, 
Your thirst will grow from year to 
year, 
A growth without a finish. 


Then you will suffer much with 
shakes, 
See visions in the daytime, 
When pink and yellow spotted 
snakes 
Will let you have a gay time. 
Your friends will give you up, 
your foes 
Will smile whene’er they see you, 
In fact, you'll have so many woes, 
It won’t be well to be you. 


MORAL. 
The moral that I wish to preach 
Is old as Troy and Priam, 
“Shun what I do, do what I teach, 
Or you will be as I am.” 
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allowed to meet the guests, 


J. —* He ! he ! 
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. A STAYER! 
(At a recent dinner given by Sir Samuel Brayne, the celebrated lunatic doctor, a few of his more rational patients wer 
Mr. and Mrs. Smith Johnson, on arriving, are accosted by an individual of jocose appearance. ] 
Jocose Individual,—* Aha! come to dine with the doctor?” 

Smith Johnson (somewhat taken abach),—* Aw—yaas.” 

So did I. We all come to dine with the Doctor—but we never get away again.” 


[Exit Smith Johnsons dispersedly, 
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ALL THINGS HAVE THEIR USES. 
Bill the Bandsman.—* What | you mean to say we are no use in the 
Why, if we are noncombatant ourselves, we inspire others to 


field ? 
fight!” 


_ Larry the Lancer.—* Divil a bit wud ye inspoire me to fight, honey, 
but I'm not afther saying ye're useless ‘in the field; for bedad! the 
Civil of a row you make wid thim brass pots and things has a dale to 
wid frightening the inimy out of the field.”’ 
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Editor does not bind himself t 


William and the Village. 


WILLIAM is living in thecountry. William loves the country. 
don’t know, though, that the country loves William. 

William says he likes to see the village green. If the village saw 
William it would be very green indeed. But William of an evening 
turns out when he has been cleaning up his season ticket with india- 
| rubber, and walks on to the village green, and thinks that he is a sort 
| of squire with a split soda, or a squire mixed up with weak tea and 
' senna. Then William looks at the boys playing cricket. He tries 
| to look critical, and then he backs pg ch away from the long stop 

until he sticks on the tar on the railway sleepers that have been stuck 

up fora fence. That's the modern village green. 

“T like cricket,” says William, William likes cricket probably be- 
cause he knows nothing at all about it. There are a good many Wil- 
liams in the world. There are Sweet Williams, which are flowers; 
there are Williams which ought to grow in the beds of Bedlam. He's 
one of them, We should like to plant William in his grave. 


Wi ; 


JUST OUT. 


HOOD'S COMIC ANNUAL for 1892, 


Price One Shilling. Post-Sree, 1,2. 
Containing Humorous Contributions in Prose and Verse by 

MESSRS. GEORGE R. Sims, J. F. SULLIVAN, GoDPREY TURNER HM. Crance New- 
Tos, A. DEWAR WILLOCK, 5. REID, GEORGE MANVILLE FENN, FRANK 
CLEMENT, PAUL Menirt, LYNN CyniL D’OyLe, HH. M. PAULL, CHARLES G, 
LELAND (Hans Breitmann), 0.5. CHELTNAM, GRORGK DALZIEL, J. JAMES HEWson, 
H. T. Jounsos, LAUNCKe Lex, LeoroLp Tumnen, J. W. Hovanton, J. E. Mvub- 
pock, S. J. ADAIR Firz-GenaLD, Author of “My Neighbour Nellie,” JON. 
Nortrucorr, Pency Reeve, W. EpMonpbson, Kare Bunron, CLO, GRAVES, 
| WEEDON GROSSMITH, CHARLES COLLETTE, RICHARD HENiY, BAnKY PAIX 
and others. 


The whole Fully and Elaborately Illustrated by 
Maesrs. GORDON THOMSON, J. F. SULLIVAN, J, W. HovGurTos, ALFRED BRYAN, 
J. BERNARD PARTRIDGE, Hat LUDLOW, A.8, Born, H. KR. MILLAR, A. 5S. MAN- 
VILLE FENN, Geo. Gatoombe, Fuxp Rog, F, H, TOWNSEND, L.. RAVEN HILL, 
Exngest Guiset, G. G. Fuasen, H. Tor, W REDON GKossM ITH, WARWICK 
REYNOLDS, CHARLES COLLEerT#, Hal Huttst, Matr Srurercu, and MAURICE 
GHEIPPENHAGUEDN. 


rere rn, or pay for Contrvuttons 


in no case will they be returned unless 
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FLIPP vy. TWIGG. 


Dhe maiden spoke hirn nea 


Bur <= while her faffer 








Anyone could see thal Plipp 44 
was deeply in love en 
Pel 
[ashly, Tipp AVered 6 peunl a r 
porthal oF hus beloved one’s filher. 
He atid nol show fhe picfore a 


Randy and the Shower of Lions. 
(SEE CARTOON,) 


IN its journalistic traffic 

Now and then the Daily Graphic 

Deals out something fresh and thrilling, 
Pretty nearly worth a shill 

And it seldom gave a bette: 

Pennyworth than that long letter 
Where Lord Randolph, to his glory, 
Told his ! 2 

Right amongst those flerce, wil 
Ina land of savage features, 
Did our sporting politician 
Seek a perilous position. 

After breakfasting on whisky, 


on-hunting story 


1 creatures, 


’ 


Just to make his courage frisky, 

















looked on him with 








Until iT was Finished ! 


A TALE OF LOVE AND VANITY. 
eAnd Twigg fore us 

hair in despar, for ‘ : 
he %60,/oved the 






ms, 








went fo get 


his marr 











license This 











ee as smoothly as @ fead pencil, 
e 


Up a tree he climb’d, computing 
That the fittest stand for shooting, 
Lions rampant, lions roaring, 
Lions from all quarters pouring, 
Lions eager to confound him, 
Swarm'd ferociously around him ; 
Yet he wasn’t e’en a trifle 
Frighten’d, as he popp’d his rifle, 
But, O Daily Graphic editor, 

If you would remain our creditor, 
Bid him be (since he’s so dareful) 
In the future far more careful,— 
Lions, jungles, deserts sandy, 


Weighing less with us than Randy. 





BLIND EyE?,—Those undotted. 





AWARDED SEVEN PRIZE MEDALS. 
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ecratch nor spurt, 


nel new 
points being rounde! by a New Process N.B.—A tention ts 
also drawn t 
the novel ajvantage of each pattern being made in 4 degrees of 
Sexibiiity§ Assorted Sample box, of either series, for 7 stamps 
fsx 


their New “ Graduated Series of Pens,” which offers 


BRANUVAUER & ( S PEN WORKS, BIRMINGHAM 





Rumours of War-ton. 

[Mr. Warton, long known as “the Conservative 
blocker,” is, it is said, on the look out for another seat 
in the House of Commons. } 

W ARTON wants another seat ! 

Warton—alias the “ blocker” :— 

Warton, with his snuff-box neat— 

Warton, who’s of sense a shocker! 
Long ago he gave us throes 
sy his parliamentary patter ; 
No (House of) Common(s)-sense he shows ; 
So, as M.P. he doesn’t matter ! 
For, when you come to put the case — 
(And, lo! tis one we must report on) 
Although the Parliamentary Face 
May of rum features have a trace— 
Wherefore should it have a Warton ? 








CADBURY’S 
COCOA 


ABSOLUTELY PURE tuererore BEST 


NO CHEMICALS USED 
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Del 2 9 the Gj P-—Wass SS 4. 
7 ~ Sr wean ; 
Hare-hunting begins — Thre 1's how we . | 
Ihe fesl*Ve hare will be hunléed this year. | oa Wk add | 
_ bea f Tall girls the fashion. 2 | 
cf °? >» Me | 






he Genk ‘anmal or [he 
firm yard — aeletsbd 


(1) The German Empress bravely ‘‘ beards”? her hubby, y 
Altbough she likes him beardless and not ‘scrubby. 


“4 








‘ee 


I wanted flaming. 


(5) Exceedingly tall ladies are “de rigger, , am 
To dress them up would cost a longish ‘‘ figger. 


(6) The Eland may 4s food anon be brought here— 


" Of ees mariage yr oJ reigning " Whene'er ’E'll-land that beast will soon be caught here. 
; -C 2 , 7 5, ° i _ . , oes ; 
‘ ; ‘ , 7) Cheeky child Chili sets America fuming— 
@) A juvenile J. Sheppard bath riven son 7) Cheeky td age warm through this presuming 
hiatal oon , (8) A donkey, whose employer will not cease OPES, 








(4) All hunting (thanks unto the floods erratic ) Ass-iduously waits for the police force. 
Seems likely to become a sport acjuatic. 
VOL. LIV. NO, 1382, 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


—Nosopy (that I’m 
he Wery” aware of) said that 
Godpa was an 


a 
original English piece, 
my Tig ab a lot of posters 
and paragraphs (res- 

onsibles and 
rresponsibles, 









you may call 
them) said it was 
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THe ComMgepDyY.—Marat- f[ 
MONIAL GENT AND 
A-GENT. 


“by” Mr. F.C. Philips 
and Mr. ©. Brookfield, 
so that we were, at least, 
prepared to find it Eng- «pecoim” 1s srorrep ny Miss BROWNE— 
lish, The dialogue and REGGIE-LARLY DONE BROWNE. 

plot, however, soon 

suggested (among other things, for its suggestions were not limited !) 
a French source, and, having asked questions and overheard remarks 
in the lobby after the first act, 1 am able to inform you—as your 
“dailies” have probably already done, that Godpapa is as close a 
translation from Mariages Riches as is compatible with a “little 
milliner” in the English version, not being in that line of business in 
the original ! 








THE second act is probably as cleverly written as the first—which 
is uncommonly witty, after a certain unholy style which has vogue in 
these days ; but by the time we reach this second act we want some- 
thing more substantial than mere dialogue, and, on the whole, the 
something is not forthcoming. The plot is probably good enough for 
the whipped cream sort of entertainment it is intended to be, but it is 
essentially stagy, and not specially interesting or entertaining. For 
success, in short, the piece must rely 
upon its smart dialogue and its good 
acting. 


THE acting is good, Nothing more 
than the regular Comedy favourites, 
you know, with the addition of Miss 
Annie Irish, but all well fitted, 
(Perhaps too well fitted, It gives a 
Y | sort of rir cor to things, but I 

whe | yy suppose that isn’t to be helped ex- 
1”, actly.) Mr. C. H. Hawtrey, i has 
scarcely an equal in parts wherein a 
calm effrontery in lying and general 
depravity has to be depicted, is very 
well suited indeed. He lies better 
than any gas meter I ever had the 
misfortune to be acquainted with. 
Miss Lottie Venne, too, as the 
“milliner,” with (of course) the in- 
evitable “ breach of promise” artillery 
about her, is in familiar and (as far as 
she is personally concerned) attrac- 
Tux ComEpy.—Orr—vEry mucn tive guise. Mr. Brookfield — the 

OFF. richness in detail of whose “old men ” 

is only to be equalled by the baldness 

of their heads—has a noticeable head of hair on this occasion. It is 

not much of a head of hair—most of his head is as polished as his act- 
ing; but it is distinctly noticeable, 











Miss ANNIE IRISH has little more to do than to give distinction to 
her part, and she does so—distinctly. Miss Vane Featherston has no 
chance—and makes the most 
of it; and a like report may 
b> given of Miss Armbruster. 
Mr. W. Wyes’s character act- 
ing abilities give good colour 
to the part of “ Pygmalion,” 
and Mr. W. F. Hawtrey’s 
fidgety old gentleman fills in 
the picture, rounds things off, 
puts in the finishing touch, 
and what not, 








P.8.—Don’t forget to be in 
time for Mr. T. G. Warren’s 
Rosabel (once Houp la /), It’s 
a capital little piece, with a 
quaint attractiveness and 
freshness in it. Mr. Wyes 
makes quite a hit as the dis- 
reputable “ Chevalier,’ and 
Mr. Cosham’s clown is good, 
too. 








COVENT GARDEN.—Things 
are blooming in “the Gar- 
den.” We've had a new 
Carmen, perhaps as good as 
any of them; and the garden 
scene from Faust (all right in 
“the Garden”), and Baucis 
and Philemon, and Les 
Huguenots, up to the time of 
writing. Mdme. Deschamps’ 
Carmen showed quantity as 
well as quality, but the latter was extra good, both as to singing and 
acting. Mlle, Simmonet and MM. Engel and Lorraine were all in 
good form. Baucis and Philemon was a very comical affair—it 
seemed to rattle about on the great stage like a very small nut ina 
very large shell. Four characters, with the Covent Garden stage, all 
to themselves! The music very pretty, however, and the cast, Mlle. 
Simmonet and MM. Lorraine, Bouvet and Engel played and sang 
with striking ease and smoothness. Mlle. is really first-rate, and 
seems to have struck home. Can’t tell you anything about Les 
Huguenots, because they didn’t do it. They gave us Faust and 
Baucis again. Somebody was ill, I believe. 





ILLUSTRATED 
WITH A “Cur.” 
The Lady (Jine- 

Alatts has just had 
his play published, 
and presented 

her with a copy).—* Oh, you've had it printed ! 

What a pity! It seemed so clever ¢o listen to!” 


MORAL REFLECTION,—There’s something very courageous in the 
way authors are taking to print their plays. Dialogue spoken on the 
stage, with all the practised arts of inflexion and suggestive tones 
and glances, is a very different matter to the same dialogue in the 
cold blooded guise of mere print, One effect of the fashion will doubt- 
less be to cause authors to write to “read well,” 
but there is a tradition that the play which 
“reads well” acts “badly.” However, it'll 
find its own level, no doubt—there will be interest 
in watching developments, 


ON Friday afternoon Miss Ada Rehan, amid smiles 
and high hopes, laid the foundation stone of the new 
theatre Mr. Edwardes is building for Mr. Daly, 
while Mrs. Bancroft, in the usual manner, baptized 
the building that is to be as “ Daly’s Theatre.” 
Thus the seal of authority is put upon the rumour 
that we are to have six months’ Daly every year. 
All right! come along! we can do with it! 


Nops AND WINKS.—At the Royal Victoria Hall 
and Coffee Shop (I beg pardon, Palace), they are 
having Ballads and Operatic Selections every Thurs- 
day in November, Science on Tuesdays, Temperance 
on Fridays, and“ Variety Entertainments” on 
Saturdays. Mondays and Wednesdays are given up 
to wondering how they can do it at the price— 
Under a Mask follows The Idler immediately.— 
East Lynne is going to be played at the Royalty ge 
next.—Mr. Murray Carson will open the Globe 
directly—next week, probably—with Mr. James Mortimer’s Gloriana 
—(No scandal against Queen Elizabeth I hope).—Awnt Jack is to be 
revived at the Court, Pamela’s Prodigy having retired into well 
merited oblivion. NESTOR. 
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Wuz it wrote to yersel’ now?” “ Me darlint, 
Oi wish, 
If it wuz, Oi moight go wid Ould Nick!” 
As he spoke, a weird figure popped down 
through the roof, 
And O’Fish on that figure with grief 
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Small Arab— Spare a penny for the crossin’, sir! Look at you 'n me,sir! Wota 
difference a noice pair o’ boots makes in yer appearance, sir!” 





Saw two horns, a long tail, a diametered 


hoof —— 
Maw, Stay! no more! Imust really be brief! 
ee we, Fux, Mitel te has 
Aa a R. FON, ortune, recent 
> al heard.” é 
a Of a rare, a superlative plan, 
i Which will bring mighty quickly the oof- 
rT bearing bird 
I a8 Within reach of or woman or man, 
If you want, gentle reader, ere twenty days’ 
ASG space, 
a. To have wealth beyond human belief, 
—— : You must go (after washing your hands and 
4 i your face) 


. om To—— But stay! I must really be brief! 








| sig Not the Season. 


ONE need not be fashionable to know 
when the season is not on, Whenever you see 


—— a string of footmen in blue linen jackets leav- 


nee ing a trail of bitter beer odour behind them 
as they walk along, you know that they're on 
board wages. Whenever the police look extra 
- discontented, as if they had not had their 


Nt proper allowance of light beer, pie and cold 


‘ meat—then again you know that the London 
season isn’t on, Because why? The servants 
are living on board wages. Good cooks like 
to entertain the cheerful, honest constable on 
—___._______'| their masters’ cold meat, pie and table beer— 








Ballads in Brief, 


[The short story has now for some time been a favourite, and our poets too, if they 
would be read, must keep their Pegasus within bounds.—Globe, 
Each of the following stanzas constitutes a complete poem on the “ Pegasus with- 
in bounds” system,— FUN.] 
I, 
WHEN the churchyard he reached in the stillness profound 
Of the midnight, Benjingo felt queer : 
“ How the deuce dare I pass through this sacrosanct ground, 
Since the mother I murdered lies here ?” 
Yet he plucked up his courage and went; but with fright 
Soon he quaked like an aspen-tree’s leaf, 
For a fire-breathing phantom, apparelled in white—— 
Stay! no more! I must really be brief! 


II, 
’T was the Chief of the Nickapoo Horde, and by night 
To a mystic Mahatma he prayed ; 
“ Drop a line to inform me, multipotent sprite, 
I'll win me the winsome wee maid !” 
And a note from the murky Mah-atmasphere fell 
On the head of that Nickapoo Chief, 
And the stamp which it bore had a sulphury smell—— 
Stay! no more! I must really be brief! 


IIl, 

Slowly crept the grim ghoul to the charnel vault drear, 
And threw open the dark coffin lid ; 

“Ha! the baronet’s rings,” he exclaimed, with a leer, 
“Will at least bring me in fifty quid!” 

And to cut off the fingers his jack knife he plied, 
But sore trembled the infamous thief 

When the corpse sat erect in its coffin, and cried—— 
Stay! no more! I must really be brief! 


IV. 

Came Sir Carlo of Kilderkin Castle by night 
To the Seer of the Coughiepott Cave : 

“ Prithee save me, good Seer, from my pitiful plight— 
To the Demon of Drink I'm a slave!” 

And the Seer, as he clutched the munificent fee, 
Cried, “‘ There’s only one means of relief ; 

You must boom your D, T in some other J), 7,”—— 
Stay! no more! I must really be brief! 


V. 
In her husband’s coat pocket Dame Ketty1 O’Fish 
Found a love letter, “ Michael, avick, 








-—s butt not on cold meat, pie and table ale they 
have to pay for out of their own pockets, Oh, dear,no! When con- 
stables are on the frown—then all the swells are out of town, 





Fee Fi(fe) fo fum. 


THE Duke of Fife is breaking up his land, 
Especially in Banffshire (that’s N.B.) ; 

Many thousand acres he, we understand, 
Has got rid of, in exchange for & s, d, 

Some regard it as a cute and clever game, 
But others sadly murmur “ Fi(fe) ! for shame!” 





THERE is an old lady who lives down our way, who says, “ she never 
knows her own mind.” The other day, she gave us a bit of it, and if 
the rest is up to sample, we think she is to be congratulated on her 
ignorance. 





— 


OVERCROWDING IN LONDON.’ 
A sketch at the terminus of the halfpenny "bus on a wet day, 
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“ uctor tly sued the London General Om strike the Co. applied for relief men, and plaintiff, with about 
300 an oon oad wer: told they were engaged. no work nor payment, plaintiff left, and found that the Co, 
hh: d endorsed his licence as if he had been in service for ten . ting work with rival companies. The judge of the Marylebone 
Cuurt held that the licence was illegally endorsed, but said the plaintiff was only enti nominal damages becouse defendants could not be held responsihes 
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(1). Jones loathed Brown ; there was no geniality in his 
smile when he met him ; he yearned to damage him. 
oSteone Prong day he saw in the paper that decision of 

e u 

— he eg said he, ‘‘smooths my path beautifully |" 

4). And he quietly set fire to Brown's house and reduced 
it to a smoking heapiet. 

5) When Brown knew of it, he consulted his solicitor. 
‘* Be calm,” said the latter; ‘‘such is the justice of our 
laws that you can obtain large damages from Jones.” 

(6). But that lawyer had not realized the wisdom of the 
British County Court Judge! ‘‘ Nobody will buy my house 
now it is a smoking heaplet,” pleaded Brown. “ Hang it 
all!" replied the jadge, “‘the defendant can't be held 
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ther people's actions!’ And he awarded 
nominal damages, 
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POOR JOSEPH. 


Lord 8—“REALLY, SIR, I WISH YOU WOULD CONDUCT YOURSELF WITH A LITTLE MORE DIGNITY; IT’S 
POSITIVELY NOT RESPECTABLE.” jg 
[See Cartoon Verses, p. 195, . 
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TURN AND TURN ABOUT. 
Hlarry.—* Stunning girl just passed, eh, old boy? 
look back at me?” 
Fred,—“ Yes; they say it don’t take much to turn a woman's 
head,” 


Did you see her 


Ditties in Doses up to Date; 
Or, Songs for Both Sexes, 


HORDERED HOrp, 
(A Coster-mongerel Carol of the “ Chirry” Chaste Choice.) 


(The Marylebone Vestry have ordered off all the costers’ barrows and stalls from 
Great ‘Titchfield and other streets, where they have been allowed for forty years.] 


I 'oPES I ain't intrudin’ on you coves wot’s readin’ Fun, 

‘Cos, if 1 am, jest say so, and there ain’t no harm not done ; 

But, if net a-interlopin’, a sad greviance I'l) state, 

lor I knows you're simperthetic to a ’ard up coster mate. 

It's like this ‘ere, For years I’ve pitched, with many a merchant more, 
In a certing street in Marrerbone, a-vendin’ of my store 

Wiv a neat and tidy barrer full of stock ter try my luck ; 

ut to me now and my mateys has the Vestry give the “ chuck.” 


REFRAIN, 

There's bin lots of bloomin’ tirants 

To gold throwns and crowrns aspyrants, 
And of ‘ounds you fancies they're the utt'rest utter, 

But, of all the wust o-pression 

ver felt by a purfeasion 
Ix that wot chucks your barrer from the gutter, 

Whoy-ay ! 

Where you've had ter pitch ter earn your toke and butter. 


Ter git a honest livvlihood is ‘ard enough, lawd knows, 

Ourt in good old Inggerlish wevver in all sorta 0’ leaky clo’es ; 

And don'cher ‘ave to rise at dorn and to ther markit bunk, 

But wiv hope you takes your stock arownd—it ain't no good to funk. 
There's yer carrots and yer colley flours, yer turnips and yer greens, 
All offered at a price ter suit pore folks of ‘umble means ; 

And yer tries to keep stryghtforwid-like and ourt o’ Rog’ry’s ruck, 
And wot d'yer git for all this yer? Yer gits the bloomin’ chuck, 


Lots o’ merchants, like my own self, wot for years has done a trade 
In fish, or in greengrosry (which we sometimes found it paid), 

Has pitched all unmerlested wiv our trucks along the kerb, 
A-making wiv our fruit and spuds wot’s called a Russ in Herb, 
We've always give good weight, we have—good quollerty as well— 
And many’s the mother o’ many kids wot buys wot we've ter sell ; 
For vegytables, wilks and “ winks” they patternise our truck, 


But now we're in the blooming cart—our trucks has got the chuck. 





BUN-BUYEES, BEWARE! 
(A Serio-comic Song or Carol of Confectionery,as Vamped-up for the 
Variety Shows.) 

The Lady’s Pictorial lately 

Attacked both tea-drinking and buns ; 
It sneered at the latter things greatly, 

So that’s why I’ve called at Friend Fun’s, 
It seems Mrs. Fawcett began it, 

And called all our sex Goths and Huns, 
Whenever we dare on this planet 

To spoil our digestion by buns, 


CHORUS. 
Then, O, have a care, girls, 
She bids you beware, girls, 
And dread them as you would dread duns 
The fate of each lady 
She says will grow shady 
Through buns! buns!! buns!!! 


We know that our sex is a sex, girls, 
That’s well formed for taking the cake ; 
3ut it seems that the bun will perplex, girls, 
All those who great progress would make. 
Mrs. F. says the Woman’s Rights question 
(With which we might spike mere Man’s guns) 
Will be ruined (just like our digestion) 
If women will rollick on buns, 
CHORUS. 
Then, if strongly we'd meet, girls, 
Proud Man to defeat, girls, 
Let’s make our physique firm (like FUN’s). 
’Gainst tea we must “ hedge,” girls, 
And all sign the pledge, girls, 
’Gainst buns! buns!! buns!!! 
{ A-Bun-dance and Evit. 





My Back Garden. 


Iam proud of that back garden. 
There is a summer-house at the end of it. There the cats have a sort 
of whist party every night. The cats like that summer-house. They 
live there, they are born there and they die there; and my little boy 
buried a large tortoiseshell tom just behind that summer-house among 
the laurels, It is a curious thing that in London a million people are 
supposed to be starving, yet everybody can keep a cat. One would 
fancy, looking at this at first sight, that the cat must keep them, or 
they couldn't be so fond of it. The subject is rather mixed. 


I HAVE got a nice back garden. 





Not Gas-tronomic, 


A RISE in the price of gas they now disclose, 
And many a town-consumer maketh moan ; 
‘Tis a pity they can’t turn on certain * pro’s” ; 

For many a boasting actor often shows 
He oftentimes has much “ gas” of his own. 
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A FURS STRAIGHT PERSON. 
Old Lady.—“ I want a set of furs. But, look here, young woman, 
none o’ your trade tricks and tamperings with them—I want em 
vht from the animal.” 
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A CAT MAY LOOK 








Gow, 





Pes 
There was an old monarch of Ware, 





Picture Shows. 

INSTITUTE OF PAINTERS IN WATER CoLouRS.—“ Stormy Weather 
on a Yorkshire Moor,” by E. M. Whimperis, is a strong bit of work ; 
“A Study,” by 8. J. Solomon, is well drawn, but not agreeable in 
colour ; “*A Dewy Morning,” Alfred East, is full of delicate colour ; 
“A Portrait,” Herbert P. Jackson, rather low in tone, but very fine 
in treatment ; “ The Crabber’s Bait,” C. N. Hemy, is a good example ; 
“ Sauve qui Peut!” by G, Goodwin Kilburn, is a character subject 
with well drawn horses, as is usual with this rising young artist; 
his other exhibit is a portrait of his father. One of the finest heads 
in the collection is that of Mrs. W. H. Margetson, painted by her 
husband ; among the best landscapes is “A Winter’s Eve,” by Claude 
Hayes, hung close by his father, Edwin Hayes’, “French Fishing 
Boats”; “The Honeymoon,” by J. Haynes Williams, and “A New 
Song,” by G. G. Kilburn, are amongst the most pleasing of the 
figure pictures. The President exhibits a fine head of “ Jessica.” 

The Royal Society of British Artists ——There is a decided look of 
freshness in the show this year from the fact that all of the works in 
the large room have white mounts; this, in some cases, is a decided 
advantage, and in others the reverse, but, on the whole, the effect is 
very agreeable. As usual, there are many works of considerable in- 
terest, amongst which rank the works of the worthy President, Wyke 
Baylis, avery clever picture by W. D. Almond, works by G. G. kKil- 
burn, Jun., Frank Brangwyn, Nelson Dawson, Owen Dalziel, Dudley 
Hardy ; perhaps the most. peculiar work in the collection is “The 
Kingdoms of the Sun,” by Edwin Ellis. 

Dowdeswell’s.—Loseno time in going to see R. Thorne Waite’s collec- 
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Whose cat was a demon to stare, 


And the pussy continued to stare. 


Poor Joseph. 
(SEE CARTOON.) 


THE approach of that token of Gun- 
powder Treason, 
The Fifth of November, appears to 
inspire 
In the breasts e’en of men who are 
gifted with reason 
A pretty strong fancy for playing 
with fire, 
That traditional time for a thorough 
good blaze 
Advances, of course, pyrotechnic dis- 
plays ; 
And some, kept at full cock, 
May both startle and shock, 
When not made (as by Brock) 
In the regular ways ; 
For set pieces of rhetoric, too, at this 
season 
Your statesman lets off at his heart's 
own desire, 


Political squibs and political crackers 
Explode, like the common sort 
favour’d by boys; 
one bombarding another 
with whackers 
That are not intended to add to his 
Ovys, 
Thus Chamberlain will some Old Party 
assail, 
Then Morley lays mines under Cham- 
berlain’s tail, 
And there's such an ado 
And a hullaballoo, 
That a general stew 
Threatens soon to prevail ; 
Whilst Lord Salisbury wonders, per- 
haps, why his backers 
Should vie with those laying the 
odds as to noise. 


And 


r re 
Lrocs 





A Meet Extract.—From a pas- 
senger'’s account of the recent heavy 
gales in the Atlantic, we extract the 
satisfying information that when other 
food was nau-sea-ating, a seas-on-able 
comfort and joy was derived from 
the Liebig Company's Extract of 
Meat, and there is no Lie-big or little 
about this, 





this distinguished painter is enough in the way of attraction ; while 
all are pure in conception and brilliant in colour, we may mention 
“ Dover Cliffs” as one of the most important, Of the smaller works it 
would be difficult to point to any in particular, all are so evenly good. 

Maclean’s.—The principal attraction at this gallery will be Rosa 
Bonheur’s picture of a “ Stag and Does in the Forest of Fontainebleau,” 
the collection is small, but it is a good one, 


Venus So(ap) precious! 

THIS is a soap which they say saves all rubbing, 
When on St, Laundress’ Day clothes they're tubbing, 

Which is lucky, you know, 

For the Venus they show 
In the “ads” has no hands she could use for her scrubbing ! 
But, reader, pray note, e’er FUN says his “ Ta-tas !” 
That this soap, called “ Venus,” has mashed the world’s “ Mas! 





‘Round Table Annual” for 1892. 


THE present issue of this popular Annual bears the title of “ Tara- 
diddles,” and contains some half dozen screaming stories by Mr. A. 
Dewar Willock, enlivened by over a hundred and fifty highly 
amusing drawings by Mr. W. F. Thomas. The cover, also by Mr. 
Thomas, is most original, and startling in the extreme. It seldom falls 
to our lot to get hold of such a bright and lively book for the small 
sum of oneshilling, and Mrs. Judy has our hearty congratulations on 
i the book out 


the admirable way 1! ‘h she has turne 
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BALL SUPPER. 


CAUSE AND EFFECT. 
Girl of the Period —“ INDIGESTION? HOW UNROMANTIC! YOU CAN NEVER HAVE BEEN IN LOVE,” 
Youth of the Period —“ ON THE CONTRARY; IT 18 LOVE THAT GIVES ME DysPEpPsIA.” 








STATESMEN (AND OTHERS) ON THE STUMP. 


THe Tories give great thanks for small mercies. Their majority 
has been slightly decreased in the Strand division, and this in the face 
of the local influence of the firm of which the new Member is the head, 
in spite, too, of the prestige attaching to that Member, and the respect 
rightly accorded to him on all sides as the son of a worthy sire—and 
they are as cock-a-hoop as if they had wrested instead of having 
merely saved the seat. 

* 7 . ” . aa 

The County Council having shabbily parted with Captain Shaw, 
London stands a better chance than ever of going to blazes. The 
petty wire pulling meddlers may rant and cant as they will, every 
man in London town has slept all the sounder o’ nights for many 
years past for knowing the Captain was in command, and the County 
Council has made itself as ridiculous and mean by compelling Captain 
Shaw to turn his back upon it as when it compelled Zo to do like- 
wise, * ” . 

“The policeman'’s lot is 
not a happy one.” In Ire- 
land he has to prevent the 
Healyites from breaking the 
peace, and the Parnellites 
from breaking the heads of 
the Healyites ; and at East- 
bourne to keep the Salva- 
tionists from disturbing the townsfolk, and 
the townsfolk from disturbing the Salva- 
tionists when they are trying to disturb the 
townsfolk. The Pall Mall Gazette ison the 
side of the big drums, of course, for “ auld 
acquaintance,” Not content with picturing 
London as modern Babylon, the 2. M. G. 
encourages the Boothites in converting Kast- 
bourne into a modern Babel. 

* 7 . * 

We understand that there is no truth in 
the rumour that the beadle at the Bank of 
England has sacked the Governor and Com- 
pany thereof. . . bad 

















The report that the jackal has repudiated all further connection 
with the lion is unfounded. 


* * » * * # 
The charwoman at St. Stephen’s has not dissolved parliament. 
* * * * + # 


There is quite a three-cornered duel going on at Cork city. Probably 
at the finish Major Sarsfield will be the most cornered of all the three 
candidates, * . ® * s 

Sir William Harcourt has made a vigorous onslaught upon what he 
calls, perhaps not unjustly, Mr. Goschen’s “ shabby finance,” and puts 
forth his views both strongly and stoutly—striving to show that Mr. 
G.’s budget surpluses were something different, , 

sg * * ” * * 

Mr. Goschen, no doubt, like all backsliders, has “a perfect answer 
to the charge,” through which the dexterous feat of backing out may 
be performed, > « * * * « 
In the triangular fight 
at Cork for the questionable 
privilege of standing in the 
late Mr. Parnell’s shoes, his 
partizan, Mr. Redmond, 
whom they would not very 
well fit, has done himself 
and his cause little good, and 
maybe much harm, by his 
utterances about Mr. Dillon. «# _ « 

A Nationalist (otherwise anti-Parnellite) has 
had a clean walk over the tiles for North Kil- 
kenny—never a cat fight over the job. 


EASTBOURNE 














“ Y gs, that’s a capital article; I didn't think 
you had got it in you to write as well as that. 

“Well, I'm only what you may call part 
author.” 

“Oh, is that so? What part are you respon: 
sible for?” 

“ Well, the italics are mine!” 
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arkr On the evening of the Fifth, three conspirators might have been seen |  Larkby screwing his door up, (6). Or by other operations under his 
Pr ene In a dark . corner of the college quad, (2). Unobserved by window, intended to disturb his comfort later on. (7). A mine was then 
vt seed Quintus Curtius MacFungus, who had just quitted the Combina- fired, while the conspirators fled. (8). Finding exit by the door impos- 
f £ ‘ . ‘ . ‘ 
Moat: om old port. (3). A few tools and implements of torture were | sible, the startled Professor tries the window. ‘‘ Whata mercy I had this rope 
retined 2 to the conspirators. (4). That night Professor MacFungas ladder by me!” he gasps, amidst the fumes of young Larkby’s crackers. 
(5) ‘A . rest, after solacing himself with Aristotle and a sherry cobbler ; (9). Oa rea thing the bottom he changes his opinion He was eventually 
\”). And his slumbers were unbroken by the sound occasioned by young extricated by the means of a good crane. [/nquiries are still pending. 
Bz LRES N DEN The Editor does himnse wknowledge. + r pat 4 w case wit My Oe re ed cw 
7 wanted Oy a sar ‘d ana ¢ ewye 
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A DAY’S SPORT WITH THE 
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(1). ’Arry Milend (to Bill Newcut).—“ Yus! W’'y 
shouldn’t us ‘ave a day's duck-shootin’, same as any 
other sportia’ toffs,eh?” (2), ‘*’Ere you har! Wot'd 
I tell yer? I knowd I'd find yer some sport, and no 
bloomin’ error! Lay low, Bill. D'y'ear? The birds is 
as wahld as wahld!” (3). ‘f Don’t you fire till I gives 
yer the word; and, if we don’t kill summat big, I'll 
never stir! Fira!” Then they fired, and ‘‘summat 
big” was certaiuly almost killed, but it was not ducks. 
(4). Then Farmer Wuzzlecrop, who had been an inter- 
ested spectator of the scene (as the ducks were his pro- 
perty), took a hand in the game, and the procession 
started for the village lock-up, something in this order. 
Then the ducks smiled. 
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CADBURY’ 
COCOA 


ABSOLUTELY PURE thererorne BEST  AUZGO INCE 


NO CHEMICALS USED. 
hed (for the Proprietors), by W. Lay, at 153 Fleet Street, BO. 
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Wow 15 Ihe Cha nce tor Messoe Jo us . »* he did not know whence 
Prove Ais love for Russie. Ye "Beware of the widders!" she came nor whi her going 


(1) Brave Belgium, hating certain folks who sharp it, (5) Feather or no—young ladies altogether 
Kicks British bookies o'er the Brugsels carpet. Find feather boas quite boa-ing in rough weather. 


(6) The Russian fomine is alas! fast growing, 


(2) The butehers’ furious driving in the City 
A chance for France its new love to be showing. 


Cuts many iato joints—yes, more’s.the pity ! 
| (7) A suitor gave a widow a “‘ pianner,” 


(3) Thirty-six.children are, p’r'aps, inconvenient, 
An! then ste chucke! him—in « forte manner. 


Se this three dozen’s father found ‘‘ beaks” lenient. 
(1) A.big strike in the boot trade proving fruitless, (8) A poor old lady lost ber way, and also 
A lock-ont came and made their mission bootless. She lost her memory—or what she'd call so 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


9$—WE experi- 
eles enced a curious 
a sensation at this 
eS theatre theother 























evening. After 
) the usual, grad- 
j ually arriving 
family party 


which occupies 
the stalls on 
these occasions 
had exchanged 
smiles, bows, 
| quips, opinions 





on the weather, 
ete., and settled 
into their places 
—after the band 


aaa a 
THE PRINCE OF WALES'S 
THE FALSE PLANTER 
PLANTING ONE ON HIS 
MOTHER-IN-LAW. 





—— 


had creditably acquitted 
itself of the overture, and 
after some enthusiastic 
gentlemen had called for 
“three groans for the fe 
systum,” and freely res- TWO OF SCOTCH—KINDRED SPIRITS. 
ponded to their own call 

(in which, if my official position prevented my active participation, I 
as with them in the spirit—I groaned in spirit, in fact)—an odd 
feeling of strangeness pervaded our consciousnesses as the curtain 
rose without discovering one of those groups of fascinating ladies in 
short skirts and long—er—leggings, who have for a long time com- 
menced proceedings at this theatre. The Prince of Wales’s has, in 
fact, gone back on the road to the more legitimate form of drama, as 
far as farcical comedy. 


a A 


The Planter, adapted from the French by Mr. W. Yardley, is the 
new piece. It concerns our familiar friends—the husband who flirts 
with somebody else's wife, and lies with liberal and all-pervading rash- 
ness to cover the peccadillo—the active and energetic mother-in-law— 
the violently jealous husband of the flirtee—the young lady whose 
connections are forcing her to marry one man while she wants to 
marry another, etc., etc. ; the whole served up with a copious supply 
of utterly impossible complications and mistakes in identity. It isa 
familiar dish, and generally successful ; and, al | 
by no means ideally smart, and (on the first night) the performers, as 

a whole, were scarcely happy in their parts, there 


Planter should 


thougn the dialovus g 


seems no serious reasons why 7'/ 
not swell the list. 
THERE are some good people in the show, but 
they are mostly new to each other for the moment, 
and must certainly improve as they grow more 
accustomed to playing together. Mr. Grove, though 
a bit wanting in abandon, carried the fiery and by 
no means easy part of Don Lopez, the Planter, 
through with determination, and in excellent style. 
Mr. Warren as the other planter (of lies) was no less 
/ painstaking in a part which is scarcely comical 
enough to gain sympathy; I expect him to le 
funnier when he has shaken down. Mr. Day gives 
a steadily consistent and useful bit of acting as 





THE PRINCE OF 


WALEs's. — Ow the jealous husband. And Mr. F. Kaye, by some 
tuk Warcu, quaint eccentricities, judiciously kept within bounds, 
contributes a bit of genuinely comic acting ard 

scored the succeas of the evening. The ladies have little chance 


of distinguishing themselves, but Miss Forsyth looked nice, Miss 
Natalie Brande, ditto, and Madame Amadi, if she played with 
some excess of force, was obviously actuated by loyal m tives and will 
be less out of the picture when the others play, as they probably wil! 
more up to the same key. Mr, Tom Edwardes somewhat damag 











HON. NOVEMBER 11, 1891, : : 


the really comical qualities of a negro with a watch, by playing it in 
a lob-sided manner at the audience. 





COVENT GARDEN has distinguished itself 
this week by giving what is certainly a remark- 
able, if it is possibly not likely to be a very 
popular work in Le Rére, It is perhaps, in a 
musical sense, all a dream—some may be inclined 
to saya nightmare. But this is for musicians 
to dispute about and for the public to settle, and 
as it will probably take some time, I may perhaps be 
excused for passing to other aspects. For in- 
stance, it is with great joy that I hail the advent 
of the frock coats, and the frock that is nota 
coat, of every day life into the regions of grand 
opera. It imparts an element of humour to it 
which has hitherto been wanting. True, we have 
had certain touches of it on the concert platform, 
when favourite singers have performed “ elegant 
extracts” from the works of the great composers, 7. prixor . 
in morning dress, but we have never had it on We ukea kuctaes 
the actual stage before, and the event must glad or Scorcu. — : 
the soul of Mr. W. S. Gilbert, who long laboured 
to that end. For the rest, the story is rather pretty and interesting (for 
an opera) and, although Feélicien was scarcely my idea of a being 
“beautiful as an angel,” I enjoyed myself very much indeed. Mlle. 
Simmonet was delightful and charming, her singing both sweet and 
exceptionally clever, and her acting poetical and true. M. Bouvet’'s 
Bishop was also a notable performance. M. Lorrain, Mdme. Des- 
champs-Jehin and M., Engel completed a really excellent cast from 
both the singing and acting point of view. 





Gounop’s Faust, in which Mlle. Martini appeared in the whole of 
Margeurite for the first time during this engagement, was given on 
Tuesday (well staged, by-the-way) and, on Saturday, Lohengrin, of 
which more anon (may be). 





THE Court.—An ad interim revival of Aunt Jack is now gladding 

the frequenters (and casual visitors) of this theatre. It is one of Mrs. 

Wood’s best and most amusing bits of work,and ought to be sufficient 
for all purposes, until such time as Mr. Haddon Chambers’s new piece k 
, e 
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THE PRINCE OF WALES’s.—THE REAL PLANTER—DETERMINED TO “PLANT” 
SOMEBODY, 


is ready. Mr. Giddens as Berkeley Brice and Mr. Righton as Joffin 


’ 
. 


are in capital form in two parts which suit them admirably, 8° it's 


icky they were “on the spot.” Pretty Miss Ethel Matthews is also 
the cast NESTOR. 
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SHE SAT UPON HIM: 
He.—“ May I have the pleasure of sitting on your right hand?” 
Hostess.— If you don’t mind I would rather you took a chair.” 


He Got Her. 


“ AND so you dare to aspire to the hand of my daughter? Do you 
know that I am a millionaire twice told ?—that five dukes and seven 
earls of ancient family and fair estate are now serving a voluntary 
apprenticeship as errand boys in my office for the sake of my 
daughter ?” 

The young man standing before the proud and angry merchant 
prince did not flinch as he returned the other’s haughty gaze. 

“I know it,” he said, “and I still demand the hand of your 
daughter!” 

* Demand, sirrah !—this to me?” 

For a moment it appeared that Llood must be shed. Only the 
recollection that the consequences might have been painful restrained 
them. The merchant threw himself into a chair, with an angry laugh. 
He had learnt it for the occasion from a broken down villain of 
melodrama—one of those clever actors who had refused to become 
bankrupt, and had thus lost his hold upon popular favour. 

“T want her,” the young man said; “I sha’n’t be happy till I get 
her.” 

“Which will never be, impudent varlet !”’ 

“Say you so?” the young man cried, with a sphinx-like smile. 
“Old man, do you know who and what I am?” 

“ A suitor for my child’s hand, an impecunious one, too.” 

The young man laughed. He approached the elder individual, and 
hissed the following penny plain, twopence coloured, words into his 
lateral ear: 

“Then list, and I will tell thee. Proud merchant, know, then, that 
I am a professional agitator and secretary to a trade society. 

As if struck by lightning, or a brick, or some other nat ural product 
of modern civilization, the old man reeled back. Then gradually a 
smile illuminated his 17 x 25 countenance. 

“ She is yours,” he faltered ; “ forgive me if I did not recognize jou. 
But I was ambitious for my darling child—I looked high for her, but 
I never anticipated such an exalted future as this. Take this key, 
you will find her locked up in the dining room cellarette.” 

And whilst the proud and happy agitator rescued his love, the equally 
proud and happy father went and kicked his aristocratic samples into 
the street and engaged a lot of cheap Germans instead. 





A PROPER state of polish makes people feel tol-lollish, 
Indeed it brightens men’s and women’s lives ! 

But you’ll need one preparation for home illumination 
(And without it all in vain the human strives) ; 

In fact, the average Briton, with brightness can't be smitten 


Without Acton and Borman’s Polish for his knives: 





flying machine, thats all. 


AFTER THE LONG. 


THE Long Vacation isover! As if I particularly cared whether it’s 
over or whether it’s on. I don’t trouble the Law Courts very much, 
and so long as they don’t trouble me that's all I care about it. Of 
course there'll be all sorts of sensational trials. There'll be crowds 
outside in the rain, cheering some woman or man because they've 
got clear of being divorced—as if there was almost a particular kind 
of virtue to be got from being dragged before Justice Jeune, A 
sort of pleasant popularity, isn't it? The great Snook’s Divorce 
Case. I suppose Snook feels highly honoured, and all that sort of 
thing, because they stick his name upon the posters of the evening 
papers. And when Snook goes to have his lunch somewhere in the 
neighbourhood of the Strand, when the court rises, idiots look at him 
and say, “ That’s Snook!” I suppose Snook finds a kind of consola- 
tion in this, if he gets run in for costs. Happy idiot if he does; I 
shouldn't. 

Of course, it’s the age of notoriety, anyone can see that. Why, if 
you fall flat as a Cabinet Minister, all you've got to do to pull your 
reputation together is to go and hunt lions—or be hunted by lions, 
it don’t matter very much which. Keep your name and face before 
the public, it doesn’t matter whether it’s on the label of a pickle 
bottle or done up in red ink on a hoarding. 

But I began about the Long Vacation being over. We owe a lot to 
the lawyers, don’t we? Why, I never yet went into a court when 
there was a trial going on about business matters that I understood 
but what they were all pattering nonsense. The counsel was talking 
to a judge who almost confessed he didn't understand the business in 
the least. And the learned counsel (learned /) was talking bosh to a 
jury who wouldn't have understood the business if he'd been talking 
sense. Yes! and what do you call a clever counsel? Why, a simple 
bouncer. And it’s not very difticult to work his bounce. Of course, 
he looks awfully clever. He can chaff a witness as much as he likes, 
but the poor beggar daren’t answer. Confound it! I expect these 
barristers think that the courts of law were only made to tind them 
so many pounds for talking balderdash, Bah! it’s perfectly sicken- 
ing, that it is! DIOGENES TUBBsS, 


—y 


A FRIEND of ours wouldn't go bathing at Brighton because he had 
a cork leg, but one day a girl he was gone on slipped off a groyne 
into the mighty deep, he off with that leg and threw it out to her; it 


saved her life. Noble fellow! 
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THE AGE OF INVENTION. Ie 
7op klovor Lodger (cheerfully).—* Au right, mister ! No Hones 


broken! Must excuse me, I’m making a trial trip with my new 
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THE DEVELOPMENT OF TRADE UNIONISM. 
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It was years hence: Trade Usionism had spread. ‘' U.lo, ere’s a nice kettle o° fish!” exclaimed the Trades Union Workman. ‘‘ W’y, the old country’s 
_oin’ to bits with bein’ mismanaged, and we shall all be rained. Taere’s bunglin’ somewheres, Blest if 1 don’t see what the Prime Minister’s a-doin’ of!” 
mE (% \ 
Ile did, There certainly was something wrong. “ Lookee'ere,” said the Union Workman, ‘call yourself fit to be Prime Minister? Why, you're half au 
idiot!" “ Well, 7 can't help it —1 was put here,’ siid the P M. = ‘‘ You'd better go and ask the Secretary of the Statesmen’s Union.” 
\ 






































The W orkman did. ‘‘ Whatever made you send that idiot to be rime Minister!’ he inquired. ‘‘My good man,” replied the Secretary of the States- 
men's Union, ‘‘ by the rules of our Union, one member's as good as another, and we don't permit the employer—that is the public—that is you—to show any 
iavidious preferences. Wby should a man who happens to be clever have the post of Prime Minister any more than an idiot? No, no! contrary to our rules , 
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GALLANT LITTLE WALES! 
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Ditties in Doses up to Date ; 
Or, Songs for Both Sexes. 
“HigH TIppDLeY-HI-TEA!” 
(A Solo in the approved “muzzy” manner. ) 


{Medical journals and professors are again denouncing Tea for its terrible and 


(according to them) shockingly intoxicating effects.) 
H1, M'ster FUN, ’s you c’n see, 
I ve had a free-old-spree-on-Tea ! 
I, of the Hys’n made a wreck, O! 


Then I did a burst on Pekoe! 
Then, with shome pals I had a song 
Over the soothin’ sweet Souchong ; 
Then we gaily rolled along 
To call on you / 
For that grog, whick wunsh did we 
Quaff with glee, 
Now has given place to Tea. 
For a #pree, 
Any brand will do for me— 
So’s it’s Tea! 
On it I’) frolic, yesh, an’ rollick, 
Till all’s blue! 


{EFRAIN, 
Then, jolly old FUN, jusht come 
with me, 
We'll have a free old spree on Tea! 
All your readers are 'nvited, 
For to treat you we're d’lighted. 
Sho, come ‘long and dansh with 
giee, 
Hi-tiddley-hi-ti-hi-ti- 7a ! 
Come with ush ef you would be 
Sherenely tight ! 


Wunsh, with shupposhed strong 
drink we'd shpree, 

But shoon, from many a wise M.D., 

We found out a shtronger liquor, 

Which ‘ud make ush tight the 


quicker, 

Sho, we no more for shpirits 
watch— 

Shwall’wing dropsh of  Spesh’l 
Scotch— 

No shpirit nor} no ;malt, hotch- 


potch, 
Abshorb do we, 
Of Tea the poetsh ushed to prate. 
CvatUw Said with weight— 
’'Twould cheer—but not inebriate— 
Error great ! 
Here are we in quite a shtate— 
Up to date— 
Legs not controlling, all a-rolling— 
All through 7ea/ 
Chorus and subs: (] Ue nt constables, 


GREEK GARB! 


(A Ne rio Song Si a Bi AAl¢ Be le 
a} ve d-lande r2.3 
[The revival of Greek dress has been again 
mooted—ol | ise, LOT laces « nly.) 


As a lydy of ther fashun, 

I have just dropped in to s’y, 
That a new dodge—and a rash ‘un— 
~- Is much talked about to-d’'y : 

Tis a sort of a revival— 
By old Jugyinses, I guess— 

To new fasherns it’s a rival— 
In fact, the old Greek dress ! 
Spoken.—Y es, nice thing, ain't it? 


A regular slap up clique dress, 
’Tis thought to be a chic dress 
For so-ci-et-ee ! 


It seems that some old fogies 

This new fashern would employ, 
And make us look like bogies, 

Or like brazen Nell of Troy! 
No better than she should be 

Was that lydy, you’ll confess, 





TOO LITERAL. 


(ri nt.—'* 


Waiter.—* Yes, sir; and what vegetable woul! you like?’ 
Gent.—* Oh, anything you have ready.” 


Waiter.—* These are all we have ready at present, sir. 


they'll be sufficient?” 





ring me a chop, well done.”’ 





Op Ss 





All wearin’ your hair pushed 


up at the back of your ‘ead, likes; no sleeves, you know, but the 
bodice is cut very high—turry high, indeed,—and you chappies won't 


like that,eh? Ah! 


you think? So 


Garn, J know yer. 
will be what you Johnnies ain't, that is, strictly proper. 


This Greek garb, though, 
What do 


REFRAIN, 


Girls! shall we wear the Greek dress 
They style it a x nique dress? 


But it seems to me a mer 
Yus, if you ask me. 


a Gr? A Gress, 


Yet, ‘tis all the co t} 


k dress, 


And pretty frights we wou/d be 
When wearing old Greek dress! 
Spoken.— Yes, nice girl Nell, 

wasn’t she? Run off with a young 
man to Paris, don’cherknow, and 
caused her dear, nice, kind old 
thing of a husband to bring a 
classical divorce case; and then 
her husband’s nation and her young 
man’s nation had a regular set-to 
—in I don’t know how many 
rounds, but it lasted about ten 
years, I believe. Just as if the two 
Johnnies concerned couldn’t fight 
it out among themselves. Yes, 
and all Nell’s mashing was done in 
this Greek toggery. She was a 
good bit of avverdepoys, but, sez 
she, “ Why should Troy wait?” For 


The gay and giddy Greek dress, etc. 


You wear called a 
Chiton 

(Sound, if you please, like A), 

And each girl would look a bright 
"un 

In that klobber, Z daresay ! 
Well, I s’pose we’ll have to wear it 

If the fashern-plyte says“ Yus” ; 
Though, for my part, Z can’t bear 

it— 

No! Oh, blow the old Greek 

dress ! 

Spoken, — That’s where the 
sooliay pinches, don’cherknow. If 
old Mother Fashern says, “ You are 
to wear so-and-so till further 
notice,” you’ve got to jolly well do 
it, or all the other lydies rides rough 
shoddy over you. Of course, you 
men (you beauties, I know you) 
you don’t know that you’re born 
yet—so I merely repeat to the 
girls— 

Girls, shall we wear the Greek 
dress? ete. 
| Brit to nert * turn.” 


something 





William in the Winter. 


* 


WILLIAM in the winter is really 
always very fine. He wraps him- 
self up so that he might be taken 
fora chunk of ice bound up in a 
dirty blanket. The man, too, 
always has a snufily cold, and 
doesn’t he make capital out of that 
cold! If he had the measles he'd 
make a ten pound note out of it by 
pretending he’d caught it visiting 
the deserving poor in the East. 
When William has got his cold on, 


he isn't exactly as pleasant as a young dowager duchess of twenty- 
two who’s come 'to take you out for a drive and to give you £100 for 
your kindness... No; William's all there with his snuffly cold. When 
strangers come in and he’s hidden behind the screen, they're not quite 
certain whether it’s a cat choking under the table or the water gurg- 


ling in the gas chandelier. 
but it never will. 


We wish that cold would kill William, 
If it did, and he was buried, depend upon it he d 


wake up and sneeze the roof of the family vault off. 





“SMOKING injurious ? 


why of course 


va} , . >} °n 1 } ] } ’ 7 } ] 
WhO indulged in cheap « gars who didn t come to *a bau 
I 
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(3.) 
. Z . , : 
6.) 1G Praser. 

(1). Bedad! it was no longer ago than last wake that Ballybooze came (4). And when the blitherin’ screech owl timperance spalpane left off 
purty nigh losin’ its place among the nations! ‘Twas the work av a caperin’ loike a leprecaun, and looked round for his hearers, divil a wan av 
desoignin’ pump sucker, that came and shtarted a timperance lecture out- thim was to the fore. (5). ‘Och be the piper that played before Moses !” 
soide av M'Carty’s shebeen. Shure it scared M’Carty to the bone to see the he screamed, ‘The divil floy away wid me if Oi throw another word av 
attintion the bhoys were after givin’ to the cratur. (2). Till, by good timperance to the loike av thim! The ungrateful spalpanes !” (6) Then 
luck, the dacent lad hit on a plan to outwit bim. (3). Och! thin, ‘twas the cratur jammed his hat over his oyes in despair and took to dhrinkin’ 
an appeal to the feelin’s that no thrue son av Erin could iver resist. till he scared the hoops off the whisky barrels. 

Just an Impression. 

Now, painters are Impressionists, A lane—a waist—an arm that’s near— A wit—a pen and ink—a verse— 
And novelists are ditto ; A kiss—a troth that’s plighted— An envelope for casket— 

A smudgy style, the world insists, A church—a ring—~a month—a year— An editor—and, what is worse, 
Is full of latent wit, oh! A baby—friends delighted— A big waste-paper-basket— 

So I’m about, in metric strains, A well fought strife—success—old age— | A dream—a hope—a blank despair— 
To make the same digression : Kach in its due succeasion, Of failure a confession— 

Below, you'll find, each verse contain: Here is of life from stage to stage Ani then, that this is only fair, 


Just an impression, Just an impression, 
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MORE SLAVERY. 





ut Sophronia and 





HON AE eo 
LNCURABLE ° 
INE BRIATES 
FiRST TURNING Qa 
{ AQYNDSD Tee COaANER 


Crump, its— 


(Mr. Crump com- 
plains of the Tory 
eplit in North Ken- 

ogton—a matter 
caused by Lord C. 
Beresford having 
een brought for- 
vard as a candidate, 
While he (Mr. C.) 
Was before the Con- 
stit lency. ] 


4 

THIS remark of 
(Conservative 
Crump’s, 

Would show that 

| lea he’s down in 

of The Keng whi the dumps, 

/ ; pod with oF ; Sal Shae gee i He does not 


New Leaves. 


THERE is a 
eat fulness of 


rous and varied 
as pie FP 

upon 
ChHhArTIN CrOWds 
the pages of Sf, 
Vicholas,— Am- 


cafe 


ICAVES 


(harm 











picture T ante thy est thing a ita iets ht \ pliaeitne: like a bit 

rest, we fancy The Conserva- 

they are scar ’ tive split: 

\ ron | they ed to in hemarkat \ ve It dot) rive him (and others) the grumps. 
oured fror pieces are to te found in Th Some Tories lament it in lumps, | 

Leisure H Lhe Sunday at Home, 7 Boy It driveth them nigh “ off their chumps” 

L Paper, The G Gwn Paper, and others To bring Lord Charles B—— 

of t bye Pract Society's serials have a When they asked Mr, C . 

the car y pres | characteristics by wt Quite Crump-led those cravings of Crump’s ! 

they are Ve KhOW! / (4 Mopedcilan COMES 

to “ ate | the n t henever It does 7 

come it is always equal in every respect to thi Mr. 1YOyLy CARTE has undoubtedly achieved 

best mavazines of its class How superior to a brilliant triumph in the mass Aree on of MM, 

what it now is would he 7he wade ricw of Reviews if Carre’s and Messager’s The Basoche. The lavish 

{s numerous illustr: if ons, pa icu ularly its pore manner in which it is put upon the stage makes 

traits, could only be better prir ed- -There is no it a worthy successor to Jranhoe, which must 

shadow of a doubt about J/e always be regarded as a standard of excellence in 


ld Words beir 
aiways satisfactory.—/ ghtni ng is one of the ] 
new ventures that has flash . Ksther Palliser y ion fully sustain the deserved]v 
In these electric times pres ple wil Li q. high reputation sl pe batecrenly won 1, While equally 
In Longman «Mr. Lang's re} inc rte Mh Pune) ‘ wr OF praise Was we as hi » Hi ll's render- 


~ 
f 
—~ 


this particular department. The singing of Miss 


he 
Across our § rht. 


deservil 


reply on his ren cies about the humour in “A ng of Colette. the rustie wife “of the Basoche 
(‘anadian Canoe makes i pretty (petty) quarre!] hy rand when we cscav ‘ t Ben Davies was jr 
~ 1 stand he \\ rothel row \ They vw v6 : t h 2 beet efforts our meed of 
wna late tor luture rave ~ ~ / iM fi ? l ‘ rt heoyr . Tr aw — 1] PY racred 
I | \ y ' ‘ ‘ t Da : ‘ ’ ‘ v Ps ‘ te } 
; ( 
i I i I ? 1 
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“The Grapes are Sour!” 


[A contemporary recently threw open ita 
columns to a discussion on the interesting 
problem, “Is there any good in editors?" The 
answer to the question, according to the most 
brilliant (7) authorities, is an emphatic nega- 
tive.] 

THE Lady Lenora was fair and young, 
And graceful of gait and carriage ; 
She'd a golden dower and a silvern 

tongue, 
And a legion of mashers about her hung, 
Desiring her hand in marriage, 
Sut finding, alas! that she wouldn't 
be wooed, 

In despite of each wild endeavour, 

Those mashers exclaimed, in an angry 
mood, 
‘We find in the lady no manner of 


Or rd, 
Not an atom of good whatever !”’ 


Johnnie sought fame in the cricketer 
field, 

And Joe in the field of Knowledge 
But Jack was too feeble a bat to wield, 
And Joe was, forsooth, as a dunce 

revealed 

Both at boarding school and at 

C lege, 
Did they o'er their 
darkly brood ? 

Nay, they thought themselves won- 

drous clever, 

And each of them cried, in an angry 
mood, 

* There’s in Cricket—in Sci 
manner of vood, 

Not an atom of good whatever ! 


incompeten e 


nce—no 


When a seat in St. Stephen’s De Brown 
desired, 
He eagerly stumped and spouted. 
“T shall win beyond doubt,” to his 
friends he wired ; 
tut his hopes on the day of the poll 
expired, 
For he found himself utterly routed. 
And * Evad! I am glad,” he serenely 
cooed, 
“That I failed in my mad endeavour : 
I have always our Parliament House 
pooh-poohed, 
For I tind in St, Stephen’s no manner 
of good, 
Not an atom of good whatever!” 


Sad ink slingers tell us how, time after 
time, 
V ile editor fiends have spurned them ; 
‘We sent them good things both in 
prose and rhyme, 
But, instead of all-hailing our sereedas 
sublime, 
They with copious thanks retur! ed 
them!” 
Could their manuscripts, then, 
been weak and crude’ 
Not at all! They were 
‘lever ! ! ! ? ) ‘ys 
But in ‘edi tor-fien: Is there’s no manner 
of good, 
No prot bab] e, possibl c shi Ldow of 4 d, 
Not an atom of good whatever ! 


wont lrous 


THE other evening, whilst travelling 
in a crowded third-class compartme! 
on the Underground Railway, 4" 
elderly gentleman of a highly resp 
table appearance was observed 
throw out a suggestion. Fortunate:y 


; rted 
no serious consequences . 
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HARD ON THE FAIR SEX: 
She.—"* Witt you IsstTrRuctT YOUR DAUGHTER IN THE DIFFERENT LANGUAGES! 
Great Win.—"NO; ONE TONGUE IS SUFFICIENT FOR A Woman.” 


- —___—— A e--esshsssssessa~sssrs-sesnssses-s-ssnes 


Sn -~- ——~ ~~ - 


STATESMEN (AND OTHERS) ON THE SIUM®?. Never again on the parapet’s brink shall we watch you calmly stand, 
WHAT wonder that Labour is at time: in pitient and hot heaced in Black ‘yainst the red fare from al! around, with your axe in your 
its outbursts against Capital, saying and doing what sober folk must staunch right hand. 
deplore or condemn? Listen to the tale of the poor lad who was done Oh, the cheer from the myriad thrcats—how it swelled in the crowded 
to death on the \.idland and Soath Western. wava! 








na * ¥ * When vour chariot came where the Fire King daneed, all girt in his 
Surely the shunter Ix neighbour c'ose enouch to Death when awake robe of blaze, 
and ViIvrorous, l'o mv nd. t e danvers Ol the battlehye | are nota | or } ne came w t}) vou for child that ent aw Ly) upt ea ning stair, 
if more imminent than those of the line. Twenty-three hours at Yes hone for y men and men—for you our blessings, our thanks and 
| an | then set ty) . uple truc 3 ! What K Y) ley the ] net « eaks oe = 
i rt 4 ‘ so . P 
0. Death and his brother—slee),’ , Gladly cheer we our soldier lads 
a - ' t} Cie Weil won Victories 
% * s * i Anat Mea eah 4 ih27, . unl ; : 
; ¢ ‘ 
( ~ ) ' ) 1,4 ‘ 7 
i]! «A ' i 1) ? Li¢ ] ‘ ; i! ‘ome from over 
t ! rs.”’ as ft ' 
}{ itt em] ( ¢ i cy ub. yieto! Ous, Nomewal | 
I int ( thems es seem 
fai) od r 
{ i WAY OF be rr ey) lite hath victories nobly won— 
= ] r¢ ~ } : () ! } '> . . 
lyre ome ‘er or the vy! and l’eace hath her cham- 
both) ratte ap -— n Uli tc) 
f cod water he has side by side with the best of 
reraopua \ tha f = : ’ lig fir > . . ' : fy 
eewam SER RARE SACRE aA HIS UIC, ‘+h and of all we will marshal 


the amount of cold water ]is spite- 
fnl enemies have tried to throw on 
go with you, brave “ Captain 
aw,” for ever so we shall 






n,and the hot water they have 


into there} s 


* * ‘ * 





rhtly vou ever have been to us 


LONDON’S FAREWELL TO HER nae tltht with undanah, 


FRIEND. 








more when the lurid glare 1 his Furies all in awe, 


ml pind Bt eed Sif liyre Massey 
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W SAI catch the 4 t 


He CLocK TOWER, 
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THE FLOODS. 
Hunt ‘CAN'T say [ THINK MUCH OF YOUR MOUNT, DEAR.’ 
EITHER bo T, DEAR llhs A BRUTE; BUT PA SAID I HAD BETTER TAKE HIM. AS IT DOES NOT MATI 


Gallant Little Wales. It therefore doesn't cause the slightest Just Out. Price One Shill'ng. 


(Skk CARTOON.) vy, Mumder when we see iubilee  HOOD'S COMIC ANNUAL for 1892. 


T 
The Prince of all the Taffvs celebrate 
(yur , ‘¥ u @ ¢ \{ . , Vex anc. Tate , . Poe Saeed * - 
H, Taffy was a W in, yes, and Tai) Amid congratulations from his neighbours See what the Press say 
; e 
. : y ’ ‘ Y rT lat ‘ ‘ . 2 
I 4 4 i Bs « > 4 ety ’ ‘ g wittier stories and finnier nietures ft 
‘ , : ; BEE l ns wil ri al funnier pi l! C 
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Geld Modal Awarded. Health Exhibition, London. Patt 


Benger's C.BRANDAUER &C°s CADBU RY’S 


Pies «COCOA 


W rtte as $r othhy: ase fead per c4{ 4+ yew 8° ratch nor spurt, 


R i] in r he ane DERE SOMA y a New Prox e \ tention ts 
tnd 10s, of Chemists ete. tveniher, | Heoahionte'7 tam’ ceratcs sisaceg ABGOLUTELY PURE txenerone BEST 


D°D SEVEN PRIZE MEDALS 





CHILDREN 
AND 
INYALIDS. 


FOR 


Food 





. , exc verywhere. 


Wholesale of all Wholesale Houses. BRANDAUER & Co.'s PEN WORK BIRMINGHAR NO CHEMICALS USED 


DD 
i" 


NOVEMBER 18, 1891, 


“FUN’S” TIP-TOPICAL TOUCHES. 
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The ork Election. One 


parly recéives an IVA. 
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The _sorl of Ihing [he French 
: lady explorer aged 64, may 
ee have (9 encounter in Central 


light a st eee. 
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=| , Soldiers as postmen) 
V4 cps 7 oF Sysan Ann + Marin a Jane 
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Ys [a 
we = waz oS Vy The lriu mp4 of 
‘Ss /#) Orn « Y < e ; 
— 2? . . 
Church ¢ ne lighls. Llopings with the Coachman. \y lea 4 Cocoa over coffee 
(1) The ink-war ’twixt Harcourt and Goschen | (5) This sexagenarian lady 
On ink-quiry turns out a mad uotion, May find the dark Africans ‘' shady.”’ 


(2) The last Lord Mayor's Day proved a '‘ slusher,” (6) At a Hornsey church fog brought confusion, 
With these gamps, Pat might murmur ‘‘Och! Mush a!” And caused a quick fog-gone conclusion 
(3) Now soldiers as postmen are trotting, (7) A Cardiff girl Hed with pa’s | man 
I'he slaveys such ‘‘ mails” will be ‘‘ spotting.” | Car-dilicuities brought reproach, map 
(4) The result of the last Cork Elect | I ar { 4 
y folk (¢ 9 G 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


ah ne 


getical - 
ly pursues his foster- 
ing care of English 
Grand Opera by pro- 
ducing an Opera 
Comique written by 






THE ROYAL ENGLISH OPERA.— 
Marot (aside),—“WHEW! THE 
Missis |” 


a Frenchman, composed by 
another Frenchman, and 
dressed by a third French- 
man! I don’t know that he 
is so very much to blame for 
this, however. If Englishmen 
can’t supply opera, or if Eng- 
lishmen won't support native THE REAL QUEEN—THE GENUINE 
talent when native talent tries PALLIS-EB ! 

to supply it, what isa manager 

todo? The answer to the riddle seems to be—give up his high hopes 
and aspirations, bring down his prices of admission to a rational 
figure, and content himself with the likeliest thing he can find at 
hand, relying upon English singers as a raison détre of the th2atre’s 
name. This is just about what Mr. Carte has done, and, granting that 
it had to be done, he’s done it very well. 





HE has done it so well, in fact—meaning the production itself— 
that The Basoche comes before us with a fictitious air of being some- 
thing unusually good. It is good; the music is melodious and 
scholarly, too, and the plot, which has even some elements of novelty, 
very neatly manipulated. Produced in the ordinary way, with second- 
rate vocalists, a chorus with no ideas beyond unison singing, a stage- 
manager with no ambitions beyond getting his crowds into a nice 
semi-circle, and a“ versatile comedian” to run riot through the whole, 
I doubt if The Basoche would be found more attractive than nine out 
of ten of the operas bouffes our lively neighbours are in the habit of 
turning out, and we are in the habit of immediately grabbing at. 
But, by providing the piece with a strikingly appropriate setting—the 
street set to the first act is a truly delightful picture—by engaging a 
stage manager with the pictorial eye (if I may so put it) and a poetical 
imagination in externals (with which Mr. Hugh Moss would seem to 
be gifted), by placing atu 
the parts, each in their 
degree, in the hands of 
competent singers—the 
singers have scored all 
along the line, by the 
way, in this English \f 
opera experiment—and | 
by allowing the story to 
be consecutively de- 
veloped without in- 
terruption from i 
“humour” other than yg gr, James's—Not 
such as naturally arises LESTER “SQUARE.” 
THE ROYAL ENGLISH —-by these means, 80 

s a ee please you, out of no specially remarkable 

materials, an entertainment is evolved which com- 

mands respect and yields pleasure on all points. So, perhaps, it’s 
worth all the trouble and expense. 





on : — . . : ; : , : : 
THERE are no diihcuilties in the music to daunt singers such ast! c 





a 


Misses Palliser and Lucile Hill and Mr. Ben Davies, and their per: 


formances were altogether satisfying, except that the first-named lad y's 


voice showed occasional traces of the indisposition 
from which she wassuffering. There are some pretty 
things in the second act which the three do ample 
justice to, and to see Miss Hill wash the supper- 
plates is to be immediately seized with an insati- 
able yearning to engage her as a scullery-maid. I'd 
no idea that washing plates was such a fascinating 
spectacle. Mr. Bispham sings a song well, as does 
Mr. C. Kenningham, and Mr. Copeland is a useful 
and artistic “villain.” Nor must Mr. J. Le Hay’s 
“ merriment within the limits of becoming mirth” 
be overlooked. The chorus is excellent. 


THE St. JAMES’S.—Mr. Alexander’s latest pro- 
duction may be described as “ a rum ’un with a 
vengeance,” At least, I think there’s a vengeance, 
but I’m not altogether clear what it is. Lord 
Anerley is desperately melodramatic, displays some 
odd crudities and gentle reminders of early num- 
bers of the London Journal, while touches of the 
Family Herald, suggestions of Arthur Orton, Tue sr. Jaues’s.— 
Bulwer Lytton’s virtuous criminals and Henry Miss CargEw— 
Dunbar are thrust gently upon us all the time. THE GREATEST 
But there’s a grip somewhere (I think it is in the } A ay pl i. ~ 
superb acting), which held my interest firmly wrong. 
enough, and I think some of the slaps the piece 
has received are a bit too severe. It is not a high class play—not 
worthy of the house, perhaps, certainly not of the company, and 
wholly undeserving of the first night enthusiasm of some quarters— 
but I don’t think the chief character altogether so despicable or 
unworthy of sympathy as is made out. Some critics (and audiences, 
too, for that matter) are apt todemand immaculate heroes—and laugh 
at them hugely when they get them! 








Mr. ALEXANDER’S Company—himself at the head of it—would be 
hard to beat. The intellectual force, finish and tenderness of the young 
manager are well backed up. Miss Marion Terry’s grace and truth, 
Mr. Waring’s incisiveness, Mr. Nutcombe Gould’s sense of “ aristocratic 
character,”’and Miss Gertrude Kingston’s seductive wickedness are all 
at their best. Even Mr. Webster and Miss Graves, in the woful task of 
Mm \ affording the “ humorous 





relief” with very scanty 
material, come off with 
flying colours, and the 
new recruits, Messrs. 
Bourchier and E. W. 
Gardiner, each distinctly 
makes his mark. The 
scenery is good, especially 
that of the first act. 











THE ROYALT y.—Mr. 
Basing is conducting this 
establishment with 


THE ST. JAMESS.— 
CHAFF—NOT VERY Waa 
SATISFYING FOOD. MO. 


energy, at anyrate. 
The Hague Minstrels 
—a really comical 
troupe—held the 
stage for several 
afternoons, while in 
the evening a really 
good performance of | ~ | ff 
East Lynne is fol- sail | 


> ee. 
- 4% 
i. 
} 


wie | 
lowed byand propos | \t Wy it's 
skit on the Dancing \w\\, 5 4} 


nel ee im 
— a 
oe 


of the latter is not 
very subtle, perhaps, <-) 
but it gives oppor- 
tunity for a very 
wonderful — really 
wonderful — imita- , ; 
tion of Mr. Beerbohm Tree’s peculiarities by Mr. Algernon Newark. 
This is well worth going to see, Manette. * by the composer of Le 
Basoche,” is the next production at this house. 


Girl, The humour Ba 
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Tue “OLD LOVE,” WHO WON'T BE OFF. 


NESTOR. 
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A CRUEL CONSTRUCTION. 
Husband (hurriedly),—* Intelligence has just reached me——” | 
Wife (cutting in).—‘ Thank heaven—if it has at last!” 

[ The food was partaken of in silence, 


—T-erty: 


/ y 
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William on Insects. 

THE great charm of William is that sometimes he tries to learn 
something. Grand is William then! He has been to the local 
museum. They have diagrams on the walls there of all sorts of 
domestic insects immensely:enlarged. William has been bitten—by 
the mania for natural history, I mean. He has bought a half crown 
microscope. He has caught several insects and placed them under 
it for inspection. He sometimes loses the microscope, and there’s a 
good deal of trouble hunting to find it. He sometimes loses the 
insects. Then there isa good deal of hunting for them. They are 
not always found when wanted, though they trouble a great deal in an 
’ obscure way. When those insects are extra troublesome, we feelasif | 
we should like to slay them, and William too, at the same time. 





FUN. 


The Piano Nuisance, 


I HAD a villa near to town, 
With garden trimmed and 
bloomy, 
A little wife my joy to crown 
And cheer if days were gloomy. 
My wifie, too, could chat and sing, 
Yet never once betraying 
The slightest wish that I should 
bring 
Piano for her playing. 


One day—it was an evil day— 
We got a neighbour seeming 
Well to do, and, sooth to say, 
Some pleasant hours were 
gleaming. [not 
But, ah ! the dream was short, and 
So sweet as short its staying, 
For they a vile piano got 
And never ceased from playing. 


I'd sit and dream long hours away 
Where music grand is swelling, 
Where heart and soul are in the 
play, 
And tender touch excelling. 
My new found neighbour's touch 
was bold (ing, 
More strength than skill betray- 
The instrument was cracked and 
old, 
Yet still they went on playing. 
It drove me mad—lI left the place, 
My little wife was weeping 
Such bitter tears, I could not 
face 
My baby in its sleeping. 
My heart was sad as on I fled, 
My grief brooked no delaying, 
For, oh! the aching of my head 
From that piano playing! 


I rushed down to the fresh seaside 
To loiter at my pleasure, 

To watch the ever-surging tide 
And bask in quiet leisure. 

But where I hoped to lodge in 

peace, [ing 

There, worse than donkey bray- 

Some stupid dunce did never ce 

A cracked piano playing. 








_ ee 





The Girl in Front. 


THE orchestra discourses music sweet, 
Like nightingales the singers gently trill, 
I sigh with pleasure as I take my seat, 

As through my veins the singers’ voices thrill 

(My wife’s not here to guide me with her will). 
But suddenly I look in front and see 

Such hair, such arms, and such a neck divine! 
I long to press her to my throbbing heart 

And say, like heroes do, “Sweet one, be mine.” 

(These theatre people sell such awful wine !) 





She must have known, she must have heard my sighs, 
She must have heard my deep and fitful moans! 
And, had she turned, my dull, despairing eyes, 
Would soon have told the cause of all my groans 
(For pangs of indigestion mellowed not my tones !). 


But there she sat, immovable, intact, | 
A very Venus on a sea bound rock, | 
My limbs all strength and youthful vigour lacked, 
My hands begin to shake, my knees to knock ! | 
(And still her hair and neck and arms my fervour 
mock! 
The play is over. ‘ Now,” say I, “I'll cast, 
lhe die that settles all my future life,” 
And then with mournful face and overcast, 
I give her but a glance, one with affection rife. 
(Good gracious !—there she sat—my absent wife !) 
—. .™ il - * 
The moral that I draw is, “ Take good care 
40 know the colour of your wife’s fa se hair!” 
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Quick once again upon my way 
From these same lodgings flying 
I sought a hostel, there to stay, 
For peace my heart was sighing, 
But, when I sat to read the news, 
How men their foes were 
slaying, pursues, 
Then came the curse which aye 
I heard pianos playing. 


I fled unto the Highlands wild 
Where heather bloom was grow- 
ing, [ guiled, 
There, ‘mid the beauties all be- 
I strolled by streamlets flowing. 
Anon asweet young voice I heard 
A simple ditty humming, 
But how her silvery notes were 
marr’d, (ming! 
By those strings she was strum- 


From thence I’ve wandered far 
and near 
To seek some spot of quiet, 
Where discord’s notes I might not 
hear, 
And so-called “ music” riot, 
But all in vain, where’er I go, 
Hard fate my step’s betraying, 
*Mongrich or poor, or high or low, 
Are vile pianos playing. 

It is the running up the scales, 
Again the scales descending, 
That fills the air with sighs and 

wails 
And tender heartstrings rending. 
What pity that young fingers fair 
Should undergo such labour, 
And all this toil and anxious care 
To agonize their neighbour. 


I wonder, if I went away 
Out to the Polar regions, 
I still should hear vain boobies 
play 
Pianos there in legions ? 
For in this misty land of ours, 
There is no longer staying, 
Nigh crushed are all my mental 
powers 
By vile pianos playing! 
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“CRAFTILY QUALIFIED TOO.” 


Bailie MeTavish and Bailie McIntosh (after their ‘seventeenth tumbler) discussing 


the drunken habits of the lower orders, 


‘ 


ye may wi el say that—and espeeci 


ally BAD DRINK! 


a r~ . a 
Bailie. it’s a sair thing is thon drink.’ - 


: 














Meghan pk to tegen a 


pet. Het 
ee ee 

















" 

1 

it 
ri 
ia 

H 

i 

* 
in 
' F] 
; 
: 
t 
4 
i 
* 
: { 
erate 
i? 4 
an 
6 a4 ; 
a ' 








































































a 


SS ete a ek Be he 





SSS 


= 
= 


ae 


m2 


See ea 


=~ 


. 
sect 


Mak 


= 


ae eee area 
. ae ow ag 
SR HT RRs TENET 














(1). “Hi, Mr. Editor,” criel the Reporter, ‘there's Mac 
been and given Tim such a divil of a larruping in the Courts! 


(2). Mac got hold of him so, be jabers! and thrashed him i \ \ 


wid a ridin’-whip, (3) T.ll he could hardly shtand ! 

(4). Then he kicked him downstairs, like this, (5). And 

satonum,so! PoorTim! he only squealed for mercy, so he 
did, and bolted back to the library like a rat wida tarrier after the heels of 
um!" (6). * Sir,’ said the Editor, rising, severely, ‘‘ you forget that my 
paper is politically opposed to the person Mac,” (7). ** Bedad, and so I 
did!” said the Reporter. ‘‘ And I've told you all wrong,in me hurry. It 
was Tim that resaved hie mane adversary cool and shcornful, like this, 
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Precrise 


IN JRELAND— 
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(8). And the white-livered Mac cringed like so when he caught the eye of 
um, (9) And then tuk to his infarior heels like a mane-souled rabbit ; 
and Tim, he followed him for a matter o' ten miles, till the varmint howled 
for quarther !” (10). ‘‘ That,” said the Editor, ‘‘ isa much more coherent 
story. I will issue a special with it in.” 
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UNDER EXAMINATION. 


THE GREAT LABOUR QUESTION.— ROYAL CO 
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With thankfulness you will sing “ Fal-lal! 
It grieves our Attorney-Gene-ral /” 
[ Exit, laden with more briefs, 


Kiss-LEss COUNTRIES. 
(A Serio Song, on Bil-tonic-Solfa Lines.) 
(Founded on a statement in a recently published book of travels, that “Kissing is 
unknown in the Far East !’’] 
THE motto says we live and learn, | And when to her he does propose 
And here’s a thing of great con- | If he without a kiss then goes— 


’ 


cern, 
Which makes real girls with fury 
burn, 
As one its views unravels ; 
One who of late his touring ceased, 
Says kissing (by which love's in- 
creased) 
Is quite unknown in that Far East 
Named in his book of travels! 
,EFRAIN. 
O, what an awful nation ! 
[t must cause much vexation 
To have no osculation, 
How low must be its tone! 
Quite sweetheart-less and “ miss ”’- 


Well—he must be a Juggins! 


“O, what an awful nation,” etc, 


Of mission-schemes we hear a lot, 

But, O, ‘tis time—say, is it not? 

Some missionaries sought that 
spot 

Love’s proper creed to preach 

there ! 

Then, girls, ere I conclude these 
rhymes, 

Let us give grateful thanks be- 
times, 

That vwr land’s not like those sad 
climes |— 





ie less, Dh eee. eines May our Kiss-creed soon reach 
r; Must be that land so blissless— there! 
44 In a country that is Kiss-less - EFRAIN, 
ta Sure, = joy can ne'er be urs is a blessed nation, 
cx known ! We have no such vexation, 
' Young Cupid (who’s so busy here) | We've lots of osculation— 
iy Must havea bad time there, I fear, Therefore lofty is our tone! 
oF If, when a mash says, “Good- | Nice young-man-less and sweet 
ia night, dear!” “miss ”’-less 
‘a He gives his girl no huggin’s ! Must be that clime so blissless 
| A BIT OF SOCIAL ANATOMY. When they canoodle, ’neath the | A country that is Kiss-less, | 
“ly He.—* Oh, Miss Poynter, would you allow me to offer you my arm ?” TOSE, |__ No true happiness has known ! 


rey 9 , > = r ‘ : ) mh “ar ” 
She.— Thanks, Lord Mossgrove; but I’m looking for—a hand.” [ Blows hisses all around, and ewit to “ « hange. 








ge _ 








Ditties in Doses up to Date; 
Or, Songs for Both Sexes. 


[The Attorney-General lately wrote that he was fully aliveto the delays which 
oecur in connection with trials of cases in the Chancery Division, etc., but he hoped 
that during the next twelve montha, etc., etc.] 


THE LAW'S Denays. A LEGAL LAY FOR A WELL KNOWN STAR. 


4 


Wanted to know 


WHETHER the proper sailor for a collier is a coal-tar? 

Whether the Speech that was Silvern was made by a tinned tongue? 

Whether dramatists collaborate so frequently because they are Part 
Authors? 

Whether the Houses of Parliament are separated by Party Walls? 

If a prisoner were being tried for stealing champagne, it would be 
the correct thing to do for the prosecuting counsel to “ open the case”? 


“ THE Law is the embodiment 
Of everything that’s excellent,” a sapamererser ner aliseibaieniainialibiiaaae tie aintaniemctas 
Thus Magistrate Gilbert sang with awe ; 
But now delays abound in the Law. 
If you've a case you hope they'll try, 
Especially if it’s in Chance-ry, 
For years you wait from day to day, 
So terrible now is the Law’s delay! | \ 
Which fills with grief the heart and pen, 
Of Me, your noble Attorney-Gen, 
Yes, though he gets a tidy “ sal."— 
It vrieves your Attorney- rene-ral / 


To this delay 7’m quite alive, 

And remedies / would fain contrive, 

For overcrowding of various sorts 

I find in the London Chancery Courts, 

A case for him—and a case for he 

A case for her —and a case for she, 

A case for you—and a case for ye— 

And (probably) many a case for Me! 

And when I Lehold these arrears—why, 
then, 

It cuts to the heart your Attorney-Gen.— 

Yea, it vexes the soul of your good old pal, 

Your first-rate Attorney-Gene-ral ! 


jut some arrangements, Jet us hope, 
In twelve months’ time may give us scope, 
To try a few of the cases, which 
Make ws (but not our clients) grow rich! 
And if, then, no such plan occur 
To help us lawyers make a stir,— °  * oon - 
Why—I'm afraid the glut will force ch “2 
Attention from Parliament—in due course. 
gut, meanwhile, it will soothe you, when Colonel of Volunteers.—“ Hyar, you, Private—er—Jones ! 
You know that it grieves your Attorney- | speak to an officer without saluting?” 

Gen, ! Priv ite J C3 = Please, 





« z T Tong | — ce 
STARTING A CONVERSATION. — 


Don’t you know you should never 


sir—I never - ward air i % 
24k aC YC, Sel a WwvViats. BLL 3b 
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THE RECENT ELECTION AT BALLYRUCTION—FROM CONSTABLE MALONEY'S POINT OF VIEW. 








A Bold, Bad 
Booklet. 


Mr. ZANGWILL’'S 
shocklet called 
“The Big Bow 
Mystery,’ 

Is so creepy, yet so 
comicala history, 

That Fun, who 
finds it pleasing, 

In a manner mar- 
rw freezing, 

Assures his readers 
(brothery and 
sistery) 

They (Zang) Will- 
ingly will read 
this “Big Bow 
Mystery.” 


tg 
5 
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BATTLING with the 
Waves: — Slipping 
into the water. 





PARTY SPIRIT :— 
Iris) whisky. 


(1). ‘‘ Begor, the furrst Polace Shtroike that comes this way'll foind mesilf the bhoy to join ’em, 


through being botherationed wid politics. Furrst, whin Oi was shtandin’ sint outside the bir- 
racks, up comes a gintleman wid his hat decorated wid an ilegant brick, and says he, ° Whirroo ! I’m 
a Parrnelloite M.Pay., and Oi’m afther demandin’ polace pertiction from Mick Casey and Dan 
Mulligan, the anti-Parrnelloites ; shure it's layin’ me out they're afther.’ (2). Shure, thin, away 
Oi wint wid the old gossoon, and took him safe through the bhoys. (3). But, bedad, Oi hadn't 
got the length av the barracks on me way back whin 
afther me to ask pertiction from the M.Pay. and the Parrnell bhoys. (4). Away Oi wint and per- 
tected the spallpanes, as in duty bound. (5). But, begor! Oi hardly shouldered arrms at the 
barrack door whin a dacent lookin’ bhoy comes up, and, says he, ‘Conshtable, Oi demand pertiction, 
av ye pleze, from the M.Pay. and Mick Casey and Dan Mulligan and the bhoys. They're afther 
knockin’ the dayloight through me becase Oi'm a respictable bhoy and don't soide wid ayther av 
!' ‘Och! thin the divil fly away wid ye!’ says Oi. ‘Sorra a ha'’porth more pertiction will ye 


them |! 
, ; . . 1 7 : ’ . ed 
vit from me this day among ye—ye’re all aloike! Be off! or Oi'll be afther lockin ye up 


Mick Casey and Dan Mulligan came tearia’ 


Fleet Street 
Smoker. 


At Anderton’s Hotel 
last Wednesday, the 
llth inst., was held 
the Fleet Street 
Smoker, with Mr. 
Geo. E. Joy in the 
chair. 

tecitations and 
songs, both humorous 
and sentimental,were 
ably given, One 
gentleman discoursed 
sweet music on the 
mandoline. Another, 
by way of contrast, 
showed what may be 
got out of the good 
old piano. 

Everything and 
everybody conspired 
to make a most fes- 
tive evening. May 
there be many more 


f them ! 
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A PHOTOGRAPHER’S TROUBLES. 
=e 


‘ 4 3 
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RESULT.—Showing their idea of “ Quite still, please.” 


Judy’s Annual for 1892. 
Our old friend and neighbour, Mrs. Jupy, has just issued her Christmas Annual, 
entitled, “Girls up to Data,” containing the portraits of 35 of the most charming 
yirls we have ever seen. Each girl has written a letter to Maud, a lady who very 
yenerously has sent them all on to JUDY to do whatever she likes with. The Old 
Lady who lives in Shoe Lane has, without doubt, taken a big responsibility on 
herself in publishing these epistles, and trouble is safe to come of it. There 
are some startling revelations which make the book painfully interesting. The 
drawings are by J. Bernard Partridge and William Parkinson, artists par excellence 
in dealing with the female form divine. 








STATESMEN (AND OTHERS) ON THE STUMP. 


SOON we shall be in the throes of the School Board elections. “ What I want t’ 
see” is a little less wire pulling and a little more pulling together for the benefit of 
the children. . . . * * * 
The people who have benefited mostly by the School Board up to date have been 
the self-advertising politicians, the architects, contractors and lawyers. 

- * . . - co o 
I want to see the candidate who will set about building, not jerry pattern schools, 
nor big bills, nor sectarian controversies, but easy bridges from the Board Schools 
to the Universities. who will bring within reach of the workman and the clerk’s 


} | ~~ _ P } «+ \. ] y 1 vy 
ren the arsbips at the puviic noois and at Uxiord and Camoridge, 





Te 


which were intended for such by the “ pious founders,” 
but which have been monopolized by the class that 
has no need for them, ‘“That’s what I want t’ see!” 
on ~ * * * 
Lord Salisbury has told us that he doesn’t intend to 
get out of Egypt just yet. The question seems to be 
not so much when, as what we can get out of the land 
of plagues. 
- 7 * * 7 
The Postmaster-General intends to employ old soldiers, 
This is as it should be. Men who have faced death for 
their country in battle should not be left to face it by 
starvation. Men of war have ofttimes proved capable 
men of letters, 
* * * * > 
Socialism is making strides. Weare to have a Muni- 
cipal Doss House, The new political cult may adopt 
for its motto, “ Nunquam Dermio,” but that will hardly 
serve for the doss house. 
- * * * aan 
Sir John Gorst, at Halifax, impressed on working 
men the virtues of thrift, and rightly said that “no 
working man could be considered in a satisfactory posi- 
tion who was not insured against sickness, accident, and 
incapacity arising from disease or old age, to earn a live- 
lihood,” and he warned his hearers not to look to Social- 
istic schemes for the promotion of their happiness. 
+. * * * 
Very pretty, Sir John, but what percentage of work- 
ing men, or even of the lower classes of professional men, 
can be considered to be “in a satisfactory position”— 
albeit sober, thrifty and industrious ? 
* * «- oe - 
And to what or whom are they to look for ‘“‘a satisfac- 
tory condition”? To the old order of things? To the 
squires ?—the squarsons ?—the capitalists ?—the Tories? 
* ¥* * 7 * 
They have to look to themselves—to combination, not 
s9 much political as industrial. They must impress on 
Jaw makers this : that no one class was made for the other 
to fatten upon, neither to crush; that the earth, and 
the things thereof, were for MAN; that the world was 
created for mankind, that the elevation of class has been 
sport to class but{death to mankind, and that it is now 
time mankind began to have a little game with class. 
*% ad a * + 
Whether or not ‘the Behring Sea is to be considered a 
“closed” one, it seems to me high time the dispute 
between Britain and the United States was close!. The 





“ BEATI POSSIDENTES "—SALISBURY IN OCCUPATION. 


question as to the seals has caused no end of diplomatic 
sealing wax. THE MAN IN THE CLOCK TOWER. 








FUN notices a novelty, the smart (Gentlewoman p 
going to run a combination novel, written by every body 
from Helen Mathers to G. Manville Fenn. Good idea! 





Mrs. ITenpecker (with terrible majest y).— “ What 
were you fumbling so long for at that keyhole? 
Mr. H. (trembling in every limb).—* My love, yo 
know I can’t see without my glasses.” 
Mrs. J1.—* Glasses! You've had enough glasses to gee 
twenty keyholes.” 
5 ” [Then the lamb followed to the slaughter. 
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Lommy.—“ WHAT MAKES THE WORLD GO ROUND, PAPA?” 
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Father (absent-mindedly).—* CHAMPAGNE, GENERALLY ; SOMETIMES BEER,” 








stand with her back to the wall and shake the 
marriage lines in his face. 

It was a wet Show week! A good job, 
too! A good many, when they lay sneez- 
ing in bed, must have had time enough to 
reflect on their being such lunatics as to 
go to town simply to see a draggle-tailed girl 
or two sitting on the top of a painted 
waggon, in the pouring rain. As to the 
firemen in the Show, their trousers were 
so wet through they could hardly take a 
twenty inch step. Show week, indeed! A 
parcel of nonsense I say. 

And some went on the top of the ‘buses 
to see the illuminations, Sat on the damp 
seats with a tarpaulin apron on their knees, 
filled with rain water. Pleasant idea that! 
They sat and stared at the gas hissing about 
in Rezent Street. They'd much _ better 
have i: ayed at home and had a Punch and 
Judy show hired and set up in their washhouses 
amid the beetles; there would have been a 
trifle more common sense in that; much 
less chance, too, of getting their death of 


A SHOW WEBE, 


I HAVE just been told that we have had 
plenty of wind about. That’s the sort of 
remark that your wiseacres make. A certain 
sort of man says, “ Hallo! there’s the sun.” 
As if he’s the first man who ever saw it; 
and it was a sort of thing, perhaps, worth 
looking at, like the Lord Mayor's Show. For 
my part, I never look at the Show atall. I 
wouldn’t have any people in my offices either 
to look at it. I'm sick of having people there 
to look at shows and processions and all that 
sort of nonsense. When you've got “ win- 
dows,” as lunatics say, they're a positive | 
curse to you. It takes almost a year to get 
the smell of bad champagne and sherry, you’ve 
had from pastrycooks’, out of the way. 
Hanged, too, if the crumbs of the sweet 
biscuits don’t actually get into your very 
copying press and grease things. I hate to 
havea parcel of women about me, flouncing | 
about and eating sandwiches as if they | 
positively condescended in coming to see 





you. ag 
4 Ah! you dear city men; poorcity men!” cold, Bah ! Show — indeed | 1 

a py Pag ces has <a : nih JIOGENES 1 UBBS. 
they say; “it isn’t exactly dike home here.” | . 








Haven't I heard many a city beggar heave a 
sich of relief in being told that. No; their 
Office is a trifle’ more comfortable than home 
any hour. They don’t get the usual ten yards 
of after dinner nagging there. “All women 
have a certain amount of contempt for their 
husbands.” That's quite true; they must, if 
they've any brains at all, think what fools 
their husbands are to have married them. 
Then affairs like the Lord Mayor's Show, when | 
the blessed loving wives come into the city, 
make a single man, like I am, hug himself 
that he isn’t blessed with a woman who can 


WE looked in at the Lyric on Saturday last 
to renew our acquaintance with the ever 
new La Cigale. Among the recent additions 
to that all round clever company we are glad 
to welcome Miss Mowbray Lingard in the 
character of Charlotte; her sweet voice and 
sympathetic acting bids fair, for another gene- 
ration at least, to sustain the high reputation 
already attached to this name. 





A POLICY that has not lapsed: The Home 
Rule Policy. 
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Under Examination. 
(SEE CARTOON.) 


THE Labour Question is deep and wide, 

And a very tough question, too, to decide ; 
For many a phase 
Of dispute it displays, 

And employ’d and emyloyers pull different 


ways, 
While numerous points are at present in 
doubt 


Which the Labour Commission must strive 
to find out, 

The British workman is tall and strong, 

He comes of a sturdy race ; 
His back is broad and his legs are long, 

And he fills up plenty of space. 
The little Commissioners peep and pry, 
And feel his pulse and look in his eye, 

His muscles test 

And sound his chest, 
And search if his pockets have been drain'd 

dry ; 

As they’ve got an idea 

That a good panacea 
To cure all his troubles may (if they try) 
Discover somehow by confabulation 
And putting him under examination. 

Well, if they can 

Devise a plan 
That will make him grow a contented man, 
We shall all be surprised, but rejoiced, to see 
Labour and Capital learn to agree. 


Our hard up cont ributor, after a vast experi- 
ence, says the real way to test a friend is to 
endeavour to borrow money from him, The 
ceremony he describes as “The Ordeal of 
Touch.” 


In no case will they be returned unievs 
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THE LIMITS OF PATIENCE. 
(2) 









se coadin dea atee cae 


(1). For six mortal years the Poet had been grappling with his new ode, 
while his olive branches implored him to come to dinner in vain, (2). And 
for six long years Mrs. Poet had been receiving deputations from the ser- 
vants to “ give notice cause of master,” (3). Whose muse was so protracted, 
that James Adolphus somewhat outgrew his Eton suit, (4). While Alfred . 
Jonathan departed in search of more appropriate attire. (5). Then the 
Poet arose, and, in the midst of an impressive silence, proceeded to deliver 
his ‘‘ Verses suggested by a Bluebottle in the Mustard.” (6). This was 
the last straw. [ They emigrated without waiting fur dinner. 
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Just Out. Price One Shilling. 


HOODS COMIC ANNUAL for 1892, 


“This isan unusually strong number.”— Daily Chronicle. 1, 

“Contains wittier stories and funnier pictures than the most brilliant of its pre 
decessors.""— Northern Ensign, 

“Lacks nothing which genuine humour, light literature and well drawn pic on 
combined can do to make it equal its 23 predecessors; indeed, from all these polnl 
of view, it is superior to any preceding i-sue.”— Boston Guardian. 

“A bright and lively number, both pictorially and otherwise.”— Re/eree. sn a 

“Shows marked improvement in the illustrations, extravagance and drollery be!ré 
combined with excellence in the drawing.”—Lioyd's. 

“ The Annual for 1892 completely beats all previous records.”—Sloper's Half- Holiday 


+1) ree 
Lust 


“Tak 2 \oc . 


BIRD’S [TOYTTS CADBURY’S 
CUSTARD EMm:jitty COCOA 


Zupplies a Daily L .  Dainties ; WARNING. 
Variety. The Choicest Dishes and the Richest Refuse all Substitutes. @ ABSOLUTELY PURE tueneFore BEST 
__ Custard NO EGGS REQUIRED a NO CHEMICALS USED. 


London : Printed by DaLzIgL BROTHERS, at their ( 





nares 


Tek y: 


VE ther Su torte 











amden Press. High Street. N W.. and Published for the Proprietors), by Ww. Lay, at 163 Fleet Street Z£..0. 
Wednesday. > = 1201 








. “© 


a 















Se 


. we 


= 2 ~~ 


= 
tA 


Ww 


= = 


eee ee aoe tics 








' 
: 
as 
rer eaten 
7 a Ee 


NovEMBER 25, 1891. 


“FUN’S”. TIP-TOPICAL TOUCHES. 
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7 ladies wilt matrimonial intentions © 
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Y fright for all. Yeo. 3 years in Manipur. 
| i +) Beauty lures the rich and the apathetic 
(1) pc lac wine Nap ns ) With = Abbott-like influence quite magnetic. 
iat water c ‘ 
(2) This supper scheme is an innovation, 
A highly sensible in-stall-ation. 
(3) Fun, to repair the Decay of Laughter, 
Brings a book that should shake the rafter. 
(4) Oh, Anarchist ! thou madly whinest _ , 
To defy what the Yanks. call ‘‘ One of the fisest. 


NO 1385. 


(6) Passengers now emit many 4 sly baw] — 
At electric lighting assaults on the eyeball. 
(7) A Parisian lion, escaped through error, 
Is ‘‘ pitchforked ” into a state of terror. 
(8) Mrs. Grimwood’s book's out, on the stal's you'll spy it, 
~” And Mani-poor people would like to buy it. 
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astonishing 


American 
the patrons of this house. 
hear of a young lady having some male 
thing so much under her influence that 
likes 
s influence i 
more ¢ proce sive affair 
‘t seem to be any man 
By no 


young person asshe | 


very much 
—there doesn 
cannot do what she likes with! 
rgTrown 


‘ry sma 
her sex. she 
} 7 © - 
at her own 
the slightest effort, she f hon them to 
her in und 


means Ove! 
13. she make > 


ir 
ase 


aweet 


7" D PUFFS. 


© —THE habits 
\ and cu 

of the 
the 


yitants of 
always an 

study, but it is not often one 
comes across 


any 


interesting 


thi 


as the 


: ’ : e 
“she can do anvt I lng ene 
nim. Sut ty Al bbott’s 


curious 
Abbott just introduced to | 
We often | 


stoms | 


ing 


busines 


s creates no more exciting feeling than mild unconcern, and 


that—in spite of the engagement of first-class “arteests ”—the Musi ~ 


| Hall scene is 
it 
years 
—though not within the self-same 
walls—it is a very good entertain- 
|} ment 
| (No insinuation intended.) 
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THE ROYALTY.—I wonder what 
made me call Fauwrette 
name of Manette last week! 
cause that isn’t its name. 
piece “by the composer of Le 
Basoche,” 


dangerous comparisons 
| —was only in town 
| there is no call for close criticism 
either of the play or its exponents. 


just as great a bore 
was some three-and-twenty 
ago upon the self-same spot 





for man and woman. 
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=e. biggest of men This is. perhaps, | lucky for some of 
iced. Alter the manner them. Though it must be said that 
e ae or repeis them | Mr. Lingard’s humours elicited fag povauty.—London BouF-ieane 
will. By, apparently, | almost continuous roars from those “Not a bad crowd, yours. Are ther 





YT ified je 
spite 
attempts to approach her anc d 
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or re pels 
most 


al ra nt 
i the most 


parts 


to give audible expression to their 
feelings ; 


nany as good peo ypie in the province 
Country ditto.—*Oh, some, Not many 
a5 good as ’ 


of the audience most prone ™ 
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+) 1 or) 
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and Miss Burns has a 





7 pretty, if diminutive, voice, and sings with taste and some culture. 
extensive wriggling and puffing. Ata i 
4 wmi-private meeting one afternoor = 0" 5 laa arian, > Ta 
» she took the chair—with five large sized | —On¢ . , 
' » ote ' aa r—with five large siz ; 4 t Af] THE GLOBE.—Here they are run- 
j vy ~ 1€™M vETS 1 U g ge) n it—an —— > -—--.» --- }> | 
PAL , = n 1) toes — wand | - ' ning a farcical piece by “Mr. ee . 
- 4 P unconcerneaiy il “ It with the paims | ' 
Se Stn S eat endian ad 1} pe os 4 fF Mortimer, called Gloriana, and, 
OL her hands am én (With equai Unh- 
ee ee a imag wfifd the company is playing up with more 
™. concern) emptied the gentlemen on to Yi ij + es 7u- aw 4 
oe G wate So = S Ay, spirit, “funny enough” is a fair 
me ew ag verdict. Messrs. Harry Paulton and 
Tuk ALHAMBRA.—A REMARK- —— . . ‘ W. Lestocaq, and all the ladies— Misses 
aL. ICAN ABBOTT. _~ they give her the cue, she + 
ABLE AMERICAN ABBOTT Biv s See fom On Florence West, Georgie Esmond a nd 


does a!] sorts of wonderful things with- 


out any one—or any five—being able 
to prevent her doing them, however 
absorbingly they try. was raise! 
in Georgia, but she doesn’t allow her- 
self to be raised anywhere else, al! 
attempts to lift her failing signally. 
She is truly earnest in her profession, 
and seems determined to “stick to the 
stage.” Five men pushing at a bil- 
liard cue, against which she simply 
presses her hands, while standing on 
one leg, are unable to disturb her 
balance, showing that she will not 
yield to pressure as long as she has a 


She 


leg to stand on. She is very hard 
hearted—nothing will move her. She 
dees other strange things—makes a 
tumbler hum, for instance—and if 
you had seen her supporting one of 
Mr. FUN’s representatives on the top 
of a billiard cue with one finger, you 


would have 


hera 
it can’t be done? 


point 


over) but what is the 
lift when she so unmistakably proves that 
It is a good enga 
strong drawing 


the lady has proved her 
and Abbott and custom general] 


THE TFPRINCESS’S.—How 
After Dark 
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THE Prince or in plays! Not that 
WALES'S Comedian, ingly attractive in its 
“IT saay! It seems ¢ . 2 : 
I'm not wanted after OUt of date is Boucicault 
aw-aw-| !" Behemiens de Paria that 
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interesting performance, and I would 
the lady a good puff (one that would knock her 
use of attempting to vive 
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- Lydia Cowell—are all very good and 
“if 4 ee ° . = : 
‘,, comical in their several well known 
T ways. Miss Esmond is getting quite 
7 kittenish, 





COVENT GARDEN.—It will be “after 
the op'ra is over” when these remarks get into 
print, but we’ve been having a jolly time with 
it. Les Huguenots was done in capital style on 
the Lord Mayor’s day of the month. But be- 
fore that we had Lohengrin, with a “ last 


moment ”’ hero (because of the i indispos sition of 
the Chevalier Scovel), sung very well under the : 
cTrgumstances by Mr. Hedmondt. Later we } 
had Lohengrin again, with the Chevalier wel! 
in health and not bad in the part. Latest < 
we had Cormen (other things — repe:t t 
—hbetween, of : 
course) ; and 


now Sir Au- P 
vustus is have. 
ing the floor 7 
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UNDER THE INFLUENCE. 
A Thessophical Nobel. 
By JAMES JAMBES and GOTHAM BADDELEY. 





CHAPTER I. 


MADAME BOSKI—THE NEW BUTLER—MAJOR TAWNEY-PORTE’S 
NOTE—TUBNER’S MASTERPIECE IN PIECES—READING THE 
MAJOR'’S NOTE—HOW DID IT GET THERE ?—“TH’OSOPHY ! "— 
THE MAJOR ARBIVES. 


THE twilight of a November’s afternoon. Madame Boski is stretched 
carelessly on the hearthrug of her drawing room at 1,002 Park Lane. 
So carelessly is she posed, that anyone entering and seeing her lying 
there, with her head in the fender and her feet under the armchair, 
might fancy that her horizontality, so far from having been assumed 
with the accustomed deliberation of a person preparing for an after- 
noon nap, was the result of a sudden and unexpected accident. But 
women are strange creatures, who have strange fancies, and it might 
have been that Madame, wearied with the luxury of surrounding 
silken cushions, had pillowed her head upon the brass appurtenances 
of the grate from a simple and momentary desire for novelty. As the 
midnight reveller will often choose the 
kerbstone for a pillow, so, perhaps, had 
Madame chosen to rest her head amongst 
the fireirons. 

All is silent, save for a buzzing in her 
ears; and the light that is failing and 
the darkness that is succeeding are col- 
laborating in the production ofa greyish 
purple fog, which gives to all objects 

he room that uncertainty of outline 
which characterizes the moon in 
eclipse, or a steam saw in motion. 

Suddenly, and as though something 
eavy had been 
iolently flung 
vainst it, the door 
bursts open, and 
the new butler, a 
man of about 
fifty, who is wear- 
ing his tie hind be- 
fore and his dicky 
outside his waist- 
coat, enters and 
places a note on 
the floor. Then 
he scrambles from 
the room, banging 
the door after him 
with a force that 
produces a loud 
report, and brings 
down several pic- 
tures from the 
walls, 

Madame Boski, 
awakened from her reverie by the descent of a valuable beaker on 
her head, starts up into a sitting posture, and observes, in liquid 
tones, “ There’s nething th’ matter wi’ me.” 

Then, looking around her, and discovering, since she is alone, that 
no one could have said there was, she is about to turn over and have 
another snooze in the grate, when her eye catches the note which 
Staggers, the butler, delivered a moment ago, and she crawls on her 
hands and knees to fetch it. On her way back to the hearthrug, 
whither she must return in order to peruse the contents of the 
envelope by the glow of the embers, she passes over the painted 
surface of one of the fallen pictures, scratching it terribly with the 
steel beads of which the front of her dress is composed, and entirely 
obliterating, as she subsequently discovers, two railway arches and 
three men in a boat. 

Until some kind artistic friend had informed her what the things, 
now gone for ever, really were, she had always looked upon them 
respectively as two gusts of wind and three ducks in a fog; hence, she 
is not much put out by the accident. 

“ Dozen matter,” she says, throwing the damaged painting at the 
coal scuttle. “ Dozen matter in th’ least. No one will notice it: it’s 
only one of Turner's.” 

_ After which, sitting on the hearthrug with her back to the fire, 80 
that the light may fall uninterruptedly upoa the Major’s communi- 
Cation, she reads :— 

“DEAR MADAM,—I am taking the liberty of calling 

t } n ofa7 sophical Society for a portion 
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of London lying within a one mile radius of Piccadilly Circus. My friend, Mr. 
Rhubarb Tipling — familiarly known to us all as “Ruby Tip,” on account of a 
conspicuous redness of nose—informs me that you are an habitual observer of strange 
things—of miracles, in fact ; and as we are of opinion that the relation, by a lady of 
your high social position, of an experience with the visitation of supernatural phe- 
nomena, would tend greatly to reduce the sneering and scoffing with which certain 
statements emanating from the canons of our miraculous religion are at present met, 
we should deem it an inestimable favour if you would concede to our wishes in this 
respect, and inform me, when I shall have the honour of seeking an audience with 
you at 6.30 P.M. what night would be most convenient to you to attend our first 
meeting. Believe me, Madame, in all respect, your nt a servant, 
“ TAWNBY-PORTE. 


“ P.S.—Pray do not be alarmed if this letter comes to you through the ceiling. 


“TP.” 


Madame Boski, having come to the end of the Major's note, starts 
to her feet with a cry of pleasure, but meeting with nothing firm in 
her immediate vicinity to lay hold of and support herself by, she sits 
down again with a cry of pain. 

(Madame has a habit of carrying her knitting needles in her 
pocket.) 7 

“Th’osophy!” she gaily cries, transferring the offending knitting 
needles to the fire, and making renewed efforts to assume perpendicu- 
larity, falling this time on her face—“Th’osophy! ‘Course it’s all 
Th’osophy. The little demons are Th’osophy—the snakes are Th'osophy 
—lI've seen ’em comin’ th—th—through ceiling in crowds! And 

° this letter! Major 

a Tawn’-Porte’s let- 
ter did come th— 

_ through ceiling. 

— ke Staggers couldn't 

J have brought it 
Af in—I should have 

yy) heard him. Lem- 
M4) 






me see’ (trying 
to discover the 
Uf ¢, time on the 
smooth side of her 
locket) —* lemme 
see, the Major 
will be here d’- 
reckly. He shall 
have my ‘sistance 
with greates’ plea- 
sure — What's 
that?” 

There has been 
a knock at the 
door; and now, 
ag in the hall, can 
be heard the re- 
frain, executed 
apparently by a 
male voice, “ Hi- 
tiddley-hi-ti-hi-ti- 
hi!” 

Again the door 
opens with a 
burst, and Major 
Tawney-Porte, 
staggering in the 
direction of the 
fireplace, comes to grief over the Turnerian canvas, and site vio- 
lently down beside the delighted Madame Boski. 


(To be cvr tinued.) 
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The Coals Coming In. 

THE coals have just come in! It’s pleasant to hear that they're 
coming in, it sounds so nice and wintry. They come in rather sud- 
denly on the cat with the basket of new kittens who're basking in the 
cellar. That cat doesn’t like the coals. She howls. It’s amasing, too, 
to see her scrambling about to protect her progeny and gather them 
together. Sometimes she gets a chunk of coal in her mouth, some- 
times a kitten. This is sport to the “ general” who is looking on from 
the kitchen door. There’s something creditable, too, in having coals 
come in. Supposing you've got a bill of sale on your furniture, it 
isn’t quite good for your credit. But the coals come in. That shows 
you must have had enough coin to pay for the last lot. So the butcher 
smiles sweetly on you, and the ghost of the County Court summons 


retires into the background. 





THE rowdies who howled and hooted at Toole on his first appear- 
ance in Coatbridge mustn't be confounded with the decent working- 
sen of the busy town. It is only the bad workman, we know, who 


complains of his Toole. 
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A Nat-Shaw-ral Inference. 


{The members of a religious sect, called 
“ Israelites,” are leaving Sarnia (Ontario) for 
England, being persuaded that the end of the 
world is approaching, and that England is the- 
proper place to be in when it arrives.—Press.} 
THOUGH Captain Shaw no longer sways. 

His stout seven hundred fellows,! 
For many a year to spread his praise 

Will tongue and pen be zealous, 
And FUN, who oft has caused him joy 

By well deserved laudation, 

To-day transmits the brave old boy 

One more congratulation. 

Yes, Captain Shaw may now rejoice 

To think (without vain-glory) 

That o’er the herring pond the voice 

Of Fame has borne the story 
Of how efficient he has made 
The gallant London Fire Brigade! 


The “ Israelites ” on Huron’s shore! 
By weird prognostication 

Have learnt that, ere a year is o’er, 
The present dispensation [bound 

Will reach its end. And so they’re 
For Britain, well discerning: 

That they should be in London found } 
When all the world starts burning! 

Whence comes this crotchet? Whence, 


indeed, 





= er ath gi tio | Sut from a calculation 
“CUTTING. ae That Captain Shaw’s old hands with 
Customer.— Look here, Mr. Snip, I must ask you to take back that last pair of bags you sent me ; speed 


they are far too tight.” 


Snip.— Well, sir, anything "blige good customers. 


Customer.—“ Ah! may be! I’m blessed if you’ll get ’em on your legs, anyhow.” 


Of course, I shall have them on my hands,” 


Will quench the conflagration, 
Since so efficient he has made 
The gallant London Fire Brigade? 











NEW LEAVES. 


“Stk RALPH'S SECRET,” by J. MacLaren 
Cobban (Frederick Warne and Co.). Lovers 
of sensational excitement will find plenty 
of itin this clever book.—In their series of 
‘Standard Novels,” Messrs. F. Warne and 
(‘o, have issued “ The Caxtons,” by (the late) 
Lord Lytton. In this form many people will 
be glad to make or renew their acquaintance. 
— ‘The Kirk Beadles,” by Nicholas Dick- 
son (Glasgow: Morison Brothers), This 
‘Minister’s Man” has lots of fun in him; 
and this collection of anecdotes about him 
make a most amusing book. 

With “ Pears’ Christmas Annual,” three 
large presentation plates—otherwise, coloured 
prints from popular and pleasing pictures— 
are given away. The contents of the number 
are Charles Dickens’ * Cricket on the Hearth,” 
cleverly illustrated by L. Rossi; and “A 
Night at Spa,” by H. Herman, as cleverly 
illustrated by Lucien Davis, a combination 
exceptionally good; the pictures are both 
beautiful and humorous. — Messrs. H. B. 
Horner and Son, of “ penny story” celebrity, 
have issued A Watch Night Story, “ At the 
Stroke of Twelve,” as a Christmas number, 
together with the indispensable coloured 
print, “A British Heroine,” which will go 
straight to the hearts of the British 
public.— The Christmas number of the 
“ Ladies’ Pictorial” is a masterly produc- 
tion. The literature by masterly minds, and 
the art by masterly hands. When Sir Edwin 
Arnold has Mr. F. H. Townsend for his 
illustrator; Marie Corelli, Maurice Greiffen- 
hagen ; Clo, Graves, A. Forestier; and Ella 
Hepworth Dickson, Fred. Pegram; with J. 
Bernard Partridge and J. F. Sullivan stand- 
ing singly, nothing short of a triumphant 
result is produced ; while the coloured plate 
of the “ Rival Queens,” who are queens of 
beauty, will be “ best beloved.”—Under the 
highly skilled management of Mr. John Latey 
(the editor), a Christmas number of the 


oft Penr y | lustrated Pan r’ T- been got 


| 
| 
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together equal to anything of its class before 
the public. He contributes a lovely little 
love tale himself, and with such coadjutors 
as Mr. G. R. Sims, whose amusing story is a 
strange if true one, Mr. G. Manville Fenn, 
Richard Henry, and others of the same 
stamp, an unsurpassable combination is 
obtained. The coloured print of “An Un- 
willing Partner” is a high class work of art 
which will fascinate everybody. 

Whatever is available in the way of talent 
and energy, or of beauty, elegance, variety or 
originality in all that is pleasing and pretty 
for Christmas cards, books, booklets or 
games for winter nights, is taken advantage 
of and lavishly,expended by the chief manu- 
facturers of these delight giving wares. It 
would scarcely be possible to get beyond the 
charms and excellencies of Messrs, Hildes- 
heimer and Faulkner’s productions in these 
directions. Those of Messrs. Raphael Tuck 
and Son are second to none, and are worthy 
of all praise. 


Almsgiving. 
I HAVE no predilection 
For the melancholy section 
Of the public who beg alms from door to 
door! 
Still, ‘tis hard to gain a living, 
And perhaps I’m fend of giving 
To those who ask a penny and no more. 


I own it is improper, 
sut, when I’ve given a copper 
To some poor wight, I feel a certain glow : 
But a recent legal measure 
Has deprived me of the pleasure 
Which under former laws I used to know. 


Almsgiving is forbidden, 
The beggar must be hidden, 
No more must he perambulate the street ; 
So those who in the past time 
Used to beg have begged their last time. 


And now must earn the wherewithal to « 








So the quondam beggar cowers 
"Neath a lamp and sells you flowers, 
No matter if you want to buy or not ; 
Or a useless toy he sells you 
As a cover, whilst he tells you 
In rapid phrase how wretched is his lot. 


Or he dubs himself musician, 
And conceives it is his mission 
To show how badly bagpipes can be played ; 
And when the noise is over, 
To your horror you discover 
The wretched being clamours to be paid! 
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To me ‘tis much more pleasant 

To bestow a trifling present 
On a beggar who is minus horn or fife ; 

Then imagine what I suffer 

When some cornet-blowing duffer 
Tries in vain to drown the screeching of his 
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(1). Holdfast Snuggles was a regular dried up old Puritan. (2). 
And his neighbour, Sir Turkey Staffin, was a liquorish old Cavalier. 
(3). And they did NoT agree particularly well. (4). Now, Sir Turkey 
Staffin had a trusty varlet, (5). Whose affections were fixed upon a 
certain damsel—Holdfast Snuggles’ lovely daughter, to wit. (6). And 
his sffection was returned. Ob! it was. (7). But her stern ‘‘ parient” 
discovered all, and then there were ructions. The varlet waited not to 
explain, (8). Sir Turkey Staffin happened to be turning the corner at 





if CENT VRY 





Awful result of cover eagerness on the part of Brother 
Snuggles in pursuit, (9). This, of course, resulted in an explanation under 
striking circumstances. (10). Now, of course, novels would say, ‘‘ While 
the irated ancients were cramming each other's fists down their respective 
throats would be the opportunity for an elopement.” But nota bit of it. 
The varlet was afraid she might take after her Pa, and the damsel said she 
preferred men who could take their own part ; so now they don't speak 


when they meet. 


that moment. 





A Few More Remarkable Cures, 


The tradesman vowed he would not do 

For one of “twelve good men and true,” 

Sut when, ere two 
Short weeks, a matron suave 

Low murmured, “ Let me pay my score,” 

He heard her from an upper floor. 

Could he have, meanwhile, knelt before 
The Holy Coat of Treves? 


His dextral leg—beg pardon, limb— 

He swore he’d lost in warfare grim; 

So, sympathizing, unto him 

__, Some random pence I gave: 

But, later, in a does house rude, 

He danced before the multitude 

On two sound feet. Say, had he viewed 
The Holy Coat of Tréves? 


Since he was deaf. 


Disabled by his gouty toe, 

Poor moaning Brown bade wifie go 

Alone to her mamma’s. But, lo! 
When she was gone, the knave 

Rose nimbly from his chair, I ween, 

And clubward walked with sprightly mien. 

Had he, in some strange day dream, seen 
The Holy Coat of Tréves? 
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BACILLUS BASINUS. 





akfast table of poor Edwin and Angelina, there he ever was with menacing eye 





Che } } } _ ste . i 1 is | - : wy See +} 
They decided to eat nothing but eggs, nuts, oranges, an 1 other thin gs he could not get into; but tl 


to; but there he was in the first egg they went for. 
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‘'We will abjure 


food, and live upon kisses alone!" they said. Bua 
microbes by the act of kissing. ‘' Whoop!’ yelled 


‘ they had not read of the recent medical discovery respecting the distribution of 
the Bacillus, turning up as usual. Tney've’nothing to live on now! 





Un-so-fis-ticated, Not a John-diced view. 
THE Speaker lately spoke in lavish praise SOME folk assert that Milton is neglected ; 
Of Boxing—when arranged in British ways— Forgotten by the land he helped make free! 
And his wise views no Briton could deny ; The accusation is by Fun re jected, 
Long may the British Fist its prowess show— No: brave and blind Old John! still dear ! 
Laying, when needful, interlopers low— \\ +¥ rr bards,— srious and harn — 
4 } — T 
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GRAND OLD MAGNET. 


UPSET HIM, AND TRIUMPH OF 


[See Cartoor 


THE G.O.M. 


t Verses, p. 230 
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BRAINLESS ? 


Mr, Hoffman Howes,—* 1 see some fellah has an article in the Telegraph, entitled, ‘ Have we Two 


Bwains or One?’ What do you think of that question, Miss Fligh?” 


A Gd, wee * | object have you had to-day ! 
ie Charles —“ Why, darling, weren't 
/ ? feeding alhpol | you with me?” 





Ad-Clough-en ! 

[Miss Clough, the Principal of Newnham, 
writes in the Forum on the need for more 
lady-professors in our Colleges.) 

THE erudite Miss Clough— 

(Many rhyme her name to “ how’”’) 
' Says our rulers should allow 

| Many she-professors now, 

At our Colleges toshow— [* Clo.”) 
| Like Miss Clough (whom some call 
' Yet, she doesn’t “cut up rough”; 

Wise Miss Clough—{some rhyme to 

* Cluff.””) 

So, therefore, none can scoff 
_ At Miss Clough (whom some style 
* Cloff ;”) 
| But, doubtless, on this abstruse theme 

we now have said enough, 

Whether this Professoress’s name be 

“* Clow,” “Clo,” * Cloff,” or “ Cluff.” 


- — 








Charles —*I have thoroughly en- 
joyed my walk; I always do when I 
walk with an object.” 

Maria.—* Object, dearest? What 


77? 


[ He meant to be kind, but, neverthe- 
less, he started the first cloud on its 
journey across the brilliant dise of 





| 


Miss Pligh—* Well, really, between you and me, I think we have only one.” | their honeymoon, 














My Aunt’s Cap. 

My aunt goes out, She dresses, oh! so neatly for an old lady. She 
always has a cap with her. Sometimes it’s on her head, sometimes she 
carries it in a nice little reticule. I don't know whether my aunt be- 
longs to her cap, or the cap to my aunt. She markets with that cap 
in her reticule, and forgets that it’s there. She then buys seed for her 
canary, and it gets mixed up with that cap. She buys small parcels 
of sweetstuff for the children and the bag bursts,and when she bursts 
on us in full splendour, acid drops are clinging to the pink ribbons 
like dewdr This makes her relatives wild because they think it 
lowers the dignity of the family. They would like to burn that cap— 
perhaps burn my aunt too—they've got expectations from her. 





ae 


Ultra-Mare-ine. 


THE tale re American Meat Paste 
Not being a genuine sweet paste, 
But made of some stewed and boiled mares ;— 
Turns ont to be void of foundation, 
Which statement should soothe consternation— 
"Mong those who consume such affairs, 
For on hearing such tales—in the bosom will cares nest— 
Happily though it turns out but a Mare’s nest! 


STATESMEN (AND OTHERS) ON THE STUMP. 


AFTER South Molton, none can deny that the “ flowing tide” is with 
Mr. Gladstone, whether they believe that that tide will swamp the 
British empire or bring the millennium on its waves. 

- = o * * * 

Hodge, in using his vote, remembers who gave it to him. 

. - 7 * * * 

The Hon, George Nathaniel Curzon succeeds Sir John Gorst as 
Under-Secretary for India. It is not improbable that in the hereafter 
the Hon, George Nathanic! Curzon will sueceed Mr. Arthur James 
Balfour as Prime Minister. This is a somewhat safe implied prophecy, 
as it will take some time to contradict or confirm. 

. . 7 7 2 . 

Any way, the elect of Southport is one of the coming men on the 
Connie side, and will no doubt hold his own portfolio in the 
next Conservative Ministry. 

+ - 7 * o = 

The eyes of the world are on Russia, and the ears of the world are 
strained to catch what sounds may come from thence, To-day those 
sounds are the clamour of the starving peasants for bread—the thud of 
the knout—the cry of agony—the clank of chains. What sounds next 
will come ?—* The cannon’s opening roar” ?’—the thunder of the bomb ? 
—the roar of a race in revolt !—(Qwi sait ? 





The Russian National Anthem has been “ Vie pour le Czar” ; they 


think of changing it to “ Mort pour le paysan.” 
* * * * - . 


If Victoria has not found a Cromwell, she has discovered—or, rather, 
she is trying to diseover—one who has carfied out the Cromwellian 
command, “ Take away the bauble,” and walked off with the Colonial 
Speaker’s mace. . * * * 

The Conservatives admit that the political churn in North 
Devonshire doesn’t yield quite the “ cheese,” so they are going to see 
what they can do’in the way of Dorset butter. 


* * + oa * * 
A hard political nut to crack: the Brazilian. 
7 * + * * * 


Mr. Chamberlain’s speech at Birmingham was a satire, a defence, 4 
defiance : but most of all it was a lamentation—a lamentation that 
so much good Radicalism has, through the split in the Home Rule 
rock, been forced into irksome inertia, into distasteful association, 
that so many good measures lie crushed beneath the Juggernaut of 
Home Rule. * + * * + 

Radical Unionist is ¢-od—when will there be a party of that name 





























THE FLOWING TIDE. 


When Randy returns? How strange it would be: a combination of 
Randy and “ Stick at Nothing Joe”! And how powerful! 
THE MAN IN THE CLOCK TOWER. 


Probable, 

SPEAKING of the heavy and continuous rains we have suffered this 
year, Mrs. Podmore says she should think farmers have had quite 
enough irritation for the present. 
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A NASTY BIT. 
Plain Party.—* FUNNY THING HAPPENED AS I WAS COMING ALONG! 
Sharp Girl.—“ OH! I SUPPOSE YOU SUPPLIED THE MISSING LINK !” 


I FOUND MY CURB WAS BROKEN.” 














ARBITRATION, was a hedgehog who had a quarrel with a rabbit, and they referred it 
So we are going to have arbitration with America, I have heard to the fox, and as the fox couldn’t eat the hedgehog, but he could the 
all about arbitration for a good many: years. What wasthearbitration |  T#bbit, he gave it to the hedgehog. And that’s the true spirit of arbi- 
about the Alabama?—that we looked small and the Americans looked | tration. DIOGENES TUBBS, 
big. A few Liverpool speculators stole a ship or two, and we had to —"| . * 
pay a million or two. It’s all a parcel of nonsense if it comes to that. | WE read of some savages dep om madl 
Now, what has America to do with us? We say we like Americans, Mere medicine bottles for “ value received "—— 
but we don’t. We just dislike them just the same as a man dislikes Before all such bottles they prostrate fall gladly 
monkeys, because he looks upon them as a sort of relation different to With fervour that’s scarcely by many believed. 
himself. But I don’t suppose one man in a hundred knows where the “"Tis a fanny idea!” you remark, as you re reading— 
Behring Seas are. If you were to put it toa School Board class not Yet it can’t be denied ‘tis a mere vial proceeding. 
one in a thousand would know. However, we have got a dispute on 
about it, and we are going to arbitration. You know there is an old 
legal joke about that. Sir Alexander Cockburn, who was a Chief 
Justice, said once, when he was asked about a case—it was a big 
shipping case— You may go to the——” and then he stopped short 
and said, “No, go to arbitration.” And that is about what it is 
with America. It’s all very well talking, but there is nothing in 
it. What is arbitration? I’ve got a case, and you've got a case, and 
somebody else has to settle it. And you both of you want something 
out of somebody else ; therefore, the one that gives the most gets it. — 
Of all the nonsense that is ever talked the worst is to talk about the | 
fairness of arbitration ; because there is no such thing. Supposing | 
you quarrel with your wife, then you go to your mother-in-law. What 
does your mother-in-law do? She sides with your wife. And sup- 
posing your wife quarrels with you, then you go to your mother, and 
what does she do? Why, she gives it in your favour as a matter of 
course. And that is arbitration. Arbitration is justice when justice 
has had too much to drink—that’s what arbitration is, There’s no 
sense in it, and no justice in it, because when justice is on arbitration 




















Moult-on! Molt-on! 
THE election at South Molton caused dismay, 
Among Conservatives and such, ‘tis said ; 


In fact, some would-be waggish people say, 
It burnt the Tories like (South) Molton lead ! 
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A TRAIN full of troops ran off the rails near Olkuas, in Russia. We 
have it that the British army swore terribly in Flanders, but you 
should have heard the Russian Tommy Atkinses all cuss on this. 


occasion. 
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Just Out. Price One Shilling. 


HOOD'S COMIC ANNUAL for 1892. 


“This isan unusually strong number.”—Datly Chrontele. 
“Contains wittier stories and funnier pictures than the most brilliant of its pre-- 


decessors.”""— Northern Ensign. 
“Lacks nothing which genuine humour, light literature and well drawn pictures. 
combined can do to make it equal its 23 predecessors; indeed, from all these pointe 


Sie 


SIR on: 
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justice is off her head, and if she is off her head she’s not there. That's | 


what we are going to do with the Americans, I tell you this plainly. 
It’s all utter nonsense this talk about arbitration. If you’ve got a row 
have a row, or else leave it alone. But I am tolerably certain about this, 
that in all American arbitration all we shall get will be to be insulted 
and have the costs to pay in the bargain. Once upon a time there 


of view, it is superior to any preceding irsue.” — Boston Guardian, 

“A bright and lively number, both pictorially and otherwise.” — Referee. 

“Shows marked improvement in the illustrations, extravagance and drollery being’ 
combined with excellence in the drawing.” — Lloyd's. 


“ The Annual for 1892 completely beate all previous records.”—Sloper's Half- Holiday: 
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I(| Woman evér Victorious. 


| Tater—— Here 5 your milliners, bill. | consider 
F Le Yak have been sos exlravicanl, . 
Parjots— Dost Trouble To show il me. Ifdoes 
vo nol inlerest” me in The slightest 
2 Tul + Bul—— 
. ji— O, dont lease me, darling Dad. You must 
blame the milliner. 


yi Kisses ¥ Dad defeated / 


William and His Portrait. 

WILLIAM has been having his portrait taken? He says that they've 
given him his best expression. Wedon’t know quite what his worst 
is, unless it’s like that of a tom cat when his nose has just been 
smeared with the mustard. He apologizes as to this, and says the 
light was so strong in his eyes that it made him blink. “Still, ’on't 

ou think I Jook firm?” says William. This rather makes us wild, 

‘illiam could never look firm enough even to get a good kick at him, 
unless he was first petrified and then platina plated to keep him a 
little together. Yet he says, “If my mother was alive she would 
hardly know this was meant for me—time does change us all.” Then 
someone hints that if William could only be made to do a little time 
at Wandsworth Gaol, we wouldn't care how much it would chame 
bim! It would be a nice change for us. 


Seeaanneanel = 

















“ Your tale shall receive my most careful consideration,” said the 
courteous editor to the lady contributor ; “I am always pleased—nay 
—delighted to read contributions from such meritorious writers as 
yourself. Believe me, my dear madam, although I cannot actually 
promise to accept your brilliant production, I will at once give it my 
serious attention |” 

“ Delightful man!” gushed the lady to a friend outside the office, 
“so unlike most editors!" 

“John,” said the courtly personage to the office boy, “ keep tke old 
girl's MSS. for a week and then send them back—she's no good ! ” 








Ditties in Doses up to Date. 
Or, Songs for both Sexes. 


Two BALLADS IN BROWN, 


[The Hawk publishes an item of news which, it thinks, will “flutter the hearts of 
boys all over the world.” It is that “ black shoes and stockings are no longer correct 
wear for burlesque or music hall skirt dances, etc. They have all gone in wildly for 


every shade of brown.”] 
—A CHIRRUP FOR CHAPPIES. 


HEAH 8 pwave news tor ev wy chappie 
Who haunts the theatah! What! 
Some news to make him happy 
I've fortunately got. 
All about the sweet girl dancahs, 
Who all glide awound the stage, 
A new cullah for those pwancahs 
Has now become the wage. 


REFRAIN (to be warbled waltzily). 
to more black shoes and black tights, deah boys, 
Do sweet dancahs and chowisters wear ; 
Quite a different style now o’ nights, deah boys, 
They’ve adopted. ’Tis twue, I declare! 
For, doncherknow, 
’Tis now all the go, 
For those damsels who cheer life in town, 
To afford us delights, 
With shoes, twunks and tights 
In every shade of bwown, 
Bai Jove! 
A beautiful, blissful bwown ! 


We only like the “ Chawus” 
And the dancahs lithe and gay, 
All othah mattahs baw us 
When we’re sitting at the play ; 
And on twunks and tights and fwilling 
We are doosid knowing. What! 
Therefaw, this news is thwilling— 
Yaas, it cheahs us on the spot. 
[ Exit to his nightly stall. 


“THE EMOTIONAL” GOWN, 
(A Lay for the Ladies.) 


{The newest fashion in frocks in “ intense” and “convincing” circles is the 
“Emotional Brown.” 
WHAT a blessing is dear, good old Fashion 
(Of course, girls, I mean the good new) ; 
She looks on our sex with compassion, 
Suggesting gowns lovely to view. 
Many colours she sends for selection 
(And some of them startle the town), 
But the latest new gown for inspection 
Is called “ The Emotional Brown” | 


REFRAIN, 


The “ Emotional Brown” 
Is the a la mode gown ; 
By its colour and cut you can win much renown— 
Let the practical frown— 
Any person’s a clown 
Who does not adore the “ Emotional Brown” ! 


The “note” of these gowns is esthetic, 
And, of course, of a cut that is quaint ; 
Its high shoulders are quite too poetic, 
Its designer was really a saint. 
‘Tis a gown you can walk or can shop in, 
Or at matinées pose with renown ; 
Indeed, it is lovely to “flop” in— 
The latest “ Emotional Gown”! 


REFRAIN, 


The “ Emotional Gown” 
Is “ Emotional Brown,” 
So haste, girls, to get it, before it goes down! 
At the West End of town 
It is winning renown, 
That “ culchawed,” “ convincing,” “emotional” gown ! 
(Exit, foppingly. 


—_—— 
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THE astronomical world is rather excited just now about “the 
apparent duplicity of Jupiter's satellites”; but considering that 
Jupiter himself (if mythology tells true) could display a good deal of 
duplicity upon occasions, it seems hardly to be wondered at if his 
humble followers do become a little crooked in their ways. 
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TOO MUCH TO EXPECT. 
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Qne of uts distin rshing characteristics 
great ease with which USS worked. 
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Works b en pein 5° De. — 

orl Lke a mmra cle Sur, you wil observe ! The rain w al- “Turn off the water again !’ Oh,come! you 
way Sonn tening, If you will extend your hand youwlll Know. We havent mvented a sigh wos do 
Seel t quite distinctly rn that yet* You're one of those people who want 





























TURF CUTTINGS. On Snaplock’s chance I will not lay Jones and His Terrier. 

To THE EDITOR oF “FUN.” | (That it’s no good I will not say), | THE world is divided into two classes of 
S1r,—When, last month, I said “Good- For better chances I can see | men, Those who take out their dogs, and 
bye,” I simply winked the other eye, and at In favour of Penelope. | those whose dogs take out them. Jones goes 
the moment, so to speak, my tongue was Yet if I said, “ I think she’ll win,” | out with his fox-terrier, but it’s the fox-terrier 
sticking in my cheek, by which I wished to I should be guilty of a sin ; | that really takes him out. When that dog sees 
hint, old pard, I was not speaking by the And if I said, “ Harfleur will,” I | asecond cousin half a mile off, he makes for 
card, In other words, I meant to write if Were telling you a wicked —— | pretacr ws _—_ — we —— 
circumstances should invite—a race to “ tip” ’ ; and whistles for the brute. He says the dog 
about, or such—in fact, I think I said a I'd do but little business with — | is most intelligent. Then Jones for once, at 

mu ’ Shall we Remember or Judith ; 
ch. At anyrate, the chance has come ; : ; least, speaks the truth. That dog is not such 

’ vt ; ’ Plunge not with Benzon, and I'd say 
and so I’m posting to you some reflections I Pursebearer bears your purse awa a lunatic as to take the trouble to walk back 
have had, old chap,on the November Han- — yo P y to him, and when he knows that he can stay 
dicap, which annually does occur at cotton- And of them all, Sir, I prefer, quite comfortably at his ease till his master 
broking Manchester (which soon will be ap- The Lily and the Silver Spur— comes to him. Sometimes Jones, to show his 
proached by ship) and here, dear Sir, you | The former sullied in my sight authority, makes a hit at the brute. Then 
have, -: By being quoted favourite. it bites a few inches off the heels of bis 
THAT TIP. But that may pretty soon be changed, | trousers. The dog is the friend of man, Like 

WHEN autumn woods are dank and sere and all the betting disarranged, so plank | most friends he's a confounded nuisance. 
There comes this handicap to cheer your counters, maid and gent, and send the | = —==3 q 

I | Terran Trirs.—In the “Blick Maia” to 


prophet ten per cent. of all your winnings, rais- 


ing thusthesmilesof Yours, TROPHONIUS. the Old Bailey. 


T he dark and dismal days, £0 let’s 
Pull up our socks and make some bets. 





favor does not bind himself to acknowledge, return, or pay [or Contrtbutions. In no case will they be returned unless 


gz T JORBRESPONDENITS. Taek ’ 
accompanied by a stamped and direcied envelope. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


OTHING particular going on this week. That is to 
say, everything going on in such healthy style that no 
great change is needed. There are some small 
changes, however, threatened and accomplished. 
Among the latter, Miss Decima has trotted over from 
the Criterion to the Prince of Wales’s, with The 
Prancing Girl in front of her. This transferring 
business is all the go now. What has become of the 
superstition about “breaking the run”? Gone to 
the limbo to which many a stately absurdity has 
departed, and for which many of those remaining are 
already packing up their boxes. 





Mr. Bastne’s productions and revivals at the 
Princess's have been an odd mixture 7 to now, but 
they have all been interesting vlays, and the latest of 
them, Henry Dunbar, ‘sc solidly thrilling melo- 
drama, sufficiently enthralling to glue even the stolid 
occupants of the stalls to their seats in open-eyed 
horror and suspense. In Mr. Henry Neville, Mr. Basing has \the 
original Henry Dunbar; but I don’t suppose there are many more of 
the Olympic cast available. Miss Kate Terry has long been lost to 
view, and Miss Nelly Farren is in a distant clime. “Bob” Soutar 
might be caught in the net for “ Hawkshaw the detective” —his name's 
Carter in this piece, I think—his original part. And there were 
others in the cast who have played their last part—even the old 
theatre has gone from us. I was qust bezinning to notice theatrical 
matters when I saw this play in its first run ; 
but the callow state of my knowledge is im- 
pressed upon me when I remember the appal- 
ling indifference with which I acccpted the 
circumstance of Mr. Henry Neville and 
Misses Kate Terry and Nelly Farren all 
appearing in the same play. 





Was it a practical joke, 1 wonder? Where 
was that young person with the dynamic ex- Yh, ii / 
periments? The fair young creature who was MN MG, tl Lh 
to lift things — appropriately called Carrie. pup parscess'’s.—Rapr 
How was it she didn’t turn up? Somebody ATTENTION. 
told me she was to be a Carrie-cature—a “ take 
off” of the Georgia Magnet. But it looked very much more likea 
“take on” of the audience—though I’m bound to say they seemed quite 
satisfied with Mr. Swanborough’'s excuses and the ordinary programme 
—if any programme at the Pavilion can be called “ordinary,” Any- 


niet a | way, we 
° : 7 e ty \oroos ys 
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didn't see 
. the party 
we came 
to see, and 
can only hope for 
better luck (if it 
wou'd be better 
luck) next time. 
I suppose we 
must expect to 
have these “ mag- 
neticattractions” 
and strong 
women on all 
hands now. No 
body of men are 
&> imitative as 
tablic Entertain- 
ers—bless ‘em ! 











BY -THE-WAY, 
& contemporary 
(as we call each 
other by way of 
r petting out of 

Visitor —* I say, look bere, you know, this won't lo; where's udvertisinga rival 
the magnet? Trot out your magnet, my boy.” paper by naming 


Manayer.—“ Suppose we make ita magnuin instea@—what ‘ 
say 7° it) — A" contem- 


Visitor —“ Right : I'm on.” porary has been 
taking these ex- 
hibitions of the “Little Georgia Wonder” rather seriously. There 
may be some folks who believe her possessed of some abnormal 
electrical power, but intelligent persons like myself and the writer in 
the Star (there, if I haven't let out the name of the paper !) are not 
so easily taken in. We know it's all humbug, we do. But we don't 
know how it’s done, all the same, 





Mrs, Oldfield and The Corsican Bro- 
thers. Hen ry M777. after Christmas.— 
There will be (says the Stage) no pantomime at the Olympic this yew. 
(What price The Royal Divorce 7) NESTOR. 





THE RoyAL ENGLISH OPERA.—The Knight has departed, the 
King having proved too much for him—in other words, Jranhvoe is 



















shelved now, 
and La Basoc),, 
has it all to 
himself, Sic 
transit gloria 
mundi! So de- 
parts the last 
vestige of Eng- 
lish opera! 
Somebody 
ought to fee] 
ashamed~— 
though whether 





= 7 —— oe 


ROYAL ENGLISH OPEBA.— 
KING TAKES KNIGHT'S 
PLACEB—CHECK. LAST 
(K)NIGHT TO KING — 
CHECK MATE. ( 


itis Mr. D’Oyly Carte, | 
or Sir Arthur Sullivan, 
or the intelligent British 
Public, I’m not prepared 
to say. The critics are : 
not, at anyrate—except, THE ROYALTY._SHADOWS OF COMING EVENTS. 


as 5 
i et en a | 


perhaps, one or two who 
gushed over-much—their rapt admiration and florid approval were 
enough to ruin any enterprise. Anyway, the Royal English Opera 
House is now entirely held by an ordinary French Opera Comique. 
A very good show it is—and when Englishmen can produce the like, 
I’ve no doubt Mr. Carte will welcome it respectfully. 

P.S.—As I write, I hear that last Saturday saw the last appearance 
of The Basoche, and the theatre closed. Well, I never / 




























Nops AND WINKS.—The plans for Mr. Lart’s 
new theatre on the site of Waterloo House have 
now been passed, and the theatre will be up before 
you know where you are. “ Where are the 
theatres going to stop?” one is apt to ask. (The 
reply is that they'll mostly stop where they are.) 
— Mr. Wyndham was to reappear (at the Criterion 
on the Ist inst.), as Bob Sackett, in Brighton.— 
Mr. Henry Irving, being about to return to town, 
it is only natural that his alter ego, Mr. Frank 
Lindo, should set forth to glad the provincials. 
He goes to the Grand, Leeds, for the pantomime, 
where another friend of ours, Miss Edith Ken- 
ward, will join the show as “principal girl.”— 
Mr. J. M. Barries’s comedy is 
in rehearsal at Toole’s, and 
Messrs. Gilbert and Cellier’s 
comic operaisalsoin rehearsal 
at the Prince of Wales's. La 
Cigale finishes on the 12th.— 
A“ triple bill” matinée now ! 
Mrs. Coplestone and Miss 
Laura Linden are to be the 
offenders on the 15th inst. 
—lfains, the Boat- 
max,is going to be 
done at matinées at //— 
the Strand,with Miss Uf 
Atherton as Jeff. / 
Good business.—Mr. 
Henry Irving and 
Co, return shortly, 
and reappear in 


| 


EVERY WHERE—WHAT WE 
MAY EXPECT. 
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UNDER THE INFLUENCE. 
A Theosophical Nobel, 
By JAMES JAMBES and GOTHAM BADDELEY 


CHAPTER II. 





OLD TAWNEY-PORTE AND MADAME BOSKI CONFER —THE MYSTE- 
RIOUS POSTMAN’S KNOCK—STAGGERS MONOPOLIZES THE TAN- 
TALUS—THE MAJOR GIVES CHASE—A FRESH ARRIVAL THROUGH 


THE ROOP, 


WHETHER, previous to his arrival at the Boski mansion. old Tawney- 
Porte had been inhaling the scent from the poppy bed of his back 
garden (of sleep) in Tite Street, Chelsea, or whether his drowsiness 
was the result of passing from the cold air of the street into the close —~ 


Mahatma’'s sphere of the Theosophical drawing room, it happens not 


within the province of our own knowledge to decide ; but it is a fact - 


beyond the shadowy substance of uncertainty that, whatever might 


or might not have been the cause, the gallant Major, even as he took 7 i 
his seat beside Madame Boski, with the urgent object of soliciting her, “4% 3 


f 
’ 


support to the society, fell into a deep and demonstrative sleep. 

This went on for some considerable time. Eventually, conversation 
being slack and solitude tedious, Madame reached over and gave a 
violent pull at old Tawney-Porte’s nose. Strange to relate, the 
Major’s reply to the summons took the precise form of the sentence 
delivered (we will not say pronounced) by Madame when the descend- 
ing beaker, breaking its fall on her head, hastened the climax of her 
waking dream. 

Like her, he distinctly said (if distinctly is exactly the word)— 
‘‘There’s nothing the matter wi’ me.” Madame grew enthusiastic. 

“A miracle!” she cried, raising herself to her 
feet with a supreme effort and the bellrope. “A 
miracle, as sure as I am standing here!” 

Hereupon Madame sank down again with some 
suddenness ; continuing, when she had made sure 
that no bones were broken— 

“A miracle! The very words J 
used "moment ago. Already there is 
sympthy between us—already I seem 
to see the light of a th’os—th’os— 
th’os — soffickle triumph looming in 
the deep, deep distance of a dark red 
and limitless space, like the light es 

“Of a pub. at the end of a long 
street,” suggested the Major, in a dry 
—an exceptionally 
dry — tone, as he 
gathered his legs to- 
yether with a view to 
climbing into an 
erect attitude. 

As ill-luck would 
have it, the prepara- 
tions for an ascent 
were made within too 
limited a radius of 
the marble mantel- 
shelf, and poor Taw- 
ney-Porte, in bravely 

striving to assume 
perpendicularity, 
succeeded only—as a 





collision first with cae ts 
the mantelpiece and ? \L / 
subsequently with ( sor 


the floor lent acoustic iY } 
= ot 


manifestation—in pre Aw» 


viving an excellent - 
imitation of an exceedingly loud and pronounced postman’s kuuck, 

Madame started. ’ 

“Who can that be at this hour? I must tell Staggers to say I'm 
not at home.” : 

Staggers, himself deceived by the sound, was already on the stairs. 
By the time, and by dint of the most praiseworthy perseverance, he 
had reached the hall, Madame Boski had succeeded in gaining the 
vicinity of the door which led to it; and from here she informed the 
butler of her wish not to be disturbed. 

(It should be mentioned, for the information of those who may have 
been wondering why Staggers should be called upon to open doors as 
well as bottles, that Madame Boski had a fancy for being waited upon 
entirely by her butler. He was the only servant she could stand the 
sight of, and no one else was permitted to answer the door and 


announce her visitors.) 


_ — 


Her order given, Madame turned to the society of the Major, who 
had recovered consciousness 0 the mention of “spirits,” and entered 
with him upon the analysis of that’ miracle which was productive of 
reptiles in one's shoes. 

“ It’s a mos’ estrornennary thing,” they were agreeing for the seven- 
tieth time, when there was a loud bump against the door, and Stac- 
gers fell in with the news that there wasn’t a soul outside. 

The Major looked pleased. “Ladies,” he said, turning to his 
hostess, who appeared somehow to have been multiplied by two, 
“ladies, your house is a house of miracles. Not only is it a miracle 
that I should have received a sound thump on the top of my head 
from an invisible sledge hammer, but it is a miracle also that I wasn't 
s killed. Now, to add 

to these miracles, we 


- 4 [ a 
—_— wry ? ~~ _¥ have another— the 
/ a ’ - 



































/ knocking at the door 
@aji/; without by an un- 
fi if) seen hand, That 
fe ‘‘\\i there was a knock at 
the door is absolutely 
g\\\\\ certain, seeing that 
4 \ \ you are entirely un- 
\\\\\\ animous in your con- 
\\ victions regarding 
\\\ the genuineness ot 

the occurrence, Be- 

sides, I distinetly 
heard the noise my- 


' \" self,” 
} “So did I,” said 
= : ' Stagvers. 
an A foggy shriek es- 
caped the ‘lips of 
Madame. Turning 


her eyes toward the 
reclining butler, she 
murmured, “ Where 
have J] heard that 
voice before? and 
where seen that form ? 
I seem to know them 
both so well, Stag- 
Jers aoe 


ve Staggers, stagyer- 
nia y ing to his feet, looke:| 
HTT stayvered, There was 
SUL uy : 
Hijm eat a strange red light in 
hin his eye, as of the 
tT! . 
Vil 


setting of an autumn 
sun; and the look of 
thoughtful inquiry pervading the vicinity of his 
forehead showed that he, too, was on the rack of an 
unformed memory. 
“That tone sounds f'm'liar; and I'd take the 
pledge I've seen that face before.” | 
These were his words as, helping himself to the 
contents of the three departments of the tantalus, he 
raised two of the en pty decanters to his eyes, and 
regarded Madame Boski through them after the 
manner of a person using the lorgnettes on a rough 
day at sea. The body of each cut glass decanter 
representing one hundred and forty distinct little 
squares, in every one of which was a full length 
miniature portrait of his mistress, Staggers very 
haturally, Guana not very clearly, observed, “ Why, 
you're two hundred and eighty !”’ 
Tue Major, who had calculated Madame boski's age to be thirty- 
eight at the very inside, took the butlers remark as Songer! insult- 
ing, and, chasing him out of the room, closed the door with his own 
head. and then returned to pacify his outraged hostess. | . 
Staggers, under the impression that Tawney-!’orte was stil! panes 
him, fled into the apartment ee above the one he had hur- 
iedly left, and jumped from the window, 
ee en Molené and the Major had entered the ge td 
adjoining the drawing room. Madame had just vy = om B pir 
upon the parched leaves of a favourite plant with a syp = of soda 
water, while the Major was on the point of refreshing at — +r : 
men of the genus Lilium with a maynum f Pommeny, W en a on 
crash above announced the arrival, through the roof, of taggers, = 
dropped into a wicker-work arm-chair. On recovering from the 
shock of his hasty entrance, his first words were— 
“ There’s nothing the matter wi me. ' 
“A miracle!” cried Madame Boski and the Major together. : 
Sh observed Stagyvers. To be continued, 


‘Should rather think it was, 













































































A ee 


age. 


— —y 
SO 


me 





\ 


















_-onae Sain Sw 
eli = Oe ork & nn 


“e 
ee SS 






Se til 
a 


ee 


aa are 






HUN. DECEMBER 2, 1891, 


THE HUMILITY OF GREATNESS.* 


OR, THE SPIRIT OF CONTRADICTION, 
(Premise* :—That, for the purposes of this Act, the word “great” be taken as synonymous with “ successful.’’) 
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We once knew a great* man who never boasted. He was all humility, he 
deprecated a)] praise, he depreciated his own merits, he discounted his When you craved the honour of shaking the hand of so great* a man, he 
worthiness, he gave himself away, as it were, with a pound of tea! When squirmed with modesty. 
you presented him with an illuminated address in a golden casket, he curled 
up with unworthiness. 
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When he had to return thanks for a toast in his honour he became gelatinous with humility, and protested that he was an absolute nobody—a worm, 
a blackbeetle, with less ability than a porpoise, less intelligence than a County Court judge. 
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But presently he went out of fashion, and became less great.* And one day he flung down the newspaper, and thundered, ‘‘ Lookhere! They've 
actually given a dinner in honour of Shakespeare, Wellington and Gordon, and lef{ ME out! Why, sir, those men couldn’t hold a candle to ME!!! Paut! 
Pshaw! Tut! Webrrh!' He seemed considerably charged 
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“THE HEAVEN-BORN MINISTER.” 


“ There was a curse upon it, He passed the Union with one object: it has been diverted to another.’"—LORD ROSEBERY ON PITT. 
Shade of “ Heaven-born Minister,-—“HA! H’M!—VERY SORRY—THAT IS SCARCELY THE SORT OF UNION I MEANT,” 
[See Cartoon Verses, p. 240. 
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SMALL BY DEGREES. 
F'weddy.—“ Why, Cho’ley, old man, you are actually letting your 
moustache gwow.” 
Cho'ley.—" Yes, F weddy, old boy, and my German barber says if I 
use his Pomard, it'll come by de grease!” 
| kit Fweddy, a sadder and a wiser man, 


- ee —e ee te —_—_—+— - 


Vacancies for Corvus Frugilegus, Esq. 

[The Feathered World pays a tribute to the industry of rooks. According to our 
contemporary, five or six hundredweight of rubbish has been conveyed by these birds 
fiom the graveyard to the belfry of Aston Church within the last few months } 

AT the Buzzaroo Boomerang’s editor's door 
The Reserve man of Fergusson knocked, 

And the letters he brought were a thousand or more, 
And the soul of Sir Scissors was shocked 

When he found they'd all come from those tattlers insane, 
* Ruat Calum” and “ Verax”’ and Co., 

Who discussed, in verbose and grandiloquent strain, 
Whether Booze was Worth Boozing or no! 

Wildly shrieking, he zigzagged anon to a nook, 
Where he crouched like a man with J).7'. 

And “ Would Heaven I'd a Rook—an industrious Rook— 
To remove all that rubbish!” said he. 


Through the evening, mine host of the “ Magnet and Star” 
Seemed extremely well pleased 
to obey 
The commands of such larrikins | 
(perched in his bar) | 
\s were ready the “ready” to pay. 
lcut his suavity ceased at 12.50 A M., 
When those loungers, with bacchanal 
pranks, 
Very flatly refused (though he pleaded 
with them) 
To bestride the slow pony of 
Shanks. 
For providing them liquor while drank, 
he to book 
Would be brought, if he brought a 
PU 
So “Would Heaven I'd a Rook—an 
industrious Rook— 
To remove all this rubbish!” said 
he, 





Mother Nature popped round to an 
invalid’s room, 

Where a merchant lay sick in his 

bed : 











And her bountiful face became shrouded in gloom, 
And a passionate cuss-word she said. 
“ Though these lotions and potions which stand at his side 
Were prescribed by physicians of skill, 
Yet these potions and lotions, if quaffed and applied, 
Will the patient undoubtedly kill. 
But I, Nature, would make all his ailments take hook, 
If they’d only confide him to me! 
Would to Heaven I’d a Rook—an industrious Rook— 
To remove all this rubbish!” said she. 


When Bill Shakespeare came back to the earth for a time 
(As a spook) he perused a few score 

Of commentaries prime, expositions sublime 
Of the works he had written of yore. 

But full oft (as he found with profound discontent) 
Was the meaning his boomers had given 

To his lines more remote from the meaning he’d meant 
Than the Stygian pool is from Heaven ! 

And at times (as a spook) he’d a woe begone look, 
And at times he laughed loudly with glee, 

And “I wish I'd a Rook—an industrious Rook— 
To remove all this rubbish!” said he. 





Judy Almanac for 1892.” 

THOUGH not always agreeing with Judy’s political views, we are 
quite ready to agree with the Old Lady’s Almanac for 1592, which has 
just made its appearance. The arrangement of suitable drawings to 
each month is a novel idea, and gives a seasonable look to the entire 
Number. A, Chasemore’s “ Seasons,” and William Parkinson’s Cartoon, 
“ Free Education,” are in themselves worth the 3d. charged for the 
Almanac. But when we take into consideration that in addition to 27 
pictures, and any amount of jokes, we find a four-page Extra Musical 
Supplement “ Judy’s Minuet,’ composed by Edward Solomon, we 
can only fall down on our knees and hold up our hands in respectful 
amazement, 

New Leaves. 

In the Christmas Number of Zhe Gentlewoman there is a splendid 
assemblage of pictures, poetry and prose, It is impossible for us in 
our few words to convey anything like an adequate notion of its 
extent or its beauty, but it is a pleasure to discern amongst those who 
enrich its pages two of the valued contributors to FUN—Mr. J. F. 
Sullivan and Mr. Arthur T, Pask. It is a very sweet face that is 
printed on the slip of satin. Gentlemen, take it home to your gentle- 
women.—Fashion and fiction, both of the best and the newest, make 
up the massive Christmas Double Number of Zhe Lady. Fashion 
following females will be puzzled to pick out the prettiest or most be- 
coming of costumes and dresses which the “ males” will be mightily 
pleased (7) with the prospect of putting their hands deep in their 
pockets to pay for—The Annual Figaro Illustré makes its appear- 
ance with the season’s Christmas Numbers. As usual, it is accom- 
panied by some masterly coloured prints ; of talented illustrations and 
entertaining stories it is full inside, the most remarkable in all respects 
being the “ Holy Tear.” 

The cosaques are coming. Messrs, Sparagnapane and Co.’s prepa- 
rations possess all their well known careful and tastefully chosen 
characteristics, their neatness and novelty, and are sure to be produc- 
tive of fun, laughter and jollity at many a merry meeting during all 
the festive season, 
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BEWARE OF THE DOG. 
Wife (emphatically).—“ THAT DOG OF SMITH’s, ACROSS THE WAY, BIT MOTHER AGAIN THIS MORNING, AND I WANT TO KNOW WHAT 
YOU PROPOSE DOING ABOUT IT.” Husband (brutally).—" I THINK I SHALL Buy THE Doa.” 








STATESMEN (AND OTHERS) ON THE STUMP. 


DICTATORS are just now very much “off.” The situation in Brazil 
—or, rather, the sack of De Fonseca from his situation—affords another 
proof that though the masses throughout the world are educating 
themselves, they are not taking to “ dictation.” 

* * * * * * 

It is now M. de Giers who is “ prospecting around,” and the Conti- 

nental press is absorbed in speculating upon the nature of his mission. 
* * * * » 

The peace ot Europe appears to be just now in es 
the hands of some half dozen or so potentates and 
plenipotentiaries, of whom the masses know little, 
for whom, except that the said half dozen or so hold 
the leash of the dogs of war, they care less. 

bed » * ” * 

Is the time ever to come when the peoples of the 
world shall secure for themselves the right to decide 
whether or not their sons shall go forth in their 
thousands to kattle? 

* * * * * 
_To-day a king's bad temper, an ambassador's 
liver, a Prime Minister’s gout might set a continent 
ablaze, * * * * 

While there are kings there will be aristocracies, 
armies and war. Some day, perhaps, the world will 
prefer the union of peoples, the settlement of inter- 
national questions by the arbitrament of reason 
ather than of might. Whoso runs for this goal, 
though he never reach it, if he nears it, benefits the 
world. s s e e 

The Standard on Tuesday indulged inatr:umphal 
&creech anent the victories of capital over labour 
during the past twelve months, and the good old “What? They'y 
Sairey Gamp of journalism emphasises the fact that . 
Combination is ‘a game which the masters have Mor matm 








thowt of Oiat laast. A *' : . tigger : 
thowt as because A didna’ shoot ma landlord fighting power, Professor Stuart, Healy & O, are 
i forgot all about dearly bought at the price of Chamberlain, James 
, re é, Oi. But they've remembered—ah ! A see it! . 
greater facilities for playing to advantage than the ¢hovye Bes 4 bered A’ve gi 
ay 7? . « ‘ . aa 1} > Fememvet AY 
men, True, oh, Sarah! and they have availed goon to have a chance o’ us 


his cattle they’ 


themselves of said facilities to the utmost. But combination is a 
game that the men are rapidly learning, and ere long will play as 
cleverly, and with as great facilities as the masters, 

* * * ” * ” 


But, for the good of us all, what is wanted is combination, not of 
capital against labour, or labour against capital, but of each with each 
for the good of both, not forgetting the poor little consumer, who up 
till now has been very like a buffer between the two. 

oa » . * + 
We have a Minister of Agriculture—why not a 
Minister of Industry? Why -not a Board of Con- 
ciliation in every town in England where master 
and man may meet as man to man, and make for 
peace and prosperity ? 

* * * . . 

Nobody wants the men to be masters, Every- 
body wants the masters to be—men, 

* . . * * 

Lord Lytton leaves a void. The clever son ofa 
cleverer father, the charming father of more charm- 
ing daughters we lose in Owen Meredith, one of the 
links in the chain that connects the “ mashers” of 
to-day and the “swells” of yesterday with the 
exquisites of the régime of D’ Orsay. 

. . * * * 

Who will obtain the Grand Prize of Diplomacy? 
Perhaps Sir Robert Morier. Honi soit qui Malet 

IENEEC, . 7 * ” 

Joseph, deserted by his brethren, becomes the best 
of pals with strangers, As in Egypt, so at Brum. 

* * . a . 

Whether or not Home Rule be good for Ireland, 
it has robbed Liberal England of some of its best 


and Hartington. ; 
THE MAN IN THE CLOCK TOWER. 
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For 7 am a Lady of Title, 
And quite in the Vere de: Vere 
vein; 
So I advertised, as per recital, 
For someone in “smartness” to 
train. 


REFRAIN. 

So, in manner most gracious 
And language veracious, 
Likewise with a grandeur that's 

vital, 
I offer, most clearly 
(For two thousand yearly), 
Smart tips from a Lady of Title! 
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The swellest of swagger deportment 
As practised in circles of note— 
Ktiquette, too, of ev’ry assortment, 
I inculcate swiftly by rote. 
Society’s sniggering small talk 
However, he shows the result with pride, In a few easy lessons I teach, 
# This is Corporal Moker, of the Diddle- and says,“ That's what we had to gothrough And the faddest of new faddish 
1 sham Velunheors A having his likeneas ab Tet-ei-Kebir, dear boy—fact—taken on tall talk 


ne took in attitude. Observe the wily blue- Ghastly snoeze in consequence, just the spot by a Special Correspondent. I bring within each pupil’s 
i bottle making for bis nasal organ. as the fatal moment arrived. Photography can’t lie, you know. reach ! 











Thus, in manner, etc. 
Ditties in Doses up to Date; My “ad.” so replete with “ emotion ” 


; Or, Songs for Both Sexes. (To give you the latest cant phrase) 

f THE LATEST FAD. You’ll admit is an excellent notion, 

[It is now considcred the thing in some bigh circles to be late wherever you go.] And I hope soon to find that it pays. 

But, meanwhile, if any FUN reader, 
Will bring any “ business ”’ along, 

On the word of a real Fashion leader 
l’ll give him a “com.” that is strong! 


Some talk of punctuality 
As though it were a virtue, 

' Tis not 80, in reality— 
eT Though, maybe, it won’t hurt you. 

ft Still, tis an out of date affair, 
; A relic of sedateness ; 
' For at a small or great affair 
RE ‘Tis fashion to show lateness ! 


DEE Refrain.—Y ou should always turn up late, 

une Always manage to be late, 

H If you wish to be regarded as a person up to date; 

! If you want to pose as great, 

j Then—let everybody wait— 

et Where’er you go, don’t hurry, no !—’tis proper to be late! 


Suppose you are a playgoer, 
a You then have splendid chances, 
wie For every gilt-edged gay goer 
vi Quite late to theatres prances, 
7} Where early folk object the most, 
ei You'll cause most consternation ; 
| 





And mind that you select the most 
t | Important situation ! 
") 





1 Refrain.—Yaas! go lumb'ring in quite late— 
Stamp and tread with all your weight, 
| And when you've dropped into your stall at once begin to prate ; 
.\' l’ersons punctual and sedate 
a Tee You may put in quite a state— 
ia But there's no need their views to heed—so long as you are late! 


a The best fun, though, of all the lot, 

ae You'll get, of course, in churches, 

TE For there you well may gall the lot 
Who early choose their perches, 

To arrive when deep devotion’s on 
Just now is a la mode, friends ; 

And near sermon time commotion's on 
Through us and our new code, friends. 
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Ttefrain.—I\t makes some folks irate, 
When your pew invasion’s late, 
But you, of course, you cannot help that, and they must bow to Fate,— 
You must reverently wait 
’ On what Fashion deigns to state, 
And she doth sing ‘tis now the thing to be supremely late ! 





of A NEW “TITLE” ROLE, 
| A Nola fer the uae of Society Ny rioe, 


[A “Woman of Title,” described as “moving in the first society.” recently adver- 


tied bo receive & young lady into her house, etc., etc. Terms £2,000 per annum.) r 

SINCE many a chance of wage-earning “(ran’pa, I heard Miss Gushington tell Clara, yesterday, that th 

» | Is sought by the Upper Ten Thou. Doctor Tenderby was a perfect duck. That's not right—is it 4 "? Od 

F (Who'd the ninepence that’s nimble be earning) “I don't know that it’s altogether wrong, my dear, Theve are jot 
/ deserve a like chance, you'll! allow. of people who term him a regular quack!” 
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A CASE FOR THE PSYCHOLOGICAL SOCIETY. 





(1). One wild night in the present winter, three weird figures ~— have 
been observed tracking noiselessly across Jimjams Common in the direction 
of the mansion of Mr. Boozington Swipes. They were Mr. Guy Fawkes, 
his cousin Frankenstein the crowscarer, and Miss Rushlight the turnip 
lantern bogie. (2). Arrived at ‘‘ Corkscrew House,” they proceeded at 
once to the apartment in which an Indignation Meeting of the ‘‘ United 
Christmas Annual Spectres of Great Britain,’ to protest against ‘‘ the 
modern spirit of scientific inquiry into the manners and customs of ghosts 
in general,” was being held upon the manly bosom of Mr. Boozington 
Swipes, he having qualified himself for such a visitation by a three weeks’ 
‘‘ razzle-dazzle”’ and a heavy supper of underdone pork. (3). Mr. Knight 
(Mayor) having taken the chair, explained jthe object of the meeting in a 








THE FIRST OF THH FOG, 


WE'VE had some good November weather. Nice and cold and damp, 
and the pavements as slippery as if you were walking on the backs of 
a collection of toads or turtles. What on earth anyone wants a month 
like that for I don’t know. The only things that seem to grow are the 
crops of Christmas Annuals, There are ‘plenty of them knocking 
about. It’s the season, too, or it’s supposed to be, for burglaries, so 
the police on night duty are extra handy at turning their bull’s-eyes 
on to your bedroom windows, and at trying the doors so as to wake 
you up on the off chance of getting adrink. Yes! it’s a nice time of 
the year for them. Chuckleheaded people like Jones are rather 
pleased than otherwise when they see —61 talking through their 
railings. “It makes the place securer, after all, and what’s a little 
beer and cold meat, more or less?” As if the lunatic didn’t pay rates 
to keep them. 

And we've had some fog! That makes it good for the porters at 
the stations, They get so conversational and instructive when the 
trains are late, They know nothing at all about the matter. As a 
rule they are nearly half muddled from sitting nose and knees over 
the fire, in their beastly little room smelling of lamp oil. They get 
odd coppers. Besides, there's a sort of sniff of Christmas in the air 


Bae” Tu OURKESPONDENTS. Zhe Editor doe af 4 [0 ACh 





(4). Who read a 


few appropriate remarks, and introduced Mr. Fawkes, 
resolution to the effect that this meeting of ‘‘ the United,” etc., etc., ‘* pro- 


tests strongly against the modern spirit,” etc., etc. (5). Miss Rushlight 
followed with a song appropriate to the occasion, (6). And Mr, Fran- 
kenstein rose to make a few remarks upon the Study of Theosophy, when 
a Mahatma, who happened to be passing on his way home from a Theoso- 
phical Jamboree, attempted to precipitate a few ‘ election” eggs upon the 
crowd, but unfortunately precipitated himself through the roof along with 
them, and the meeting dispersed in some disorder. (7). ‘* And really ! 
by gum ! you know, I should like to have heard what that scarecrow had 
to say?” observed Mr. Swipes, as he awoke, ‘‘and now i tha‘n't, you 
know. I must write to that ‘Census of Ghosts’ about it. See?” 


A sort of prophetic shadow of Christmas boxes, Pah! What a lot 
of humbug there is in it all. 

November fog! Ours is a sweet climate. Yet I've known ‘em 
quite as bad over the water. Take ‘em in Holland—they're cold 
enough there. I’ve been sitting in a café in the Kalverstraat, in 
winter time, and awful it has been. There's a smell of red herring, 
schiedam, soft soap and coke gas about the places that doesn’t make 
the fog by any means too lovely, 80 I can tell you. And a November 
in Berlin! I don’t exactly commend that to your taste, I can tell 
you. It wants a good long sitting in the English bar in Unter den 
Linden to make you forget where you are, 

Yet some people say they don't mind the fog much, “ They've got 
other things to think of.” Have they! As if it didn’t make itself 
felt enough without asking. Your nose, too, is turned into a perfect 
chimney stack for collecting smuts, Your eyes get lined with soot, 
November, indeed! Beastly. DIOGENES TUBBS, 











THE “Gambler's Secret,” penned by Percy Fendall, 
Into expressions of high praise should send all ; 

‘Tis a dramatic story—and if you should lack it, 
You may obtain the same from Hurst and Blackett, 
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if “The Heaven-born Minister.” | Picture Shows. 
ni (SEE CARTOON.) | THe New ENGLIsH Art CLUB.—Perhaps 
j How oft in this strange world of ours | the most pleasing picture in the entire collec- 
SEE Will Hope encounter evil fate ! | tion is“ An Affectation,” by M.G reiffenhagen, 
a How oft do unforeboded pow’'rs and one the most “ other way round ”’ is the 
an Uprise one’s wishes to frustrate, “ Portrait of George Moore,” by Walter Sick- 
ie | And best intentions, in effect, ert ; but then it is “a portrait. I'wo power- 
i i | Produce results that none expect ! | wu “eT egy Baa! J. . gniery — 
ap: read of the “Life Study” is grand. 1€ 
? Sec oe may the gee age econ J | “Portrait of a Child,” by G. Clausen, is an 
} Fi ae picid ot | exquisite bit of work, There are good re- 
a = pra ‘ ae gh co” presentative pictures by Barnard Sickert, 
rive romise Of a luture nine-— : ” ~ ° Y 
aoe S. Starr, Edward Stott, H. Tuke and G. 
ey there: Sate ge grr werd | Jacomb Hood. The Exhibition contains 
t just turns out the other way. very much that is good and interesting, 


and although many of the works are eccentric 
to a degree, they are mostly by young men— 


Would you a master should unfold 
A it Such truths with eloquence and wit, 





1 Read how Lord Rosebery bas told clever young men—who will doubtless tone 
i The story of the younger Pitt; down their affectations as they grow older. 
ii Who thought advantage might be won 
- tt ; 9 — _——_ —_ —_ > ~ — 

way, Out of the Act of Union. 
a " , . : 
4 Yet if the mighty statesman’s shade A Sell. 


THE other day young Blewcash asked us 
to lend him a tenner “ to go on with”; and 
when we so far forgot our habitual prudence 
as to do go, if he didn’t, there and then, go 
off with it! 


Could see in [reland’s now distress 
The wounds the Union has made, 

Her discontent and wretchedness, 
He'd own his plans bad not gone right— 
“Ah, h'm, I did not mean that quite!” 
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Ap-Paul-ing. 

HowWARD PAUL is to the fore again with 
his “ Komikal Kalendar,” and the issue for 
1892 shows no falling off on previous years. 
For the sum of ls. one can get “a smile for 
every day in the year, with an occasional 
laugh,” which, in our opinion, is remarkably 
cheap at the price. Parkins and Gotto, of 
Oxford Street, keep the “ K. K.” on tap. 








Another Bumble Bea-dle. 


A BEADLE has been recently elected, 
As though we all lived centuries ago; 
Let’s hope his grand cocked hat will be re- 
spected, 
And that rude boys to goad at him won’t go. 
The Electee should be glad he’s thus requited— 
In fact, that Beadle ought to Bea-dle-lighted. 


Just Out. Price One Shilling. 


HOOD’S COMIC ANNUAL for 1892. 
THE BES1I OF ALL ANNUALS. 


DALZIEL BROTHERS, 153 Fleet Street, Lond: n. 











COCOA 


ABSOLUTELY PURE thererone BEST 


NO CHEMICALS USED. 


at their Oamden Trem, Liiwh Street, N.W., a i mu 
Wednesday 
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WARNING, ¢ - : 
| Refuse all Substitutes. 


ors), by W. Lay, at 153 Fleet Street, BO. 
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Lords in danger we 
(1) Since fiends organ-ic earn eight “bob” a day, 
Our hard worked clerks would fain obtain such pay 


(2) China just now doth cowardly measures take ; 
But what if some one should that China break ! 


(3) A passenger's prattle in a certain tram 
Led to tram-atic scene—not sham. 

(4) Those flying machines which a¢ronauts now test 
Would mash-e’en Fun, who loves a flying jest. 
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he's Disappointed wilh Mashonaland 


(5) These Cattle Show urchins, re the fattened bog, 
Rudely put this dame into other Cattle-logue. 


(6) The St. John’s Wood 7 doth, without a doubt, 
Make cricketers at Lord's feel all bowled out, 


(7) Some knitting by the Queen at a Bazaar 
Hath caused an (k)nit-eration near and far. 


(8) Lord R——, in one of his epistles grand, 
Asks, Graphic-ally, ‘' Where’s the Promised Land/” 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


¥ HE PRINCE OF WALES’S.—With the 
mn sense of a lost opportunity, if not exactly 
depressing us, at least filling us with a 
gentle sadness, time and the hour wore 
out the course of Mr. Campbell Rae- 
Brown’s travesty of The Dancing Girl. 
It took a good deal of wearing out, but it 
was done at last, It seems a cruel thing 
to say, but 
one might 
almost 
suspect 
the man- 
agement 
of going 
on the 
well 
known 
principle 
\ of | prece- 
= «ding a 
merry 
play with 
a sad one 
(and vice 
versa) by 
way of 
heighten - 
ing the effect of the former! The Pran- 
cing Girl seems to me a sorrowful sample 
of “the almost.” The title is almost a good 
one—by making the Quaker settlement a 
Salvation Army stronghold, the author 
almost got hold of a “central idea,” Mr. 
Tuk PRINCE OF WALEs's.- Vlayfair almost (very nearly quite) suc- 
io a ee ceeded with an imitation of Mr. Tree, and 
SUCH A GOOD View or rr S¢Veral utterly mechanical and extraneous 
A® THIS). jocularities were almost funny. The 
puppy-dog was rather comical in his way, 
but the only really commendable thing about the affair was the “ put- 
ting on,” which was really “ first rate.” 








Miss ADELAIDE NEWTON gave a not at all bad imitation of Miss 
liose Leclercq, and Miss Natalie Brand had amore or less successful try 
at Miss Norreys, Miss Ellis Jeffries gave shadowy hints of Miss 
Julia Neilson now and then, but, on the whole, hers was an ordinary 
burlesque performance of ability—including a skirt dance—without 
any special reference to the subject in hand, Mr. Harry Parker, in 
several inconsequent disguises, pretended he was amusing, and Mr. 
Kr. Emery and the rest quite played up to the worth of the F., 
Kmery-al little piece. I can't pass on without remarking that the 
bulk of the audience appeared to reap a good deal of enjoyment from 
the skit, 


Miss D-cima, from the Criterion, with a few changes in the cast, 
and some traces of exaggeration in 
one or two of the original per- 
formers, is now the principal item 
of the bill, Miss Decima Moore is 
an excellent representative of the 
[).-Moore* (see what I’ mean?) 
little heroine, scarcely inferior to 
her predecessor (if you want to 
make the comparison at all), and 
Mr. Hayden Coffin is a decided 
improvement upon his. Miss 
Schuberth takes Miss Findlay’s 
part, and Mr. L, Russell Mr. 
Templar Saxe’s, 








THE PRINCEss’s.—I donot think 
ba the public are altogether disposed 
THE AVENUE —First Contractor to believe in Mrs, Henry Wilde— 


(anriously).--“ D'you think Jones'll at anyrate, Ido not anticipate that 
sreore with his new programme dodge ? 


they will readily accept Z/er Oath. 


Second ditto (with no anxiety whatever). ’ , — « 
“Nota bitof it; the law ain'tso much I nl afraid they would scarcely be 
op the public side as fhat comes to.” just ified in taking her word, at 


least, when she describes her play 


as“ new and original.” The phrase, however, has been so knocked 
and banged about, and generally misapplied and ill-used for years, 
that the lady has some excuse for having forgotten what it really 


° re.” ia it * Ep 





means, There wasatime when Her Oath might have commanded 
serious attention, but times are, alas! for ever fled when “ changes at 
nuss can be taken in earnest, 
Faults of construction, par- 
ticularly in the last scene, 
were also apparent, and some 
of us remembered a not over clever story of Ouida’s 
—ZIdalia, to wit—by which the authoress of Her Oath 
appeared to have been largely—inspired shall we say ? 
The play had every advantage to be derived from a 
strong cast. Mr. Henry Neville, besides stage- 
managing the play, appeared as the hero—as he has 
been doing for one play or another this many a long 
day without the least sign of wear. Mr. Abingdon 
was the lovely villain he always is. Miss Beatrice 
Lamb was the heroine, and played reasonably well. 
And such folks as Miss Clara Jecks, I. Ivor, and Messrs, 
Ivan Watson, Austin Melford and H. De Lange, and— 
mirabile dictu—Mdme, Sinico, have but to be named 
to show that there was some amelioration for a long 
three hours and a half of a lady with an uncomfort- 
able swear about her. I don’t see, by-the-way, why Tur Prince or 
being “changed at nuss” should exonerate her from WALES's. — 7he 
that swear. She swore to do her level best to extermi- ee He 
nate the English from India, and she ought to have en prance. 
done it—she is forsworn else. 





¢ HE CRITERION.—Mr. Wyndham’s return to 
: his home quarters is always something of an 
event, and so the audience seemed to make it 
last Tuesday evening, when, accompanied by 
our old friend Brighton, he reappeared for the 
season. It is not necessary, and scarcely 
practicable, at this time of day, to launch into 
detail concerning this most comical perform- 
ance in a most laughter moving play. Sufticient to 
say that the volatile comedian is “all there.” It is 
curious how uncontrollable the laughter gets to- 
wards the finish of the piece—not by any means the 
usual experience. I won’t say how often I have 
seen Brighton (because, as I can’t remember, the 
statement would be inaccurate), but I have never 
been able to hear above one half of the dialogue of 
the last act. I’ve often thought I should like to get 
a peep at the “script,” just to see what it’s about. 
Mr. Blakeley reappears as Mr. Vanderpump, perhaps 
one of the best of his characteristic impersonations. 
THE CKITERION.— Miss Mary Moore also returns, though there have 
THE ONLY PLAY } . . “3 
I EVER Lovep, been otherwise some changes in the company — 
notably the absence of Mr. Giddens and the appear- 
ance of Miss M. Ansell. It seems more 
than likely that Brighton will “ hold 
the fort” forsometime. It is preceded 
by Palgrave Simpson's Heads or Tails 
—an inferior farce. 
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NopDS AND! Winks. — Wonderful (“YY 
things they seem to be doing at Qy/7//¢@ 
Olympia. I’ve received a 5 pro? )/ (2 
full account of them (from 
someone rather weak on 
the type-writer, judging by 
















Purry-TcAL Morion ! 


THE PRINCK OF WALES'’S.—A LONG DRESS 
AND A SUFFICIENTLY LONG DANCE--CAN 

the eccentricities of the docu- YOU CALL THI(S)-CURT DANCING ? 

ment), and anyone visiting 

“ Venice,” at Kensineton, when it is opened, will be hardly able to 

tell it from the real thing—unless he’s been there, NESTOR 
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UNDER THE INFLUENCE, 
A Theosophical Nobel, 
By JAMES JAMBES and GOTHAM BADDELEY. 





CHAPTER III, 


AN ALL NIGHT SITTING—THE MAJOR ARRIVES A BIT BEFORE 
HIS TIME—HE IS PREVAILED UPON TO STAY TO BREAKFAST, 


It was early morning, and Madame Boski, who had forgotten to 
retire for the previous night, was sitting on the stairs in her dinner 
dress, The mysterious entrance of her butler through the roof of her 
conservatory, though weakening her nerves, had materially strength- 
ened her faith, and she felt deeply grateful to the man (Major Taw. 
ney-Porte) by whose teach- 
ings she was now enabled 
to regard as miracles all 
such performances as might 
otherwise have appeared to 
her the natural conse- 
quences of a generally par- 
taken excess of alcoholic 
stimulant. 

She was feeling thus 
deeply grateful, and signi- 
fying the same by holding 
up her hands and singing 
“For he’s a jolly good 
































fellow,” when Staggers —— 
called to her that the Major —-_-——— 
had arrived, and wanted to re 
know if she was ready to 

accompany him to the first 

meeting of the Theosophical : 
Society of Piccadilly Circus SA SY 
and the Immediately Sur- 1 / (fb 
rounding Country, to be ‘ 
held at his house in Tite 
Street, Chelsea. 

Madame’s heart beat fast 
at the news, and a crimson 
flush might have been no- 
ticed on her cheeks—in- 
deed, all over her face—as 
she to- 
boganed 
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—— 


CHAPTER IV, 


THE SOCIETY MEETS—THE SOCIETY DRINKS—THE MAJOR TAKES 
THE CHAIR—RHUBARB TIPLING DRINKS A BUMPER—TAWNEY-: 
PORTE BUMPS A DRINKER—" RUBY TIP” SEES SUPERNATURAL 
PHENOMENA, STARS, ETC.—LECTURES ON SAME—A STRANGE 
THING HAPPENS TO THE CHAIRMAN, 


- i Peay ca we room in Tite Street. Notwithstanding that it 
ag § on for half past ten (nearly three hours after the appointed 
time for assembling together), the members of the Societ y have not 
yet arrived ; and the hired servant, James, weary with waiting, is 
dozing on a sofa by the fire. . 1 ings 

A table has been drawn into the centre , thie 
there are several armchairs, poet Magen nd 9B red pp eve so : 

e of water 
attended by atumbler, There is another table close at hand, larger 
than the centre one, and this 
is surmounted by the con- 
tents of a neighbouring 
tavern’s private bar. 

All at once, there is a 
noise in the hall as of a 
pair of ‘bus horses strug- 
gling for a footing on the 
greasy asphalte outside the 
Mansion House, Rhubarb 
Tipling has arrived, and the 
polished mosaic won't bite. 
By dint, however, of the 
most patiently pursued 
efforts to keep the rightside 
up, he manages to firework 
his way to the drawing 
room without accident, and 
sits down at the lecture 
table to await the arrival of 
the others, 

He has not been sitting 
there for more than five 
minutes, when the Major 
and Madame Boski put in 
an appearance, followed by 
acabman, who protests that 
his fare is half-a-crown, and 
not a run-out pawnticket 
for a Khedive star, As the 
cabman insists upon being 
remunerated with more 
oe easily negotiable stock, and 
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“Early!” echoed the Major, with some astonishment, as he proceeded 
to compare his watch with the barometer, “ why, it’s nearly seven 
o'clock, and the meeting is at half past.” 

“ Exactly,” answered Madame, gently, “but the meeting was for 
the evening, was it not?” 

* Of course—and is it not evening now?” 

“No; it is morning.” 

“Is it possible!” exclaimed the bewildered Tawney-Porte, picking 
up the butler’s hat and making towards the door. 

Madame laid her hand upon hisarm. “ You are not going?” she 
said. “ You will stay and breakfast with me?” 

“Madame,” replied the Major, turning back, and hanging the 
butler’s hat on an unprotected gas jet, “ Madame, I will stay with you 
until it is time to go to the meeting, when I shall do myself the 
honour of offering you a seat on my shutter, so that we may proceed 
to Tite Street together.” 

Having said which, he led himself carefully into the drawing room, 
turned round once or twice like a sagacious canine, and fell asleep on 


a | ’ yeteha . 
€ nearest rug, 





bottle of water from the 

lecture table, Major Tawney- 

Porte now takes the chair. 

He has almost succeeded in 

fitting his organs of speech 
to the task of pronouncing “ Ladies and gentlemen,” when it suddenly 
becomes apparent to him that he is about to addrers an audience of 
empty chairs, and he turns to look for the meeting. In doing 8o, he 
aces, reflected in the mirror over the mantelpiece, a sight that causesa 
sense of insufferable gloom to pervade his spirit. Rhubarb Tipling, 
his right arm encircling the fair neck of Madame Boeki, and his left 
stretched upwards in support of a glass of something, ia, to put it in 
Tipling’s own words, “ proposing the health of the ladies.”’ 

A change now comes over the Major: madness succeeds melan- 
choly ; and, in a frenzy of the former, he seizes the nearest chair, and 
flings it in the direction of his rival. 

To his intense surprise, he hears a loud crash as of the breaking of 
plate glass, and notes simultaneously an abrupt evaporation of the 
scene before him. 

What does it mean? Has he really seen Madame Boski in the 
semi-embrace of “Ruby Tip,” or was it the vision jof a disordered 
magination ? , 

Or, again—was it Theosophy? Was ita miracle ? 

(To be continued.) 
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A SHOCK; OR, THE TRUE NOVEL READER. 
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‘'My dear fellow—just take a seat—can't say ‘how-de-do' just this minute—that train has started ’’ — (with the hero and heroine in it, and the 
heroine's angel aunt)—‘‘ started from Easton filled with youth, buoyancy, hope, sweet anticipations of glad and genial welcome at the journey’s end—with 
the fair and comely forms whose healthful elasticity of vitality gives no passing thought to the harrowing tragedy of mutilation, helpless agony, swift, or 
slowly lingering death !” 
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nb ‘* Now that heedless cargo of humanity is spurning the flying earth at eighty miles an hour—and—yes, I say, old fellow, the angel aunt feels a vague 
sy and numbing foreboding of some awful calamity I Say, do you think they'll be smashed—don't gay that / Where’s my handkerchief—I know l'm 


awfully foolish, but——” 
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AN OPPORTUNITY NOT TAKEN. 
Madge.—* I should so much like to give dear Ernest a little surprise 
before our marriage. Can't you suggest anything, Kate?” 
Kate,—“ H'm, well, dear, why not give him the certificate of your 
birth dees 


aT — ee ee TTS aD LS | 


Ditties in Doses up to Date; 
Or, Songs for Both Sexes. 
THE VERY LATEST TORY TRICK. 
(A really Comie Sole.) 
[Conservative “Labour” Candidates are actually being seriously proposed by the 
Tories.) 
Ou, I am one of a curious batch 
About to go up for election— 
For any nice Parliament seat I can catch— 
And I act under proper direction. 
Of late we Conservatives collar the “ moves” 
Of the hard-working Liberal Party ; 
And we're now in one more of that party’s | — 
best grooves, 
And our hopes are most sanguine and | 
hearty. 
REFRAIN, 
And what do you think is our latest 
fake 
(Tis really a smart ‘un, and no mis- 
take)? 
Why, we now are commencing to tempt 
the Fates 
As (“ Ob, what a lark!” 
You are sure to remark, 
"Tis a wonderful dodge 
Tory members to lodge, 
And our gay little plan 
Is to “dish” the Old Man— 
Meaning wicked Will G.— 
And not FuN, don't you see ’) 
As Conservative “ Labour ” Candidates ! 


‘Tis a humorous notion, you'll readily own, 
We Conservatives thusly pretending 
To be “ Labour's’ true friends, when we 

never have shown 
A fancy for Toiler-befriending. 
But this great Labour Question is now 








REFRAIN. 


And what do you think is our ’cute little plan ? 
Why, just to bamboozle the sly Working Man— 
To pretend that new “ pet” and ourselves are mates— 
By striving to show 
That the Lib’ral’s his foe— 
And that only we 
His true helpers can be ! 
And so, with a fuss, 
We exclaim, “ Vote for zs!”’ 
And thus, in our coil, 
We'll entrap those who toil— 
We Conservative “‘ Labour” Candidates ! 


THE DISTRESSES 0F DUKE AND DUCHESSDOM; OR, THE BITTER 
iCRY OF PROSPEROUS BELGRAVIA, 


(A Society “ Serio” Snifflet.) 
[Based on some recent heartrending revelations of a 7ruth-ful kind.] 


Don’T think it’s jubilation 
To have a lofty station 

And a mansion of expansion in the swaggerest swagger square, 
Though you’ve many thou. per annum 
For your needs—’tis hard to plan ’em, 

’Tis not sunny, nor all honey, nor e’en beer and skittles there | 
What with giving entertainment 
(Banquets, balls, and legerdemain-ment) 

And rent dwindling—and the kindling of desire to cut a dash, 
Even forty thousand yearly 
Doth soon decrease severely 

And oftentimes you’re put about for just a little cash. 

REFRAIN, 


Then have pity on the folk 
Who are crushed neath swelldom’s yoke, 
And yet on a paltry thousand pounds per week to Fashion bow— 
You may talk about the poor, 
But their cry is naught, I’m sure, 
To the bitter, bitter cry of the Upper Ten Thou. ! 


The man of lofty title 
Could oft give a sad recital 

Of his sorrows and his “ borrows” just to keep the game alive ; 
And many a lofty lady 
Is by duns regarded “shady,” 

She can’t “settle” in good fettle, howsoe’er she may contrive, 
We've to keep our servants gorgeous 
Whate’er chains Fate may forge us. 

At the rate of fifty thou. a year they're kept while we spend one. 
Fashion’s homage we must render 
With our equipage and splendour— 

And goodness only knows how in Belgravia it is done! 


[ Refrain as before and then exit to some aristocratic workhouse. 















MAY ,1 Wr) 


(entre nvus) Pte 14 
Awakening lots of attention ; a 
And, like Liberals, we must be all in it, | TWO VIEWS. 
too, Mr. Mugg.— Beautiful view, isn’t it, Miss Sharpe?” 


In the manner I've just tried to mention, Miss S, (gazing at him),—“ 1 can’t say I care for such an expanse of plain scenery, Mr. Mugg.” 
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New Leaves. 


NEVER was the public appetite 
for the good, the true and the 
beautiful so extensively cultivated 
and so plentifully provided for as 
now. ‘The outflow of Christmas 
numbers of all kinds, in all direo- 
tions, is an ample proof of this. 
Literature and Art are not only 
nearly allied, but closely, delight- 
fully and happily wedded in all 
we'see.—The English Illustrated 
has its Christmas number ; Scrib- 
ner’s has its Christmas number ; so 
has St. Nicholas. Weshall not say 
that anyone excels the other, for 
all three are full of the things of 
beauty that should be a joy for ever. 
—The Boy's Own Paper and The 
Girl’s Own Paper each have their 
Christmas number, and are quite 
on a level with all previous produc- 
tions, they are extra and indepen- 
dent of the regular issues of these 
praiseworthy serials. — Household 
Words has an extra Christmas 
number (without pictures). It is 
one story by a practised and popu- 
lar “ Rita.”"—Longman’s is not a 
Christmas number, but it is, per- 
haps, as good as if it were.—The 
Illustrated London News, The 
Graphic, Black and White, and 
Hearth and Home all have their 
Christmas numbers, each having 
made evident efforts to excell all 
former doings. To attempt detailed 
description or conscientious criti- 
cism would be to write a lengthy 
essay which we have no space or 
inclination for, and don’t see the 
FuN of.—With Bric-a-Brac comes 
the Philatellists’ Almanack, which 
is both interesting and _ useful, 
being of the right stamp for col- 
lectors—A word of praise is due 
to “the Dainty Series” of Christ- 
mas cards, issued by EH. T. W. 
Dennis, of Scarborough. 








f* For the poor of St. Pancras.— 
Wealth and Poverty are no novel- 
ties, The first is ever present, and 
the last we have always with us. 
Benevolence plays the intermediate 
part of pleader, begging earnestly 
of the one to give liberally to the 
other, Not always, however, offer- 
ing any equivalent—beyond the 
Sweet satisfaction of giving in a 
good cause. A book of reproduc- 
tions from charming drawings, 
the gifts of popular artists and 
excellent specimens of their abili- 
ties, has been got together by Mr. 
and Mrs. F.T. Davies, which will 
be sold for the benefit of “ The Poor 
of St. Pancras”; and a Concert 
will be held at Prince’s Hall, Picca- 
dilly, for the same purpose, on 
Thursday, the 10th inst. 


WHY are soldiers the most chari- 
table body of men in the kingdom? 
—Because, not a day passes with- 
out their presenting alms (arms). 


A QUERY for students of Macau- 
lay : Would it be right to term the 
confidence trick, as practised in 
the days of the Casars, a“ ‘Lay’ 
of Ancient Rome”? ; 





Ally Sloper's 
Christmas Holidays, 


THE Eminent has sur- 
passed himself with this 
year’s “Christmas Holi- 
days,” and no mistake. 
The Old ’Un gives no 
less than 100 original 
pictures, never before 
published, a piece of 
music, “The Friy. Ga- 
votte” (composed spe- 
cially by Edward Solo- 
mon), and any amount 
of comic reading in prose 
and verse, all about 
Christmas, for the child- 
ish sum of Twopence. If 
A. Sloper goes on like 
this much longer it will 
be necessary to form a 
“Christmas Number 
Protection Society,” and 
sit on him, 
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It is perfectly frivol- 
ous for people who half 
starve themselves, in 
order to go fashionably 
clad, to think they ex- 
cuse the matter by re- 
marking, ‘ Grace before 
meat,” 
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“So,” said MacSwill, “the Models have struck 
in Paris. The day of reckoning has arrived and 
with it, RETRIBUTION. Ha, ha! I will follow 
their example, and then—let the truckling artists 
look to themselves.” 











A letter from Scumble, saying he Next day. Pea soup. 


Perhaps he’ll wait till I choose to 


“What's this? 
wants me! Does he! 


come.” though 





A week later. “Say, governor, are you on strike? 
What do you belong to?” “Tempt me not, boy. Iam 
even now on my way to the enemy. ‘Tis rash to drive 
him to despair.” 
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A TRANCE-O’-TORY AFFAIR.—The dream of 
the Conservatives that they will return to power 
after the next General Election. 





WHEN may a cup of tea be said to betray 
?— When it cheers. como woul 


enthusiasm 
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THe County Council wants a crest 
od many mem! 


Honour to the 
Brave. 


MORE money is re- 
quired to complete the 
sum necessary for raising 
a monument to the me- 
mory of the late Lieu- 
tenant Walter R. Pollock 
Hamilton, V.C., and 
those who fell with him 
at CABUL, September 
1879. So long as our 
country has sons who 
can live and die in her 
defence, as did this va- 
lorous young Hamilton 
and his companions, so 
long should there be no 
lack of means for raising 
enduring monuments in 
their honour. Purse-full 
people should be proud 
of the opportunity of 
paying the utmost re- 
spect to their memory. 


Wuy has the singer 
of comic songs a good 
time of it ?—Because he 
is lucky enough to escape 
his deserts? No; that’s 
not it. Because all his 


burdens are light ones. 




















Scumble soliloquizes: “Jolly glad old 
Mac didn't run up to-day. Wonder what's happened to him 
hope he hasn't got the jim-jams again.” 
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thought you were on the tipple again, so I just got a cheap 
German in to finish from. Good day, and mind the doorstep 


” 
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“You've been sadly taken in,” as the sympa- 
thetic slavey observed to the Water Rate before 
handing it to her impecunious master, 
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Eulalie—“‘ GooD GRACIOUS, CAPTAIN, HOW YOU KEEP YAWNING THIS EVENING !”’ 
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UPON MY YAWNER! 
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The Captain.—* YES ; RIDICULOUS, AIN’T IT? ANYONE WOULD THINK I WAS TALKING TO MY WIFE!” 











STATESMEN (AND OTHERS) ON THE STUMP. | 


TRULY Toryism is grateful for exceeding small mercies just now. 
The retention of Kast Dorset with a reduced majority has been re- 
ceived with jubilation so fervent that it indicates a pre-existent funk 


of the deepest, bluest dye. 
> 


o . 
Three Gartera are vacant. 


. . ” * * 
Mr. Gladstone has been evincing an interest in Sunlight Soap. His 
opponents are more partial to Peers. It is, after all, only natural for 


a politician to utilize soap—only, usually, the article relied on is of the 
e | ” + . 


“soft” variety. « * 

The rebels in the neighbourhood 
of that Great Wall which forms one 
of the wonders of the world are 
indulging in those “ ways that are 
dark, and tricks that are vain,” for 
which * the Heathen Chinee is pecu- 
liar.” Just now there seems an 
opening for another Gordon. 

* . * . 

Clever Mr. Balfour, able and 
hard hitting as you are, | venture 
to disagree with your assumption, 
expressed at Huddersfield, that it 
is impossible to turn a nation of 
large tenants intoa nation of small 
holders. 

o * o - 

You are a clever political doctor, 
but, this time, you laid your hand 
on the right drug, and said, “ This 
won't help the patient.” It is the 
existence of the large holder that 
is the curse of rural England. 

. a . s 

In the shires and the Eastern 

counties one rides or drives through 


. > * 
Who will take the coveted prizes? One 
thing is certain. There are plenty of “legs” among our old nobility. 
” 
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miles of country, and is struck with—the paucity of houses. Our Le- 
| confields, Leicesters and Wynns, like so many Selkirks, are “ monarchs 
of all they survey.” Mr. Balfour admits that in England, as distin- 
guished from Ireland, the buildings are not there, the fencing is not 
there, the small holding is not there, and the yeoman is not there.— 
That is just the pity of it ; for it would be better, surely, for the land 
and for the state, to see the yeomen in hundreds living and thriving 
on the land where now the agent of the absentee or semi-absentee 
landlord dwells in solitary state, than to see as now the sons of the 
soil driven into the towns, where their skill in husbandry is unavail- 
able, to be shouldered by the mechanic and the artizan into that great 
residuum which is the sorrow and the danger of our time. 


* * * 

Mr. Goschen has expressed 4 
well considered opinion that we 
have not enough gold. People of 
all parties will agree with him in 
this particular. If he needs any 
illustration to bring home his 
argument, let him refer to the pass- 
book of 
THE MAN IN THE CLOCK TOWER. 








ROUND GOES THE WHEEL.—In 
the cycle of time came round the 
Stanley Cycle Show at the Crystal 
Palace. A multitude of fine 
machines by many makers (about 
three hundred firms exhibi 
were to be seen there, but those 
of the Metropolitan Machine Com- 
pany were “conspicuous by their 
absence.” Their widely and justly 
celebrated “Juno” cycles at 
notoriously great for “pith an 
speed.” If you have not got a 
“JUNO,” you'd better try to get 
one soon-0, 
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‘‘Music Hath Charms.” 


{An elderly man lately com- 
plained to a London magistrate of 
the great annoyance he suffered 
from the nightly “ Drum! drum ! 
drum !” of a band connected with 
a mission hall adjoining his house. 
The magistrate feared that a pri- 
vate individual could not do any- 
thing in the matter.] 


IF your memory’s pretty 


strong, 
You'll remember Burns’s 
song [throng 
Of a “randie, gangrel ” 


Who, in Poosie-Nansie’s 
“ crib,” 
Quaffed and laughed and 
screamed and sang, 
Till “the vera girdle rang” 
With the clamour and the 
clang 
Of their voices gay and 
glib. 
There was one among that 
crowd 
Who through fields of blood 
had ploughed, 
And of “cuts and scars” 
was proud : 
And, though age had on 
him come, 
Though he’d lost, by shot 
and shell, 
Many limbs, he sang full well 
How he'd “ meet a troop of 
—— Hades, 
At the sound of the 
drum |!” 


I have daily, since I dwelt 
"Neath the roof that now 
me shelt- 
Ers, a kindred feeling felt 
For that white haired 
“sodger lad.” 
There’s a mission hall next 
door 
To my house, where ever- 
more [core ’”) 
(Beating Burns’s “merry 
They are beating drums 
like mad: 
And I listen, in my woe, 
To their music’s endless flow 
Until bellicose I grow, 
And I itch from toe to 
thumb 
To insanely force my way 
To the fierce and frantic 
fray, [strels slay, 
And those “ mission ” min- 
At the sound of the drum! 


Yet, when calmer thoughts 
erase [ base, 
Those ferocious instincts 
I, with tear bespattered face, 
My vindictiveness de- 
plore : 
They are striving (so I feel) 
For my soul’s eternal weal 
By their music-making zeal 
In the mission hall next 
door ! 
Yes, indeed, I ought to go 
And my thanks on them 
_ bestow [although 
For their goodness: since, 
I may sit here, moping 
mum, 
Still I cannot but agree 
That, as fast as fast can be, 
They to heaven are sending 
meé 
By the sound of the drum. 


By RRESPO 
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(1). It was all owing 
about the bogies, etc. 
deep interest, especially that 
alitier.” 


him. 


you are suffering from something of that sort 
present your body is inhabited by a spirit o J 
,' as well as by your own. Beware 1” at 
faded out. (3). Shudders thought no more of it till the 
next day, when he happened to meet Mr. and Mrs. Stuck-up | 
Smith, with whom he wished to stand well ; 
of Casey spoke up inside him, so that he shouted out some | 


‘Pat Casey 
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A STRANGE CASE. 


to Mr. Stead's Christmas number 
Old Shudders was reading it with 
about the “d 
(2). Suddenly he became aware that the Astral 
Body of a Theosophist friend of his was sitting opposite to 
‘*Shudders,” said he, ‘I am here to warn you that 
ourself. At 
the name of 
and he 





and the spirit | 





We AlYEO 


courteous greeting, 4). And added, as his friends 
on, ‘‘ Begob! look at the bald pate av him! What . 
man could resist a mark loike that? Whirroo! Take that, 
edivil!” (5). He then made tracks for the nearest pub, 
6). Urged on by an insatiable thirst for whisky ; and was in 
the midst of an animated Irish jig, (7). When police con- 
stable 94X arrived on the scene, He attempted to explain 
to that officer the state of affairs, (8). Bat without avail, 
and he was about to be dragged off to durance vile, when 
things began to assume & wane and dream-like aspect, 
(9). And Mr, Shudders awoke in his arm-chair once 


more, 


nonsense about ‘‘the mt, the mornin’” instead of his usual 
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SOMETHING St ECTACULAR. 
Spectacles for horses are the latest scientific novelties. But why for horses only? Surely the idea can be carried further 
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Another Little Magnet. ~(SEE CARTOON), | No end of people how His efforts must be vain— 











MAGNETIC ladies teem | Her strength is daily growing. No, no, he cannot lift her! 
Just now; they're in the fashion, | And Mr. Balfour tries, NS Se oer ee er eer or ae 
For “ odic” feats would seem Like others from a distance, | NOTICE.—READY THURSDAY NEXT, Dec. 10. 


With some to be a passion. | Some method to devise Price One Penny. Post-free, 14d. 
To baffle her resistance, 


To the Alhambra’s door : Upon his bulky Bill _“FUN'S” MERRY CHRISTMAS, 


The Little Georgia Magnet 24 Pages of Humorous Art and Literature by 


Of Local Government he ‘ 
Draws eager men galore, Stands up, and with a will best Artiste and Authors. 





— fish haul d by a drag-net. Exerta his force in plenty. EUN ALMANAC, 
The Irish Magnet now jut though he strive and strain Price Twopence, is Out, and everyone should buy tt. 
Is also busy, showing To raise her up or shift her, DaLzieL BROTHERS, 153 Fleet Street, London. 





Geld Modal Awarded, Health Exhibition, Lendea FSO TE 
Highest Award Adelaide, 1887. 
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= 5 Pal Ponteo PLNS COCOA 


mvALiDs. rq G ates 
Retail in Tins at 18, 6d., 26. 6d., 5a, | mea ee a Nex, hroceme RR Sarton ABSOLUTELY PURE tererone BEST 


Write as smooth bead 
as ly asa neither. scratch ter spurt, 
and 10s,, of Chemists, etc., everywhere. | founding Aenseet Sele a ene made in 4 degrees of | 
Wholesale of all Wholesale Houses. | %@C SRANDAUER & Co.'s PEN Works, BIRMINGHAM. | NO CHEMICALS USED 
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4 ; ' tn th, Combe er-barly The funniness of Ihe Working classey, 
frozen sea Ce)-serpenl. CE Us upper -parly. classes 
(1) A bridegroom who'd ‘‘ skipped ” from the altar wa; found | (5) The Ladies’ High Collars are growing s0 high 
And then altai-cation s-t in all round, That mere Collared Head they'll become by-and-by. 
(2) To gay Monte Carlo a chaplain’s now sent, (6) What was thought a sea serpent (the editor's friend) 
May he cause Carlo-vingians soon to repent. Proved to be but a worrying *‘ boa” in the end, 


(3) China’s emperor now ‘‘ sums” and “ cyphers” with vim, (7) That convicts converted from criminal taint 
Many sigh-for sum summary measures with him. Go in for a “‘ beano”’—there’ll .-no complaiut. 


(4) Two glass-blowing "prentices pelt a poor clock, (8) A vendor of laces, too ford of the pub, 
And found themselves," bottled up” sepn in the dock. Says bis Lace-itude’s due to all drink aud no grub, 
VOL, LLV NO. L388. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 

GLOBE (morning).— 
How often the youthful 
dramatic author (youth- 
ful in a literary and not 
a literal sense, you 
know) finding himself, 

as he fondly believes, in 

possession of a splendid and 
entirely new situation, pro- 
ceeds to discount whatever 
originality there may be in 
the notion by putting his 
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Tuk GLOBK.—“THE HAPPY PAtIn 
rHAT LEFT Lown.” RATHEK 
Kb OKMsS THREATENED 


atory into the tritest of frame- 
works and telling it by means 
of the most conventional of 
characters! The signs are all 
there in Mme. “Silvanus HALO-NELY WOMAN 
Dauncey's” four act play, Th: 

Reckoning. We have the chivalrous officer and gentleman with “a 
past,” the supertiuous wife, the passionate lover, tool of the unsciupu- 
lous woman, the gentle heroine who bears everything meekly, and 
talke of “soft hands to cool” her lover's “ fevered brow,” and the 
“comic servants ’—front scene and all. 


[tr is a little more annoying than usual, because of some fresh— 
though undisciplined—observation displayed in the subordinate 
characters, which were, moreover, exceedingly well played. I don’t 
think much of the trick-marriage notion. Directly the curtain fell on 
the very effective first “ curtain,’ I turned my knowing eye upon the 
playbill to see if by any means I might find a lawyer therein who 
after the hero and heroine had gone through much unpleasantness, 
would tell them that that marriage, in spite of the lady conveniently 
possessing a clerical papa, is no marriage at all. I found the lawyer— 
curiously enough, “the captain's rival,” and, therefore, the more 
promising. But it didn’t come off—he disappointed me, and the 
author cut the knot he hadn’t tied by allowing the redundant quantity 
(if Miss West will excuse me calling her so) to go outside and poison 
herself while the gentle heroine strolls on for the final tableau ina 
bright blue dresa, which charmin rly emph isizes the 
calm brutality of the familiar situation. 


oe 


Mk. Lewis WALLER played the 
leading character with all his usual 
convincing force; and Mr. Carson 
played with force that was not always 
very convincing, although I don’t 
quite know, except for some minor 
iletails, how otherwise he could have 
played it as it is written; he might, 
perhaps, have glazed its exagyera- 
w. tions instead of exaggerating them. 
Messrs. J. A. Welch, J. Willes and 
Tor G.ione.— Wilfrid Shine presented the “hu- 

woe, etre mours” of the piece skilfully —a 

asr-a-Lor.” Slight sketch of a writer, by Mr. J. oup Groner 

(See Tennyson.) Caversham, was also marked with NICKS, PLEASE! 

humorous perception. Miss Florence 
West, as the more or less (for she is rather undecided about it) 
“wicked woman,” played with a refined delicacy of touch very 
pleasing. Miss Lena Ashwell has a charming presence and only 
showed decided weakness in attempting the playful mood. Miss 
Gracie Warner was the “gentle heroine” to perfection, though one 
lid long shake her for her want of spirit.’ As for Miss Lil 





? 
4 

















Belmore, is she not embodied sunshine? And did she not beam upon 
us with all her.usual brillianey and comforting effect ? She did. 










































































Nops AND WINKS. — More 
notes (from the Olympian type- 
writer) have reached me. It— 
the Venice affair—really looks 
like being specially well done, 
and I shouldn’t be surprised if it 
beat the record of the kind of 
thing by being almost completed 
on the opening day !—Mr. Edouin 
has had such a successful time 
with Mr. Horner’s Late Lamented 
that The New Wing which has 
been talked about for the Strand 
will be put up very shortly.— 
The “triple bill” has made 
another move (to the CourRT this 
time, and under the wing of Mr. 
Brandon Thomas). Gvod For 
Nothing, with Miss Norreys' as pag Giope.—Carson 
Nan, will take the place of 7he AND SWEARING ! 
Lancashire Sailor, while A Com- 
mission and A Pantomime Rehearsal (with Miss 
Carlotta Addison in the cast) retain their position. 
The entertainment is good; but unless Z’m far out, 
the Court Theatre is too much so for that kind ot! 
thing. 








I HAVE received a good deal of lovely printing 
concerning what I may call “The Oldfield House ~~ 9 """ 
Scheme ”—a project for establishing a sort of actors’ sg Pearle 
co-operative private hotels in all the towns it will A WAY. — 
“run to.’ Any undertaking having for its aim the 
amelioration of the “ pro” has my heartiest sympathy, and the pro- 
moters of this scheme appear to have the energy to carry it through 
to a successful issue, if there’s one made to fit it. At the same time, 
some of the hits at “ professional” landladies are a trifle stiff. I have 
some experience of the genus, having frequently “gone round” with 
actors of my acquaintance (disguised as a ‘“‘mummer’’), and those I 
have come in contact with have all been bearable enough, with one 
exception, I think, and generally civil, obliging and decent cooks in a 
plain way. The only cooking contretemps I remember was the boiling 
of a watermelon by an inexperienced railway porter’s bride, under the 
impression that it was a vegetable marrow. However, more power to 
the Oldfielders—may they wave trium- 
phantly ! 








CHRISTMAS is approaching! Panto- 
mime is in the air. Already ‘the 
provinces” are at it. Mr. Walter Hat- 
ton produced what promises to be the 
most brilliant of his brilliant series at 
the Edinburgh Royal on Saturday last. 


T. R. EDINBURGH.—THE WOLF AT GRPANDMAMMA’S 
DOOR. 


30Y BLEW 

But they were before him even in “ Glessgie,” where Messrs. Howard 
and Wyndham produced one on the previous Saturday. Boy Blue 18 
the hero in both cases, oddly enough, though his sweetheart in Kdin- 
bargh is Little Red Riding Hood, and in Glasgow Bo-Pep. Some 
‘onfusion in the Nursery Annals ! N E>TOR. 
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THE HIDDEN SQUIB; OR, DISTURBING HIS EQUANIMITY. 





New Leaves. 


The Cosmopolitan, though it comes late, needs a notice, for it is 
filled with exquisite work, instance ‘‘ The Mad Piper,” for one thing 
among many. ‘This number has the unusual peculiarity of about half 
of its leaves being stuck inseparably together.—There is also for men- 
tion a Christmas Number of Zhe Road, with a coloured plate and 
numerous pictured pages. To go over them is a pleasant journey.— 
We have, moreover, an introduction to the Christmas Double Number 
of The Princess. Its presentation plate shows “ Folly” in the form 
of a young and pretty girl. All the rest of it is good and sensible. 

‘“ Guess the Title,’ which is issued by Messrs. Field and Tuer, with- 
out the author’s name, isaclever book, the real title of which is hidden 
away in a sealed packet at a banker’s,and £100 is guaranteed (also by 
the money being deposited at a banker’s) to anyone who can guess 
the exact title, or to be divided if more than one succeeds in doing so. 
Now for it !—but no! we are going for that £100 ourselves.—* Thea- 
tricals ; or, The Art of Making Up,” by C. H. Fox. In addition to all 
the other benefits Mr. Fox has bestowed upon them by the “ making up 4 
of his best customers, the actors and actresses, he has (sly Fox) given 
them alla jolly good wig-ing—Barker's Facts and Figures” (Fred- 
erick Warne and Co.). The facts speak for, and guarantee themselves, 
and you may prove anything by the figures. both are so exact as to be 
counted upon.—* Hazell’s Annual.” This ‘“Cyclopwdic Record of 
Men and Topics of the Day” is a most complete compendium of 
knowledge, that all lies, as it were, ina nutshell. There is scarcely 
anything you want to know but you may find the kernel of it by 
looking in Hazell’s.—“The Law of Bankruptcy,” by C. E. Stewart 
(Effingham Wilson and Co.). There are none of us want to go into 
bankruptcy, but it is well that we should all know the law. 
CRACKING.—The admiration of, and the demand for Tom Smith’s 
Crackers increases year by year, and it is evident that neither effort 
nor outlay is spared to provide novel, beautiful and attractive wares, 

fuch as are always productive of enjoyment and delight. That the 
popularity of past years may be crowned with success in this, pull 
away, my hearties, and all sorts of funny and pleasing things w! 


, + 





Canny. 


OuR contemporary, The People, gives as an item of news that “the 
delicate little Queen of the Netherlands is to be preserved in Cannes 
during the early portion of the new year.” We have heard of making 
donkeys into sausages, and using up old horses for beef tea, but if our 
friends on the continent are going to “can” human flesh, we shall be 
very chary of tinned meat “during the early portion of the new year.’ 


At the Dance, 


AMID the “ wallflowers” who, with antique grace 
sorder the brilliant ballroom’s circling throny, 
There sits, with deep abstraction on her face, 
One who has linger’d on the stage too long 
The music quickens, and the wild refrain 
Rises triumphantly ; she hears it not, 
But sits—her thoughts far, far away, ‘tis plain— 
“The whirled forgetting, by the whirled forgot.” 


~ ——s 


Sweet Charity. ‘“ Whosoever gives,” etc. 

THE funds of the Kagged School Union (37 Norfolk Street, Strand, 
W.C.) are in want of substantial assistance to help providing free 
meals. warm clothing, attendance in sickness and instructive enter- 
tainments: all essential needs of the 50,000 poor children who are 
associated with the institution. Free gifts of non-perishable provi- 
sions, boots, clothing, donations and subscriptions, ladies’ drawing 
room meetings and children’s gatherings where contributions can be 
collected, are among the many means of forwarding the praiseworthy 
purposes of the Union ; ‘and on its behalf, gentlemen, we call upon 
vou all to “give, give” all you can; ladies, we appeal to you; and 
children of the well-to-do, “spare a copper” to your poorer little 
brothers and sisters. 
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[here was an ordinary person who hit upon a joke, It was not a spirited An: 
‘oke, but rather limp; 


he fired it off at a friend. The fiiend was silent, and not gay. Afte 
ordinary person had left, the friend shook his heal for half an |} 
muring, ‘** Very poor!” 











Aud when the joke came to the ears of the rest of the world, they said Then the ordinary person, in despair, went and laid that damp joke on 
Dear, dear! why ‘loesn't he have advice about it /” the loorstep of one who was writing the biography of a celebrated man, 














And the biographer { 


nd it and put it in the biography as the celebrate] min'’s own, He wrote:—‘ Nor are there wanting exam) les of 
of his sense of humour and of bis bri liant wit. On or —" and here followed the joke. 
[ The delight and admiration of U 


e occasion, when «lining with the King 
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THE MODERN BALL PROGRAMME. 
Cousin Alice.—* Of course you are going to dance with me, George?” 
George (a noted athlete, who has heen persuaded hy his pretty COUSIN 
to take a few lessons in dancing and ci me to the Hunt Ball).—* Vm 
awfully sorry, Ally, but there are nothing but waliz s on the card, 


and I only trained for squares.” 








Ditties in Doses up to Date; 
Or, Songs for Both Sezes. 
SoLo—" The Duke's Darling.” 
(Written exprewly for H.R.H. the D—ke of C-————e and A—d—e] 
AT last, at last your “ Eddie” is captured 
Captured by Cupid for Hymen’s net ; 
Also your “ Collars” is much enraptured 
Though he has seldom appeared so yet. 
Matrimony I'm soon to run for, 
I'm to adopt Benedictine array ; 
That's what I’ve dropped in to see Old Friend Fun for, 
For to that cheery old chap I'd say— 


REFRAIN, 
“O, I’ve been lately betrothed, if you please, 
To Victoria, Mary, Augusta, Loui-e, 
Olga, Claudine, Pauline, Agnes, ‘ May,’ 
But do not be shocked 
Or otherwise “ knocked,” 
Or fancy that I 
Court eight girls on the ely ; 
All these front names belong 
To the Maid of my song, 
To the lovely Princess I have captured—hooray !” 
'Tis time, you wil! say, that I thought about wedlock 
I'm quite an old bachelor, yes—for a Prince, 
Former efforts to catch me have proved a deadlock, 
I seemed, up till now, at all wooing to wince, 
But at last, my dear boys, you'll observe I am smitten 
(And Pa, Ma and Grandma do not say “* Nay”) 
So I'm the happiest chappie in Britain 
Now I'm engaged to my charming “ May.” 
Yes, I am lately, etc. 
I know I can count on the wishes hearty 
Of all of you myriad readers of FuUN’s, 
And on the affection of that old Party 
Whose virtues are various (like his puns), 
And that’s why I've made an especial call now, 
In person this happy announcement to make ; 
So, all ye FuNites, good wishes baw] now— 
And you anon shall have bits of cake. 
For I've Leen lately, etc 
herit f 





CHARACTER AND COLOUR. 
(A Serio-Comic Caution.) 


[According to Balzac, “A woman's character finds expression jn her favourit 
colour. Orange and green, for instance, indicate great quarrelsomeness.”] 
OH! I read a statement lately, 
Of some int’rest to our sex ; 
’T was by one who’s petted greatly, 
Though his works oft-times perplex. 
He was of the pen profession, 
And he ventured to declare 
That our characters find expression 
In the colours we girls wear. 


REFRAIN. 


In especially orange and green, girls, 
It seems we are not all serene. girls, 
For he said (oh, how rude !) 
That a quarrelsome mood 
We show when in such tints we're seen— 
Pom-pom !— 
So never wear orange or green. 


This old Balzac (that his name was) 
Must have been a foolish man. 
Can you tell me what his claim was 
As a judge of Fashion’s plan ? 
He, no doubt, was smart at writing 
That La—thingamy—//u maine, 
But our scorn he'd be exciting 
If he tried it now again. 
For he said that in orange and green, etc. 


What do they do in Erin, 
Where these colours ’tis the rule 
To frequently appear in, 
Both in weather warm and cool. 
’Tis certain, there, they quarrel] 
O’er the orange and the green ; 
Still really quite immoral 
Are bold Balzac’s views, I ween. 
For he says that in orange and green, etc. 


[ Exit to choose a frock of each colour. 








a5 | oo. 
AN EYE TO BUSINESS 
Itinerant Vendor.—* Puy a’ansom humbereller, Captain?” 
Swell.—* No, no: don’t you see I have one?” a 
, ‘But karn't vedoashwop? Let's do some | usiness shom Ow. 
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THE FABLE OF THE DISENCHANTED NOBLEMAN AND THE PEERLESS CORYPHEE. 


(Vet from .£ sop.) 














STATESMEN (AND OTHERS) ON THE STUMP. 


POLITICS are a bit off. Young Cupid has been interfering in affairs 
of state, mixing them up with his own with the meddlesomeness which 


is his chief characteristic. + 


Consequently Princess Victoria Mary of Teck is going in for Home 
Rule, and Prince Eddie is going to inaugurate yet another union. 


* * * 


* * 


There is nothing like wifely attention for Collars and Cuffs. 


a - * 


* * 


The Prince of Wales’ children so far have expressed a preference 
for matrimonial partners not “made in Germany.” 


* * + 

There has been some opposition 
to the adoption of the haughty 
baron who rejoices in the name of 
Profumo as the Liberal candidate 
for South Monmouth, and some 
thought his candidature, like his 
name, would end in fumo, 

* oe * e 

A lady, signing herself Josephine 
M. Butler, has rushed into print to 
point out the inequality with which 
the world punishes vice in men 
and in women, and !she cites Lord 
Russell's alleged faux pas with his 
servant maid as an instance of vice 
condoned by society. So far as I 
4m aware nobody thought well of 
Lord Russell “for his frank confes- 
sion of these trifling irregularities,” 
to quote J, M, B, But inasmuch 


“WELCOME 


SWBET CLARENCE! 








MY 


as letters have been written to the press on behalf of the young 
woman whose name was so scandalously dragged into the case, which 
letters have intimated prospective actions for slander, would it not 
have better become Josephine as a Christian and as a woman to have 
stayed her hand before bespattering this girl with the mud she (Jose- 
phine) was sv eager to fling at somel« dy elae ? 
- os . os * 7 

Alma Mater, by all means look after your sons, but Cambridge town 
can look after ita own daughters. That Spinning House is as out of 
date as the Bastille. . . . . 

Mr. Morley has aaid. in answer to Lord Salisbury, ‘ But how can 
one talk or think or write politics with the joy bells pealing out the 
news that a young man has won 
a young maid's heart.” I began 
with a love affair and there is no 
getting away from it. 

+ 7 ” 

Shakespeare up to date. Quoth 
Princess Mary of Cambridge— 

“ Welcome, sweet Clarence! My 


daughter shall be thine.” — 
Henry VI. Activ. 8Se. 2. 
. + . . 


Hodge is told by the Tory Squires 
that parish councils are a snare, 
while, as for Home Rule, he is 
warned that his lot must be cast 
in with the Union. Hodge haa, in 
his time, had a good experience of 
one kind of union. 

THe MAN IN THE CLOCK Towge 


DAUGHTER SHALL BB THINK.” 
—Henrg Vl. Act ‘ 
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"EMPTY PRAISE. 


Exsme.—* My dear, what a charming veil! Looks so seasonable, too.” 


Cerise, —" Seasonable? 1 don't quite 
Exme,—* Yes; reminds one of plum pudding, you know,” 








A GLHAM OF SUNSHINE! 


THE sun shone this week. Then Jones said, “ There’s no month in the whole 
year like December, February's a nice month. You get sunshine without an 
east wind.” So you do in November and December, The lunatic persuaded 
me into going out for a walk with him in Surrey. “There's nothing like going 
about Dorking way,” he said. Very nice, indeed! As if one wanted to ruin 
one’s boots simply for the sake of trudging through a lot of mud and slush. 

A winter walk! Last year there was a lunatic wrote in the St, James’ 
Giazette about the joys of a winter’s walk. “The smell of the dead bracken.” 
As if I cared a rap whether the bracken was dead or alive! And sometimes the 
gorse is in bloom in December, Is it? As far as I am concerned the gorse may 
be in bloom or out of bloom, it’s nothing whatever to do with me. And the 
heather is in good colour! As if any sane person would leave his business in 
town to vo to see whether the heather*was in bloom on Walton Heath or not. 

Some things, though, I do like December for. Your pretty virls, as you cal 
them! Well, when there's a little drift of east wind, it just manages to catch 
the tips of their noses. Makes them red and raspy. And it’s no use ever fora 
yirl, even if she be a high-school Chopin playing girl, to try to be romantic 
looking when she’s got a red nose. There's a little comfort to me about that. 

And senseless lunatics say, “ December's a nice month, I always enjoy it on 
the south coast.” Do they enjoy it on the south coast! All I can say is, that I 
most certainly don't. What's the good of going to Brighton, after all?) Why, | 
can get a salt water bath in town, if I choose to, without taking the trouble to 
vo to Brills’, And can't I drink sherry without going to the sea-side to do it? 

Depend upon it, we don’t want any gleams of sunshine at all in the winter. 
What is the good of them? You'd much better poison yourself in the ordinary 

‘ay with the office gas. At least, 1 would. 1 get use! to the smell and the 
yellow light. And what do 7 want with the sunshine? Why, nothing at all! 
Gleams of sunshine, forsooth! I'd just as soon have a gleam of electric light 
any day, although I’m bound to say it is always getting out of order. Anda 
lot of wretched boys come pottering about the place in consequence. Whenever 
a lot of lunatica begin talking to me about winter sunshine, | feel inclined to 
bang ‘em, Confound it! DIOGENES TUBBs, 


MMA CELA 








The Worship of Bel, and the “Bel” of Worship. 


(“If the milk bell or the muffin bell is to be suppressed because of its 
interference with sleep, the horrible clanging of church and chapel bells : 
on Sabbath mornings cannot be suffered to continue.”— Weekly Paper. t 

“The temple of Bel wasthe greatest in Babylonia,’"—Mr. Boscawen at ; 
the British Museum.) 

SoME forty centuries ago, 

As erudite historians show, 

(Though it’s mysterious how they know !) 
Semiramis, the Queen 

Of Babylonia, reared a rare 

And stately shrine—a temple where 

Her subjects tendered praise and prayer 
To Bel, with modest mien. 


And Bel, while many an age careered, 
Was as a sovereign god revered, 
And idolized, and loved and feared, 
Until, with hands profane, 
The troops of Xerxes seized pell-mell 
His temple’s treasures, and the Bel 
Of ancient Babylonia fell, 
And never rose again ! 





se RUA HeREDS <* 


Were I to say our modern creed 
Resembles Babylonia’s, ye’d 
No doubt declare that I had need 
To grace a padded cell ; 
And yet, in sooth, by some strange craze, 
We ne’er can go, on Sabbath days, 
To waft to heaven our prayer and praise 
Till summoned by a BEL! 


And, by that BEL distressed, depressed, 

Its hideous clang we much detest : 

Yet, ‘gainst that BEL, on days of rest, 
We scarcely dare complain. 

sut in our secret hearts we pray 

That some good Xerxes, some tine day, 

Will make that BEL vamooze away, 
And never ring again ! 








, 


A “GENERAL” election.—Choosing a maid-of-all-work 
from the candidates assembled at a registry office. 





ub U 
WHERE WOT TO DINE, 

Individual upholding post.—* Wot was the matter with 
that gent as they took t» the ’orspital while he was a-dinin 
at your guv'nor’s restooront the other night, Bill?” : 

Animated Sandwich.—* Ah, that was a fatal case! You 
see, Our guv'nor gives nine courses and a dessert for ten- 
pence ha'penny ; an’ th's gent was the first as ever succeeded 
in workin’ his way clean through the whole bill o’ fare! 
The jury returned a verdick of unnatural conises |” 
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A CHRISTMAS ANNUAL ROMANCE. 
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Shark-astic. 
WE read that several sharks of late were captured 
_. Hard by the good old Green Isle’s rugged shore ; 
lo hear this news, “ yours truly ” was enraptured— 
He’s glad those wallowing fiends will gorge no more, 
He would rather, though, had other information— 
Fuller of joy would old Fon’s heart be found : 
If he could hear of the annihilation 
Of all the human sharks that now abound 
In Erin’s troubled nation, 
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A Mead of Praise. 


Musics CHARMS.—* If music be the food of love, age " Brins- 
mead's pianos. They are lovely instruments, and have charmed some 
of the highest personages in the land, They have been supplied to 
Her Majesty the Queen at Balmoral, The firm of Brinsmead and 
Sons are makers to the Princess of Wales, and by recent appointment 
also to the Prince; it has the patronage of other members of the Royal 
Family, and appointments to several European Courts, thus supplying 
the means of perfect playing and most melodious music to the highest 
classes, and fully deserving the distinguished patronage they receive. 
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i AN ASSOCIATION OF IDEAS. 
- Masher. —“ CAN YOU EXPLAIN WHY IT IS THAT SENTIMENTAL MUSIC ALWAYS MAKES ME THINK OF YOU?” 
a 4 Musical Maiden —* NO; 1 AM SURE I CANNOT, BUT IT SEEMS TO AFFECT ME IN THE SAME WAY WITH RESPECT TO YOURSELF,” 
4 Masher —"“INDEED! AND WHAT CAN THERE POSSIBLY BE IN SENTIMENTAL MUSIC TO CAUSE YOU TO THINK OF ME?” 
mews Vusical Maiden.—*1 DON'T KNOW—UNLESS IT I8 BECAUSE IT IS ALWAYS SOFT!” 
> In a Shower of Congratulations. That we hope unbounded bliss may be your | THE “Largest Circulation in the World.” 
4 share | —The circulation of the blood. 


SEE CARTOON.) , ; ; : 
4, - & In this mariiage with the Heir Apparent’s ae 
es Tne Duke of Clarence means to wed at last ; ale t a —== <== 
And this matter of great moment that’s , 

. NOW READY. 


The happy pair are doubtless proud to view 











> before us 
‘| t eu pees . ° 
‘a Has been the cause for several days past rhe match succeed beyond all expectations, Price One Penny. Post-free, 14d. 
. 5d ) ; } 
Of a general felicitating chorus Although, perhaps, a bit embarrassed too, 66 a» 
av t » > ‘ ' 4 al ri ca TG Ber Ci th { sh ower of convrat ls tir ~ FUN S MERRY CHRISTMAS, 
May Piciine Gul Rioval 1] { ness, ve ica a l I Dvratusations, | ; ; 
leay May it please your Royal Highnesses, we pray | 24 Pages of Humorous Art and Literature by 
: : ,; ae atl ; +1 ir : best Artists and Authors, 
How we're very much delighted at the way Countless blessings on the outcome of that day 
Phat you've hiteh’d on to the pretty Princess When young Albert Victor wooed and won 
May!" his Ma) FUN ADMANAC, 
| ly May is pl nt lia} 7 eile Price Twopence,is Out, and everyone should buy it. 
hie ricte’> iv 1s rit aSAll ili is Tl ‘ ° ° ; 
Quite Kr sh. t far more than many A (Savern)-aching Void. cmomaans : 
another THE Savernake estates some fain would sel), HOOD'’S COMIC ANNUAL 
id welcomed she not only in this light, hut others of this view are not partakers ; Is pronounced hy the Press to be the best Issu 
But also as the daughter of her mother Many (Savern)-akes and pains are caused | yet published, Copies can still be had for 
és ‘May it please your Royal Highness, we (they tell) the modest sum of One Shilling. 
r declare Posee i’ the market these broad (Savern)-acres. | DALZIEL BRoTHERS, 153 Fleet Street, London. 
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POWDER fame }itd COCOA 


if Supplies a Daily Luxury. Dainties in endless WARNING. ABSOLUTELY PURE THEREFORE BEST 


Variety. The Choicest Dishes and the Richest i 
Custard. NO EGGS REQUIRED _Refuse all Substitutes. NO CHEMICALS USED. 


rinte Da EL BROTH BRS, at their Uamden Prev, High Street. N.W., and Published (for the Proprietors). 
- . ’ TROT 
AAS >> s s 


py W. Lay, at 183 Fleet Strect, F.. 
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The craze for 
(1) The gales have been busy in poor Bushey Park, | 
And such days were scarce gale-a days, you ll remark. 


(2) An al fresco Cattle Show Islington way 
Drew good civic judges of food there one day. 





° ef, 
UCC Ci ul, 
(5) Peri Pantomime comes to delight the young folks ; 

Let us hope its glitter won't smother its jokes. 


(6) The latest new fad is for sundials, quite old— 
A chance for sun-dial-ogue brilliant and bold, 


T (3) Good old Truth's kind I-doll-atry once more affords (7) Two robins had (strangely enough) certain “ larks, ’ 
aif And their romp made a scientist make some remarks. 


Joy to children in workhouse and hospital wards, 


( +) Cheek 


2554 ; a? T< 
sut U.S.-timate se ibly such thi 


y Chili again doth defy the U.S. ; (2) The sending mere boys with large sums to and fro 
3. -ti bly such things, we guess Caused another neat robbery, as this doth show. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


THEATRE ROYAL, CHRISTMAS.—When our editor, throwing aside 


for one bifef, whirling moment the beaming urbanity and com- 
plaisant 
2x affection 
La '/ a y oh SU which form 
ee, the badge of 
all his tribe, 
takes us into 
a dark corner, 
fixes us with 
a remorseless 
eye and says 
with an in- 
describable 
Uh AL sternness, 
Wf pity ‘ “Our next 
EY. * DT, » issue is the 
Me WG Sas e. G CLA Hy) ' Christmas 
y 






/ Number, my 
‘| i We boy!” we 
1 =< NS | AS Ce know he 

' HH} means busi- 
ness, and is 
“not to be 
trifled with.” 
We know our 


a / “stuff” has 


T.K. CunistMas.—THEe Good FaInY BAFFLES THE got to be 

POWERS OF DARKNESS, something 

extra-spe- 

cially good. That we must scintillate—be the effort what it may. 

Speaking personally, as Dramatic Noticer of this world-famous and 

by-all-the-crowned-heads-perused periodical, I know there has to be a 

thunderingly clever and interesting play produced that week, about 

which I must whimsicalize in my most 
brilliant and fascinating manner. 







IT was not without trepidation, there- 
fore, that, after coming safely through 
the above indicated interview for the 
current season, I wended my way home- 
ward, I[t was borne in upon me with 
sad persistency that, as far as my usually 
extended knowledge went, not only was 
there no sign of anything of particular 
brilliancy, in the way of the drama, 
being produced this week, but there 
was absolutely nothing of any kind 
LH 9 ard -* the wind or ——— else. ©.2 Cnieesuioen ov eon 

o meet this situation I naturally, as “uy, 1 ; 
soon as I reached my ingle nook, took Mcnuonmemor 7% 
off my boots and put on my pipe. Just 
as this resource was proving itself a miserable 
failure, a remarkable friend of mine came in. 
(I call him a remarkable friend because he 
knows more than I do.) I seized the oppor- 
tunity and put my case before him. “ Why, 
there is a show,” he remarked. “ Where?” I 
asked, incredulously, “ Theatre Royal, Christ- 
mas,” he answered. I stared at him. Was he 
going mad? An exasperating grin was the 
only reply to my stare. I resolved that if this 
was madness there was method in’t. “Take 
me, then,” I remarked. “No need to dress,” 
he said, and off we went. 





THE entrance to the Theatre Royal, Christ- 
~~, mas, is not of an imposing character. To reach 
q ey it you pass down a narrow alley, dimly lit with 
Wz a flickering wall lamp, stumble across the 
ht: cobble-stoned stable yard of an undertaker 
“ae an of hearses), squeeze through the small 
A, ~ door of a large gate into a smaller paved yard, 
_ nd by searching come upon a small door of 
' kennel -like aspect. This is the entrance, 
ae and through this you stumble down a flight of 
stone steps into darkness, from which you 
presently emerge into something which can 
only be described as illuminated dinginess. 
a Here, in a curious, yawning vault-like apart- 
ToL pun AS-LORD ment, with one wall missing and impenetrable 
AKISTOCRATIC Re- Garkness filling the gap, we took our stand 
FPRESUMENT. (there are no seats) and watched the play, 













IT was a play of the strangest character, and very difficult tu place 
in any recognized for criticism—indeed I am so doubt- 
ful in the matter, that I have decided to simply recount the 
incidents of the piece, and leave critical examination 
for another occasion. The piece was just commencing 
as we arrived, and a gentleman in a very checked 
ulster and a brown deerstalker was describing himself 
with appalling unconcern as a person of coniprehen- 
sively bad character in the demon line, and_placidly 
declaring his intention of utterly destroying an in- 
offensive young lady in a cock-feather boa (generally 
referred to as Jack Horner), and getting her sweet- 
heart, another young lady (confusingly enough) into 
his clutches. But a third young lady (in a grey 
waterproof), describing herself as the Fairy Twinkle 
Star, defied him to do his worst, swore to protect the 
other two young ladies, and when he attempted to re- 
monstrate, she reduced him to such subjection with a 
wave of her closed parasol, that he made remarkable 
bends backwards and forwards, and slunk out of the 
way with baffled stamps. 


THEN the grey waterproof sang a song, after which 
she remarked that, “ to make” —something or other— 
“clear,” she would “ waft us onward to the murmur- 
ing mere,” and backed from view, waving her parasol. 
Nothing occurred to the vault-like apartment we were 
in (though I fully expected it), but a lady of de- 
termined appearance suddenly took up her station with 
her back to the wall-less gap, and a lot of crumpled 7p. curistmas, 
little girls came and formed up and bent backwards NURSEY. 
and sideways with slowly waving arms, and performed 
other remarkable gestures, at which the determined lady seemed very 
angry all the time. I was told these were the mignon mites of the 
murmuring mere. 





PRESENTLY the “ mites” departed as they came, and the open space 
in the middle of the apartment became the scene of some extraordinary 
gambols and reciprocity of violent assault between several male per- 
sons (who did not, however, appear to be in the least angry with each 
other), one of whom was constantly and bewilderingly addressed as 
“ Nursey.” 
After this, 
the deter- 
mined 
lady once 
more ap- 
) peared, 
while a 
number of 

oung 

adies 
trooped 
into view 
and volun- 
teered (in 



























T.R. CHRISTMAS. — “ EXBUNT 
QUBEN AND COURTIBRS 
DANCING,” 


song) the information that 
they were lads and lassies 
(though there wasn’t the 
shaving of alad among them) 
making “hol-i-da-ay,” fol- 
lowing it up with an ulster, 
waterproof and muff dance 
of a novel, exhilarating and 
dust-raising character. 





Bot I was, at this point, 
thrown into sudden confu- 
sion by the discovery that 
this was a play in which several parts of the action go on at once, and 
after many futile attempts to follow the thread further, I had to give it 
up. So, in conclusion I can only say, whatever the public verdict 
upon it may eventually be, this is certainly the most remarkable 
play J ever saw, NESTOR. 


THs OLOWKN AND THE GOLUMBINE. 
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UNDER THE INFLUENCE. 
: A Theosophical Nobdel. 
By JAMES JAMBES and GOTHAM BADDELEY. 





j [ AUTHOR'S NoTE.—Arriving at the conclusion, after first looking into space, that 
3 it would be im possible to print the whole of the fourth chapter of “his story in one 
; aqumber, Mr. FUN’S printer was unable to show you the raison d'étre, of that portion 


of the chapter's Synopsis represented by the words, “‘RUBY’ TIP SEES SUPER- 
NATURAL PHENOMENA, STARS, ETC.—LECTURES ON SAME—A STRANGE THIXG 
HAPPENS TO THE MAJOR.” Consequently, we would remind you that when the 
printer aforesaid came to the end of the page, the Major, having observed in the 
mirror & flirtation between Rhubarb Tipling and Madame Boski, and thrown a chair 
at his rival, was marvelling that the result of his action should have announced 
itself in “a loud crash as of the breaking of plate glass,” and “an abrupt evapora- 
tion of the scene before him.” The concluding words of the page were, we believe 
“Was it Theosophy? Wasita miracle?” Now to proceed.] 


CHAPTER IV.—Continued. 


No, it was not; not this time ; for on examination of the immediate 
vicinity of the mysterious disappearance of Madame Boski and Rhu- 
barb Tipling, he comes across certain signs which clearly prove to him 
that he must have thrown the . 
chair at their reflection in the 





mirror. 

Intoxicated (with rage) at 
the discovery, he turns to the 
substantial scene of action, 
and administers several severe 
thumps in the eyes, and now 
and then on the nose of “ Ruby 
Tip.” 

Mr. Rhubarb Tipling, rising 
when he gets the chance, feels 
his way to the lecture table, 
and suppiles some really 
startling information relating 
to a recent encounter with 
supernaturo-celestial pheno- 
mena, He is embarking upon 
an explanation of the pro- 
bable causes of production, 
when a strange thing happens 
to the Major. 





CHAPTER V. 
THE STRANGE THING WHICH 
HAPPENED TO THE MAJOR 
—RHUBARB TIPLING 
TAKES THE CHAIR—MA- 
DAME BOSKI TAKES THE 
TIPSY-CAKE — OLD TAW- 
NEY-PORTE PROPOSES— 
MADAME’S STORY. : 


IT will be remembered that, 
previous to the arrival of the members of the Theo- 
sophical Society of Piccadilly Circus, and the Im- 
mediately Surrounding Country, at the residence 
of Major Tawney-Porte in Tite Street, the hired 
and tired servant James, weary with waiting to 
wait, laid himself out on a sofa by the drawing 
room fire, and dozed off to sleep. 

In the confusion caused by the threat on the part of the cabman 
to pay his own fare with six bottles of whisky from the side table, 
the Major failed to notice that when he (not the cabman) threw his 
mackintosh on to the sofa, he was throwing it over the sleeping form 
of the borrowed human item from the confectioner’s shop. Not only 
was he ignorant of his presence, but he had actually forgotten having 
ordered him—a fact which all the more excused his act of throwing 
a coat on to a sofa without first ascertaining that, by so doing, he was 
not disturbing a servant from his, or her, well earned rest. 

The reclining James had likewise escaped contact with the visionary 
organs of Rhubarb Tipling; while Madame Boski, from the time of 
entering the room up to the period of the event which cut short 
‘Ruby Tip’s” remarks on the appearance of supernaturo-celestial 
agen had been too absorbed in the occupation of replying to 

er second admirer’s flattering toasts to notice anything particular 
but a couple of Rhubarb Tiplings. 

Hence it was, that when the Major, somewhat fatigued after his 
interview with Rhubarb Tipling, threw himself upon the sofa for 
rest, and was immediately bumped off again by a pair of stout knees— 
which, on examination, were found to be the knees of a strange man 
—the astonishment of the meeting, particularly that portion of it 
represented by the Major, was extraordinary to behold. 

Yes; it was a real man! Had he come in by the door? No; 
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Tipling locked the door when the cabman departed with the faulty 

f crown, and he was sure he was not in the room before the 
arrival of the Major and Madame. The window! That, too, was 
locked from the inside. The chimney? Certainly not; there was a 
huge fire in the grate, and they would have noticed a smell of burning. 

He had entered through the ceiling! “Ruby Tip” was sure of it; 
Madame was sure of it ; the Major was sure of it. What matter for 
their meeting! What a great thimg for the faith! Were ever the 
members of a Theosophical society more lucky in experience’ It was 


grand! It was great! 


Feeling considerably knocked up by the velocity of his descent, 


Major Tawney-Porte, who suffered much pain when he attempted to 


rise, decided retaining, for some little time, the sitting posture to 


which he had been tossed by the pair of male knees, temporarily hand- 

ing over the duties of chairman to his friend, Rhubarb Tipling. 

Tipling at once proceeded to fill the chair; but the honour of his 

position, from a certain point of view, was short-lived ; for he had not 

been in it for more than two minutes, during which period he had 
succeeded only in imparting the information that there was nothing 
the matter with him, when he fell forward upon the table in a deep, 
sound slumber, from which it was his fortune not 

2 awaken until the afternoon of the succeeding 

y. 
In the meantime, Madame Boski and Major 
Tawney-Porte had exchanged some interesting 
words on a most important subject. Madame was 
sitting on the floor by the invalid’s side, eating 
the tipsy cake that had been intended to represent 
the sweets at the supper which was never arrived 
at, when she felt the words, “ I love you,” buzzed 
into her left ear. 

Startled, she dropped the cake, and turned her 
head in the direction whence the sound came. 
The Major (for it was he who had spoken) con- 
tinued— 

“Be mine, my pet—my little Boski-woski ! 
True, you are far above me in 
position” (Tawney-Porte was 
thinking, of course, of the 
social position), “but were 
you even a queen in your own 

) right, I would still love you— 
ay, and express my love as I 


/ am expressing it now. Will 
/ you be mine?” 
; Madame was silent. The 


Major was a Theosophist, and 
Theosophists were so interest- 
ing. Her heart told her she 
loved him, but her reason re- 
minded her of the law relating 
to bigamy. 

“ What if he should be still 
alive?” she muttered soon. 

“Who?” questioned the 
Major, rising to his feet in 
amazement, and sitting down 
again in the waste paper 
basket. 

“My husband,” was the 
reply. 
“Your husband?” 
“Yes; it is a sad story.” 
“ Let’s have it,” said the Major, eagerly. And Madame Boski began. 

(To be continued.) 


“a 





a 


The Coming Pantomime. 


Why is it that everybody in the bill discounting line is now smiling? 
Why is it that in the Strand innumerable pone fussy females are 
walking in bands of threes and fours? Why is it that at the bars 
about Covent Garden semi-cadaverous persons are chatting with 
immense liveliness over alcoholic beverages? Why? Because, you see, 

antomime season is coming on! The bill discounter smileth because 
has “done something” for the enterprising manager, and it matters 
not to him how matters go, for that “something” has been backed by 
a sporting lunatic with a taste for the ballet, And the fussy young 
females are “extras,” and chorus and ballet ladies, and they will be 
taken on. And the alcohol consumers are pantomimists, and they will 
be “taken on.” Alas! that cruel papers should ever wish to take them 
off. There is. after all, but one profession in the world—7he STAGE. 








LIGHT ENTERTAINMENT.—A magic lantern. 


renee me 


2 ao 


ee 


OEP PEO RR OR 






— 


er sa ag + A MP PB IC A St af 


oe me 





=~ 
ee TY 


a ee ot ar 






























































go A a 


my te oe 








264 FUN « DECEMBER 23, 1891, 


Hietyy 
‘i 







































= at = blithtiass | A 
E \ thi mn qe 
Ee AG HH iL! i f " 7 aol 
att ti a 
=3 yy “ 
€ y j == 
— * Z ) We, —>- 
Pi § y i} Nie 
—v = ot 
a=] { aw = 7. / ; ; 
> oa » Se 
—— eo ‘ ij) “ Ae Z= 
— _ _ — 
= Thy MZ 
ta | ——— « ——_ 
= ae) ize — ZB 
= = E es IE 
_ a> = On = 
~ _ ; ob. - —_— = | 
a = ——e 4 
=, : 
= i} 
= ==-+5 
——ap—, : Snot 


} HY} 





“aM LUT 
~ - 






































)/A j rf] / 
— % oe /f 
Sse & ‘ ss pith 2 yi 
“ee Olio VU: SRS 
/ ss. 
YE NAUGHTIE SAINTE AND YE INCONVENIENT HALO. 
The Yulographist’s Revenge. With mocking mad grimaces : 
I SENT mine Editor—some weeks His C. D. N. shall be replete , 
Ere Christmas came—a story With blankyblank blank spaces ! 
Of Christmas ghosts with fearful shrieks, I know right well ‘ean up teneteeticns 
thri au ra gory ) ; 
And Christmas murders gory. oe a Gal lin tenet 


Of frenzied applications. 
3ut, heedless of his deep distress, 
I’\] go to bed and slumber 
Till he’s obliged to send to press 
His Christmas {Double Number !” 


“ Egad!” I cried, “its price will buy 
A goodly Christmas dinner! "’ 
gut when I got mine Ed.’s reply 
My pallid face grew thinner. 
“TI don't dislike your Christmas tale, 
But, sir, we cannot cumber 
With yarns so obsolete and stale 
Our Christmas Double Number!” 





| —— 

Bon-Bon Mottoes. 

| TO A GREEDY PUSS: 

You dance divinely, and your dress is 

charming, 

But, sweet, your appetite is too alarming. 
A WARNING: 

| If in good health and temper you'd re- 

main, (champagne. 

Take my advice, don’t touch that cheap 
DEVOTION : 

With thee, all days, all nights, and after- 


I sent mine Editor a sketch, 
Ostensibly indited 
By some poor impecunious wretch 
Whose heart by Yule was blighted. 
I raved in serio-comic,strain 
Of bills whose name was legion, 
And Christmas pleasures turned to pain 
About the gastric region. 
And lo! mine ireful Ed. replied, 
In words exasperating, 
“ Good stories meet for Christ mastide 











We're eagerly awaiting, | | _,. moons 
Yet cannot in our columns place | I'd gladly spend—consuming macaroons. 
Such antiquated lumber ; | \ | FORESTALLED. 
Pray send us something new, to grace To grab the lobster salad, striving snobs 
Presiding Hebe.—“ Why, you're quite a stranger, Mr. Bookby ! 


Our Christmas Double Number!” 
‘Tis our turn now. But, hang it! there's 


ie j 
THE PHILOSOPHY OF BARMAID WORSHIP. | : 
stir, [no lobster ! 
You haven't been here for at least a week.” 
| 


Then grew mine heart exceeding sore ; Fascinating Bookby.-“No! Fact is, they've got a new girl 
Then flushed my features redly . | over at the ‘Bun and Penwiper,’ and an ther due at the | SWEET. 
Then on mine odious Ed. I swore Early Bird’ to-morrow ; and, if they change the entire staf | When to your lips you put this fruit, I 
To wreak a vengeance deadly. a3 ant SENG ers _ Ay - i. talk : _ 7 =o > a. | swear 
' prevty & a [ wish we were like 7t—a happy pear. 


His ¢ ID N. the world sha rreet } " 





AG re Rte is 


—_ 














et ae cage® 


rng > ea 


DECEMBER 28, 1891. HUN. 265 














OUR VILLAGE COUNCIL. 





























‘* Rum start it did seem when they said as we was to ‘ave a Village Council; but the gent. as had been gettin’ up the agitation for ’em down our way, 
he sayed as it ud be very advantajus to us, cos we could make ‘im seccatery, an’ he’d take care 0’ the funds. So, as Garge, Joe an’ me was in the abit o 
meetin’ o’ Saturday nights at the ‘Pink Eyed Porker,’ it wur decided as it would nohow disturb our ‘abits if we three turned ourselves into the Village 
Council, Fust time we met in that copacity, we did feel a bit odd. ‘ What hev us gotten to du?’ ses we.” 


























i : j ‘ i 4 ib’'rations ; and, arter that, old Garge he decide 
rT Ta ae to the ‘ Porker for a glass o’ ale, an’ he sends in a gallon to elp our delib’: : ; t, old Garge | 
—_ 7 Se onarline cla bets open with a song ; aa. as the song he pitched us have fifty-three verses, it constooted that evenin’s bisness. 








‘Look ’ere,’ he says, ‘if you like Ill perside at the Councils as chsir- 


- 9 P . lo : > > 23 . 

‘ Well, w’en he seed as we didn’t git no orrader, the agitator _ ™ sald hev, only Mr. Raddles, our p'leeceman, come along with a warrant to arrest 
man, at a sallary of two pound a week, to come out o’ the rates. And 80 he woul : Vv 1h y , Council hain't a-sittin’ no more at present, ex'ept, as you might 
‘im for doin’ of the confidence dodge in London, So orf went our chairman, and our Village Council bain 

”? 


27 Y a mvatoe eponnarit 
iy 1 i rivate ) OF: ‘ 
y, 10 @ privat pacity 








af 
- 


ey) 
& 


NSE NANG» SESE 
SSAA 


olan 


I bp 
| LEP 
gg! 


AL eG 


- 


FED 


> = SS eVE5* ae 
e*y «s ett t Po SAE 


‘ 
ef , 
S. 


THE GREAT CHSTy 


sf 
’ 
eT Ad 


£ 
sik 
a 


aad 


aot", 

we: 

- 

} =, 
“4 


gee 
: 4°64) 4 tt Vf «tt 


af 
af 
- 
7 
—_ 
all 
“, ps 
OT ee a 
. pwr”, 
- 
} 


. Sear 
a ‘Jae ~ . 
oS 


_ y . 
SS ® os -* : ‘eo . teh ee *. 
. t . at + x < 4 2 - y Pe 
ae ~ SS NOS areas.” ee SS Soe ~ NS SSO ~ 
Sa BO SSMS? OT La oF SS Sk, Se SSS 
. Fon : Ny : > es . -s*. Sa es _ ~> 


sath ae 
oes a8 
san4e 


- 


SNS. Me ao ~— 
* + SSS% Sek’ : . Se 
.®ASAANE, SANS. 8 2 % SSS te, 
. AWA SRSA SNANAD YF “ > aa ‘Be 
= S SSSA STFA 5 ~~ 
= Ss Set ™ >> > ee mn 


a a @ 
wt Ists 
- -+ ($f 


| an ee 
e'r’, 


~ 2 eee 
eo — 
ag ee » ‘i < 
SSNS SS \ 
rucate« 
4 


SS . wy : WO \ SSn.... 


, 


NN 


FUN CHRISTMAS }UM 





o*: 
ie 


4 
ed 


: VL saps xe 
TZ NSS SS 





«ge - 
gt? 
-* 


fs SS Gee. = = 
TDS Sa wee ses 
‘ ~~ SSS se eesess*—* 
\ 
v 


- 
ad 


. 2S SS 
MS EEE 

CGSSSSSSSS 

Q SSS SRA 
YY SSS DAWA} . 
OSS SSS = 

SSS 
~A_ SS SAA RA nn ee - 
. — ~a ee es s> >> aw, 
WSS Sas mS 


ee 
ae? 


7 oN ee Se 
. Ss Spa SNS 
S . : SS SSG 
te. SS SSS 
) SS 











SS 








SS 
| ' SSS 
vail > a se nenen, 


Ih 





ms SOQ SSSS§ 

WSS S s ye = a ; d \ 
AKKW 
s. “ae See sy, 





SS: S 











EN OC RN NR a TE os 55 aime 7 
rar ener i 


BR Say ROU rn! 








ares 
qHE 
ILLACE 


EL 
y 


py 
y iy 
M4, 
| AN 
AY 


( 
\ 
LLM 


\ 


4 
iw 
v 


Whe 
K\ 
| 
wi 


, © 


y! 
sik 














. er SAAS SS 
\ 
\AN NA WSS . 
AT VW IAS 
\ aN MG AAR <A 
AN \ . = SMa aus SS 


S. ANAAAS SS SS Ss Sen 8 BIN VSS Sse 
~aa 


SSSA aaa aan 
SN ~~ ao =~5 ‘a ; 
SS 


5% > “ea” 8) SSS 


yale 


_“"-— -_- 


- ema 


tees \ 


rR Sets sex ‘ a) 
a? > SARIN yy SS as : 
‘ VAN N 
BRA ARAAGBR 


‘ 
we \ \ ~) 
MNS aN 

: way yes : + 


AA 
SS 
\ 


. ‘ 
. AX . 
SS SAYS 
ys ‘ ae —_ ‘ 
oe 


‘ 
‘ 


. 

- ae TS | . \ 
“= “SENS Se as vasni’ 

> *® -* 

~ Tee N : a. ee ose. “Saat SS LANNE SAS aah. = 

»' . CYS ; wees waTe a .. ° 


\ we Ay 
XS nha 


~ 





. . Sauce i i rs a e\e 
se aw - ETTORE CTON TOUd b KILNS 
= = : : 2% OTE DAS ANSE Ni htt sey? So) 
ARS TSS eet Ce te ; SN ic eee Oo Sn wo 
ee Se ' * nr BAN CENTS Ne . 
= ‘ ~ ae x ° 
SNS QRANSAN \ Nf wh 


“th ets NN NN SSSR ASS RS SNR SSS 


\ 
- = SS sVE5 » NN 
SS eee povee ts Po) thie tel bbe 


-~-ssese . sess 








Rs age bac nate ae, I: aed inlets cae as 
ee 


“ile 


DECEMBER 23, 1891. 











an 








ee 








Sinner (who has jostled him in)—“ ALL RIGHT, OLD FELLOW! 


;” 


YOU GET A CHANCE 


" 1) yy AY, 


\ \ 


NO DOUBT OF 
Man in ditch.—“ YOU CONFOUNDED BLUNDERING OWL! IT WAS ALL YOUR FAULT. THERE WAS PLENTY OF ROOM FOR YOU—HANG You! ”’ 


h ye ues > iNT 


j a yi if fi iA sir | ' UN “(Y) 


IT. 


DON’T MENTION IT. 
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I'M SURE YOU'LL DO THE SAME FOR ME WHEN 








STATESMEN (AND OTHERS) ON THE STUMP. 


A CORRESPONDENT connected with the gas industry successfully 
drew some light from Mr, Gladstone with reference to the Eight 
Mr. Gladstone states that he must pause before 
agreeing to the infliction of penalties on workmen who desire and 
agree to work more than eight hours, 


Hours Movement. 


I commend his hesitation. The 





aim of Liberalism has been to diminish crime, not to create offences. 


I am death on sweaters; but to lay down a hard and fast rule 
which would make it a penal offence for a man to work of his own 


will more than eight hours would 
be on a par for idiocy with prohibit- 
ing ithe rain from falling or the 
wind from blowing. 

* * o 7 

The rights of Labour must be 
made pepular, not unpopular. 

* . a * 

Mr. Davitt has been struck, 
and in Ireland, That is a shame. 
I don’t agree with all Mr. Davitt 
says, but I never met anyone who 
did not agree that Michael Davitt 
has always had one end in view— 
the good of Ireland. Then, again, 
Mr. Davitt has only one arm; and 
that; circumstance should have 
rendered him doubly safe from 
assault. . - » 

Not having a circus handy, Lord 
Salisbury’s party are trying a few 
a ntomime tricks to amuse the 
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The Mac Chambarlain’s sneer at “the stage troupe of agricultural 
labourers” 
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was super-fluous. 
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THE MAN IN THE CLOCK TOWER. 











Glenlivet Toddy. 


CoME, freend an’ cronie, set ye doon, 
A corner’s here for weary body, 
tak a’ worldly care to droon 


A glass o’ rale Glenlivet toddy. 
We'll mak’ it sweet an’ strang an’ warm, 


An’ stiff eneugh to mak’ ye noddy ; 


"Twill warm the heart 'gainst every 
harm, [ tod: ly. 
An’ stir the blood, this Heelant 


An’ if the heart is bowed wi’ care, 
Eneugh to crush the strongest 
body, [so fair 
Then naught will mak’ the word 
As ane gude stoop o’ Heelant 
toddy. 


It's bonny drink fresh frae the hi'!s, 
It smells as sweet as blooming 
heather frills, 
Gem - peeing as the mountain 
An’ freend to trust in cauldest 
weather. 


It mak’s the poor manidance an’ 
sing, 

It gi’es new life to weary b dy : 

n’ Donald feels just like a king— 


. + > = ° 7 - - } 
Odrinko’ drinks. Gle! et tod 
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A FAIR EXCHANGE. 
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(1). Kewt and Grienboy had been promised some shooting by a friend 
who was wintering abroad, and they proposed spending Christmas at his 
ancestral hall in Norfolk. (2). They were met —_ their arrival by Mrs. 


Flopson, the housekeeper. (3). And were regaled with a superb ‘‘ crowd ”’ 
appropriate to the occasion. (4). But blackness and envy had pervaded 
the soul of Kewt. (5). For were there not but two bedrooms available, 
and bis had been selected as the one which resembled an unsanitary v7 | 4 
near the moat? (6). While Grienboy, with his usual good luck, had been 
located in the magnificently comfortable but haunted Blue Room. (7). 
So that evening, before they retired to rest, Kewt told Grienboy a few local 
stories and traditions, and piled on the agony so thick that Grienboy’s 
knees reminded him of a disguised cab-horse. (8). And when he came 
to the awful recital of the spectre monk which nightly walked the corridor 
past the haunted room, (9). Grienboy expressed a selfish wish to repose 
in the unsanitary dungeon below the moat. (10). So Kewt, who didn't 
care one cuss for the ghost, took the Blue Room, and passed a regular 


hunky night. 
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“STOCK” EXCHANGE. 
First Stoekbroker—*“ Hallo! Bearbull, old man — how are you? 
Excuse my glove.” 
Second dittv.—" Don't name it, Sharkem, old fellow—I daresay it’s 
the honester skin of the two.” 


Ditties in Doses up to Date; 
Or, Songs for Both Sexes, 
“UNITY AND THE‘ UNION’”; OR, LOVE AMONG THE PAUPERS. 
A Carol for a“ Guardian” Angel. 
[Certain Workhouse Guardians recently dismissed a minor official of the local 
Union for having dared to marry a nurse thereof. } 
WELL, there! I’ve met with lots | As if it wasn’t quite enough 
of cheek To rule vile paupers rude and 
Sauce both startling and unique ; rough— 
Met with lots of “once a week,” | (Which are made of _ basest 











And 80 have you. stuff 
But, worst of ali the bits of | And worse than mice!) 
bounce, [trounce, _ Here’s a couple what we pay 
Which a Guardian ought to | In a generous sort of way, 
Is the one I now announce— | Has the cheek to go one day 
And mind—it’s true ! | And boldly “splice”! 


Refrain,—Yes ; of all the hanged hangnation 
Bits of bounce to cause vexation 
No history such a sample can afford ; 
What a mutinous condition 
To take on without permission 
"Appy 'Ymen in a Union Ward! 





A mere Underling was he, But we Guardians fierce and firm 
And a kind of Nurse was | Quickly made them sinners 
she, equirm— 

Both going against what we Showing each was but a worm 
(The Guardians) said |! Beneath our feet ! 

How dare they dare to go, At which feet they had to fall 

A-rebbelling just so, And apollergize—quite “small,” 

And a-tying that there bow,— Yes, by Jove! we made ’em craw] 
Which means, “ You're wed" ! Into the street ! 


Refrain,— But, of all the blank blankation 
Kind of cheek in this ‘ere nation 
This one’s enough to drive you off yer “ chump”; 
Fancy servants wediock-bent-like 
Taking on without consent-like 
‘Appy 'Ymen in a Union (or “ Lump”)! 





A PEERESS’ PLAINT. 


{Mr. Morley lately described the House of Lords as “a handful of men who 
represent nobody, who are most of them the Accident of Accidents, whose only 
service is that they have given themselves the trouble to be born.”] 


O, I’m a Peeress proud and prim, ; (Though some have wisdom 


And (in a way) blue-blooded; | greater) [ tence— 
Our pedigree all (true and Was made—upon the first pre- 
trim) A titled legislator! 
May in Debrett be studied. Yet Mr. Morley 
My husband having wealth im- | Grumbles sorely 
mense At such a legislator ! 


Refrain.—He remarks with the very greatest scorn, 
They but give themselves the trouble to be born—, 
All of them following their foolish bents—— 
That each one’s but a slow body, 
Representing nobody— 
And nothing but the Accident of Accidents! 


You know that when our House Those peers are precious praters; 
of Peers Throwing out good bills with all 
With business is busy,— their pow’r 
Our titled husbands (hard worked As titled legislators ! 
dears !) Yet malicious Morley 
With work are made quitedizzy. Denounces sorely 
Some days for guite a half-an-hour, Titled legislators ! 





Yes, he dares to say, etc. 
[ Distinguished dance, and exit gravely. 








Theatrical Intelligence. 


AT the Theatre Royal Courts of Justice there has just been per- 
formed, under the direction of Mr. Justice Denman and a special jury, 
a new version of a once popular play, entitled, Zhe Great Spink Pearl. 
The piece drew large audiences, and was an undoubted success, 
Other similar fashionable revivals are in preparation. 
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LE MONDE OU L’ON S'AMUSE. 
He.—“ Going to the matinée at the Frianisi to-morrow ?" 


She.—“ No. Mamma doesn't think it quite the piece we ought to go 
and see. And. besides, we have tickets to-morrow for the Divorce Court!” 
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~ wn ' TU 'stonish him uu he comes my way, Tih bet! ~~ 
Out goesh the light ™ 








haunted room , old chap! ? Not mush! | 
"White -bearded Spectre "ch? Lee hum come’ I aint been 
a’ Pelican all these vears for nothin’ Teach hrm the Noble 


Arto’ Shelf Defensh” , See? Goonight !” 
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and take the Christmas zfts round to the , 
Woda | . this rigs Ag they wale, 
up eh‘ 
@) 


‘Aba ! 

Woutd 
you ?' 
No you 
don't ' 
Take 

that'' 


No 
goblins 


allowed 
to monkey we uth. my ticker ! , 
ae dort you forget wt " Then the wild clamour of batHe made 
mght hideous unl at length the Sheker of an approach ing 
ght revealed the combatants to each other > ; 
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bally well blowed ; ob served the slangy 


Guest, “Whar sere ag men eet est f 
de you call this ch + 4,4 
A YARN OF THE GLAD YULETIDE. 











SZ To OOBRESPONDENTS.—T7he Editor does not bind himsel/ to acknowledge, return, or pay for Contrivutions. Inno case will they be returned unless 
accompanted by a stamped and directed envelope. 
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THE DECAY 

(1). Granny thinks Christmas has lost all its enjoyments since she was a 
virl. For instance, there were coaches and breakdowns, which everyone 
enjoyed. (2). And such warm receptions on arriving at the hall. (3). 
And the annual Christmas Eve ghost. (4). Mysterious footsteps were 
heard on the stairs. (5). And the fun at dinner on finding little Tom 


OF LAUGHTER. 
had stirred up Uncle Ben’s false teeth in the pudding. (6). There was 
always much merriment in the servants’ hall as well. (7). And the sn p- 
dragon where the youngsters burnt their fingers and had to laugh over it. 
And she sits and sighs, and so do we, thoroughly bored. Granny forgets 
that she, too, has changed. 











The Great Christmas Magnet. 
(SEE CARTOON.) 

WHAT is the occult ce r that draws 

(Presumably through Nature’s laws) 

Poor feeble men to thought and action 

They'd never reach without attraction ? 

What magnets happen to exist 

Which mortals feel they can't resist ? 


By some French Magnet. Vicey versy, 
Lord Randy, he who showed no mercy 
To any lions that did roam 

Across his path, is drawn tow’rds home, 


Prince Albert Victor's magnetised 

By Princess May (we're not surprised) ; 
Sir William, with grave duties laden, 

Is drawn off to the Village Maiden; 
Whilst others find some different sway 
They cannot baulk—strive as they may. 


But of al] 


Hither and thither people hie, 

Nor always know the reason why ; 
‘Tis casy to produce some samples 
From the q ite numerous examples 
Of creatures vieldir vr toa force 
That secretly directs their course, 


magnets which just nov 
Exert a latent force somehow, 

Sure, 1 old Christmas is most active, 
(nd most abundantly attractive. 
Wielding a loadstone influence 

That fairly may be called immense, 


row) 


The Grand Old Man, still hale and strong, 
Is drawn off to the Continong 


He draws folk on to charity 
And innocent hilarity, 
Draws back the hands that injure blindly, 
Draws out the generous and kindly, 
Draws up sweet memories of love, 
And draws down blessings from above. 


Thus, by the marvels he can make, 
Dear Father Christmas “ takes the cake” 
That is the Magnet we will follow, 

He beats the other Magnets hollow; 

A friend to rich and poor is he, 

So welcome him with three times three 








NOW approacheth the time when the ticket 
collector weareth hig Christmas smile. 
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Farrel you because 
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Frosl——Skaling, besins 3 ‘The Cath of London coal. 


(1) veristmas pudding’s more popular e’en than of yore ; (5) Now Leap Year is here the fair sex of this land 
ea! (pudding it plainly) folks clamour for more. In a bold (Bissex)-style will propose for Fun s hand, 

(2) Christmas Card-ing continues each year to increase ; (6) Another example of foolish arrest, 

Well, if Yule were dis-carded, much business would cease, This ‘‘ Mistaken Identity " wheeze thrives with zest. 
(3) Jae charged with possessing a *‘jemmy ” for use, (7) Through skating too soon the foolhardy oft drown, 

Called it ‘‘shoe horn "—a shoe-horn-amental excuse, Yet ice-(s)cate-erers still they regard with a frown, 
(1) At the ven Old England and Canada strive; (8) A cruel coal merchant who swindled the poor 

i) ‘ai-ue t! 





1€ game which makes lads all alive At a prison wall's-end is for six weeks tecure. 
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a cheap auction. 


ata Home Rule meeting. 
jams them into ome fresh holes,“ I don’t think that roses will do 
much here.” 
wild that we wish he were the 
could bury him off hand, 
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SgSHuS en PUFFS.—Ovk HoLipay ROUNDABOUOT. 
> OW Christmas time has come again, 

Gand it’s plain to Mr. Fun 

: That all the plays and pantomimes are 

waiting to be “ done” 

So, armed with piles of sandwiches and 
something in a flask, 

He sets about accomplishing the Hercu- 
lean task, 


There’s pantomime at Drury Lane (each 
Christmas finds it there), 

This year it’s Humpty- Dumpty, as you're 
possibly aware ; 

The Yellow Dwarf, moreover, forms a 
portion of the plot, 

The Fair One with the Golden Locks is 
also on the spot. 





The Surrey sports The Fair One, too, 
and praises she receives ; 
The Crystal Palace shows the famous 
band of Forty Thieves ; 
,Old Bogie 
e of the Sea 
is the 
tritan- 
nia’s 
Christ- 
mas show ; 
While the Stan- 
dard and the 
Marylebone 
have Robinson 


FUN's young man upon his way, 
Armed apd realy for the fray, 






Crusoe, 


Re 77 Riding Hood | 
you'll find at} 
the Pavilion in*~ 
the Kast 

“ft (There’s none of 

Pantomime thronghout the town, ae. will tell 

Conjures up the merry clown, the tale of 
Beauty and 
the 30 ast), 

The Novelty has Cinderella (fairly done 

at that), 

And Islington (the Grand) is showing 

Whittington and Cat, 

The Covent Garden Fancy Balls should 

claim attention, too, 

And Mr. Gilbert’s Mountebanks you cer- 

tainly must do; 

Remember the Adelphi, where you'll 

hear The Trumpet Call; 

And the Avenue ('rusaders 

cleverness and gal! 

Cinderella's at the Gaiety (but “ Nelly 

Farren’s” ill); 

The Court supplies that 

famous “ triple bill”; 

At Sadler's Wells “ Varieties” 

there is to see, 

And Ham/et’s at the Haymarket as Mr, 





Covent Garden Masquerale 
srings to light the cheeky jade, 


with its 


article, the 


is what 





Note the melanch 
Orying, 


ly Dane < : : 
“Here we areagain!” Beerbohm Tree, 


The Comedy has Godpapa, there’s 
Brighton at the Cri; 

At the Garrick A Fool’s Paradise you 
certainly should try ; 

The Globe has Gloriana (and it never 
should be missed) 

While the New Olympic shows the life 


and sorrows of OU. Twist. 


The Shaftesbury has Juan or Arc (a 
wandering affair) ; 

And Sanger’s has St. Petersburg on Ice 
within its care; 

Miss Deeima the Prince of Wales’s has 
on public view ; 

And the Royal English Op’ ra Le Basoche 
(with altered screw !) 


They have Alone in London, the Prin- 
cess’s have, no less, 
For afternoon performances they have 
the Swiss Express ; 


“ Rahnd the tahn” (we may re- 
mark) 
“Once again goes Joan of Are. 


You'll find The Late 
Lamented at the 
Strand, my noble 
coons, 

Where /lans the 
Boatman holds the 
fort on all the 
afternoons, 


At Terry’s you may 
cheer yourself by 
looking at The 
Times, 

. The Royalty on after- 

noons has shadow 

2 playsand rhymes ; 
“The elegant St. 

James's, though 
it’s closed on box- 
ing Night, 

Will shortly give For- pretty, but a trifle gauche, 
giveness — I con- Peasant queen of Le Basoche. 

sider that polite, 











Mr§Edouin's little plang 
Means more work for idle 
Hans, 


They're closed at the Lyceum, too, but 
shortly, I may state, 

They'll open for a wonderful display of 
Henry Fight ; 

You'll find The Don at Toole’s, and you 
may also take your fill 

Of The Ilonourable Ilerbert at the cosy 
Vauderille, 


You may furbish up your memory, and 
once again enjoy 

The Nautch Girl's eccentricities as shown 
at the Savoy. 

The road to pleasure’s open 
myriads who seek, 

And you'll find The Road to Ruin at 
the Opera Comique., 


for the 





Capable of putting you 


NESTOR. Up, sir, to a Nautch or two! 





William in December, 


In December, when it’s altogether too late, William starts planting 
rose-trees in his suburban back yard, He thinks he’s a born gardener, 
He buys large quantities of standard roses that are all half dead from 
He digs alot of holes and jams them in as if he were 
burying a brace of defunct cats. Then his next door neighbour's 


retriever jumps over the wall and has a scamper round the back yard, 


Those roses are knocked down like so many opposition interrupters 
William says, as he takes the roses and 


They won't. But when he goes on babbling we feel so 


root of a standard rose, and that we 


In December, too, William gets on the charitable tack. He buys 


larve quantities of soup tickets, and keeps them loose in his trousers 
pockets, 


Then when he wants to 


coppers, 


ret some change pulls them out with 
and the tradesmen think they're pawn tickets. and send 





all their bills at one lump, because he looks hard up, and may get 
shooting the moon. Then, again, he’s shortsighted, and mistakes the 
local swell for a tottering tramp. And the local swell curseth William 
for his “confounded impudence!” William is charitable, and good 
at giving things away. He gives himself away sometimes—often ! 
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Odds and Ends. 


How to counteract the tendency of pantomimes to become mere 
“leg” pieces :—Give them a double harlequinade, which provides 
them with a pair of Pantaloons. 

Why is an actor who puffs and blows very seasonable at Christmas 
time ?—Because he’s a panty-mime, 


Can a man who is arrested on the stage be said to be taken in the 


act } 


The only seasonable festivity nobody goes to :—A Snow-ball, 
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UNDER THE INFLUENCE, 
A Theosophical Nobel, 
By JAMES JAMBES and GOTHAM BADDELEY. 





CHAPTER VI. 


MADAME'S STORY CONTINUED—SHE ACCEPTS THE MAJOR’S PRO- 
POSAL UNDER A CONDITION—HER CONDITION—THE THEO- 
SOPHICAL SOCIETY OF PICCADILLY CIRCUS AND THE IMME- 
DIATELY SURROUNDING COUNTRY LACKS, AND ACCORDINGLY 
SEEKS (EVENTUALLY GETTING) MONETARY SUPPORT—RHUBARB 
TIPLING SUSPECTS, 


MADAME began her story, and the Major prepared to listen. 

“ About fifteen years ago, ina regrettable moment of absent minded- 
ness, and in the month of October, I married. We—that is, my 
husband and myself—had been married only a fortnight, when I dis- 
covered, by something that he let drop—it was | 
one of the drawing room lamps, if I recollect 
aright—that he was a drunkard. Having, as 
you are well aware, the strongest aversion to 
seeing people drink, I was compelled to drive 
him from the house. A year after he deserted 
me, I read in the Licensed Victualler’s Gazette 
that a Mr. Drinkett Tupp—that was my hus- 
band’s name—had been drowned in one of the 
vats of a country brewery. The body wasnever_ 
recovered ; but down by the side of the fatal Z 
vessel they—two brewers—found a coat; and 
this coat contained 
not only my hus- 
band’s visiting 
cards, but a hand- 
kerchief marked 
“DPD, T.” in one cor- 
ner. The absence Z 
of the body was ac- 
counted for in the . 
supposition of foul - 
play: he had been 
drowned in the vat, 
and afterwards has- 
tily buried (without 
a bier), goodness 
knew where. In 
their kindness of 
heart, my friends | 
tried topersuademe 
he must really be | 
dead ; but I saw in 
their faces what I 
feel in my heart to 
this day—a dread- 
ful doubt.” 

The Major was 
visibly affected by 
the news. (He re- AF 
mained silent and 
thoughtful for at I ku {\ \ 
least ten minutes, at 
the end of which 
time he asked, 
the while brushing away the tears from his red tape environed 

“And what became of the beer he was drowned in?” 

“T never heard,” sobbed Madame in reply. 

‘A pity to waste it, eh?” he said, inquiringly. . 

Madame made no answer. She had intended to make one, but her 
plans were upset by a sudden and unexpected intrusion of hiccoughs. 

The attack over, old Tawney-Porte begged her to tell him how she 
came to be known as Boski, since her late husband's name was Tupp. 

“TI changed it. Would you have me beara name that has been 
disgraced?” she replied. 

This was the Major's opportunity to renew the subject which had 
led to the recent disclosures of her past life. 

“No, no! a thousand times no, sweet Madame ; I would not have 
you bear a disgraced name. I rejoice that you should have changed 
it. May I hope you will consent to change it again—this time to 
Tawney-Porte ?”’ 

“ But what if my husband should be alive?” Madame inquired, 

“ Tmpossible ! ” exclaimed the Major; “ why,do you think he would 
have kept silent for fifteen years?” nef 

A crimson flush passed quickly over Madame DBoski's face. rhe 
Major noticed it, and taking it for what it was—the blush of consent 


— 


evVves— 






















Ant! effect :— 





—clasped her in his arms from where he sat, and imprinted a lover's 
long kiss upon the back of her head. 
« before {have an ehgegement ase cat age, SPO! Madame Boski, 

“ One thing! A thousand things ing!” 

Fae edn. " : ings, my ows darling! 

t p me that you'll advertise for proper evidence of 
my husband's death, in the agony column of the Daily Telegraph 
during the fortnight preceding our marriage,” . tt 

7 Sweet Boski, I will even write out the advertisement this moment.” 

Saying which, the Major took a pencil from his pocket, and drew 
up the following on one of the cuffs of his shirt :-— 

OTICE TO PEOPLE IN WANT OF MONEY.— Whereas, in 

October, 1876, one Drinkett Tupp, late of Park Lane, London 

was drowned in a brewer's vat in the country. Anyene writing to 
soteme bows ~care of Major Tawney-Porte, 2 Tite Street, Cheisea 
Se anil ae” undoubtedly was the case, will probably 

4 And now 7 have written something out, I want you to write some- 
thing out,” said the Major, playfully, to his fiancée, when she had 
perused, and expressed herself thoroughly satisfied with, the inscription 
on his shirt, 

* Dearest Tawney- 
Pawney—may I call 
you that?” (This, 
because she has seen 
. . & cloud gather on 
SS othe brow of the Ma- 
. jor at the mention 
of the latter portion 
of his pet name). 
“ Dearest Tawney- 
Pawney, I will write 
out anything you 
wish. What is it to 
} ‘ ? ? 

* Well,” slowly ree 
plied the Major, as 
he thrust his hands 
into his trousers’ 
pockets and smiled 
the smile of bewil- 
derment, “ the funds 
of the Theosophical 
Society of Piccadilly 
Circus and Immedi- 
ately Surrounding 
Country are getting 
shockingly low —er 
—and so don’t you 
think it would be expedient if you wrote me 
out a little cheque—say for a thou., to begin 
with?” 

“ Your wish, beloved boy, is a command ; | 
deem it an honour to obey. Here is a cheque 
for one tho¥%and pounds ”—blotting it on the table cloth— 
‘‘but tell me, dearest, won't you have another?” 

“ Well, I don’t mind if I do,” was the answer. 

ut not in the Major's voice. The conclusion of Madame's 
sentence had stirred Rhubarb Tipling from his reverie... . 
Explanations—then congratulations followed, 

7 a ® * 7 

f As “Ruddy Tip” piloted himself home to his lodgings that 
: night, he might have been heard muttering to the following 


“ She marry again! Why, it’s my firm b'lief she’s married 
a'ready. Sh’ looks it, anyway. I'll make ‘quiries of that fellow 
Staggers in the morning; he ought to be able to tell me some- 
thing "bout her. Butlers know a bit. Yes; I'll go and see Stagger 
Staggers will be the man to go to for im—im—im—im—f mation. 


(To be cont inued.) 


Her Intended’s Sister. 

Some girls are nice to other girls. Particularly when they are a 
good deal uglier than themselves. They are quite loving then, They 
don’t want to slap them. They would even trust them with their 
intendeds, providing they hadn't got sufficient money to make it risky. 
But the intended’s sister. How sweet it is to note how she eyes the 
apple of the eye of her brother John. She gets taken to the theatre 
pretty often, and has a restaurant dinner, to act asa makeshift chape- 
ron. §o it pays if she isa little agreeable now and again. Yet all 
the time she is with them in the stalls at the theatre, how she would 
like to pinch that girl on the other side of her brother. rhe agonics 
that some girls endure in not being abie to slap and pinch other girls 


is too terrible to reflect on. 
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(1). "Arriet says s/¢ never found any 
missus she meant to go to Hastinys, an 
as soon as she got there, she wrote to say she wasn't coming bac 
demanded six months’ board wages in | q 


didn't get it she consulted her solicito 
before the case come on she np and 
said, ‘' Look ‘ere, | ain't goin to star 
costs becos | owe the old ul 


a grudge 


ee eee et ane == 


judge so unjust. 


VW? } ‘ 
led at the judge's private ‘ouse and 


1 no nonsense, so 


MOST IRREGULAR. 


Our 'Arriet (as is a ‘ousemaid) is disgusted with the hard Marylebone judge that lately decided against poor Miss 


Plummer (as went to Hastings) ‘ust because she was in the wrong, 
against a poor servant ! 





She once told her 


| defied her, and went. (2). And give it for ‘Arriet (>) 
. K, anil the missus in prison, 
ee ‘ 2 " } ‘ 
eu of notice. (3). And when she weept, and said, ‘‘ Look ‘ere, o] 
rand samm nsed her. (4). And elp m «to give her a stnarmer! 


, Lys, ‘ Pore gell! 
. you find for me with 


And the judge, after protestin’, what you've got for persecu 


] 


You must 
(0). ‘* Yah! you marm, you!” said « 
nt ” 


n't he 


As if that was sufficient excuse for giving it 





—_ 


GSO 


> <- rfe 


> 
_- 


e says, ‘' Pore gal, then; you ought to be protected.” And nex’ day he 
But ’Arriet wasn't satisfied, becos’ he hadn't put 


v pub 


So she appealed to a judge of the Igh Court and 


{ feller—I ‘ate that old woman, so you jest 
And the judge he weept too 
oppressed !” and gave orders to 
rn yur ’Arriet, ‘‘ that's 
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Beginner (desperately).—* Great Scott! 





REFRAIN, 


: 7 
7 7 
‘ 
bh 


IN FOR IT. 


Then, give a soothing cheer 


To your old departing year, 
And execrations after him don’t baw]: 


Ditties in Doses up to Date; 
Or, Songs for Both Sewes, 


THE OLD ’Un’s FAREWELL. A “CHARACTER” CAROL. 


I AM just about to leave you, for ’tis Dec. the Thirty-First, 
And my twelvemonths' “ star’’ engagement’s at an end ; 

Some say I've been a bad year, but I'm surely not the worst— 
I sometimes must have been to you a friend. 

Many troubles have arisen while I've occupied your stage, 
And perplexities have worried great and small ; 

But do not throw bricks at me—no; remember, 'mid your rage, 
That I’ve not been such a bad ‘un, after all ! 


But say, Well, we've had some fun 


With that rum old Ninety-One, 
And he wasn't such a bad ‘un, after all!” 


REFRAIN, 


Then, spare a soothing shout 
For a pal that’s going out 
(Having tinished his “star turn” in Life’s vast “ Hall”); 
And, kindly friends, allow, 
As he makes his parting bow, 


That he’s not been such a bad ‘un, after all! 


, for teaching 


that ' 





For amid the Selfishness and Greed continued in my reign, 
Many gleams of true Self-Sacrifice have shone ; 

And Love and Peace and Hope have not worked utterly in vain 
(May Heaven increase their blessed powers anon !) ; 

Then, remember when I leave you that I never shall return, 
To gaze upon your glorious Earthly Ball, 

You'll never see me any more, however you may yearn ! 
So, don't think me such a bad ‘un, after all ! 


There have been financial troubles (but no names need I repeat), 
And the Government has (well—we'll let that pass) ; 

And scandals—most unsavoury—have filled each daily sheet ; 
That such things should exist I cry, “ Alas!” 

The “ Submerged Upper Tenth,” * as well as certain looser pros, 
Have played most nasty parts in Life’s great “ Hall” ; 

But side by side with this has been a brighter gleam, which shows 
That I’ve not been such a bad ‘un, after all! 












And I don’t know how to turn!” 


REFRAIN, 


Say, “ At least in Ninety-One, 
We, thank goodness, had our Fun, 
Who helped to soothe our worry 
and our gall!” 
And may you each fleeting year, 
Have to say, without a tear, 
“Well, that year has been a good 
’un, after all!” 
| Rheumatic dance until fetched 
off by STAGE - MANAGER 
TIME. 


DN RS MLTR EY am at WAT 


OUR PRINCIPAL Boy. 
A New Year's song for a Serio 
in “ prince’s” or “ page's” dress— 
tights at discretion, of course, 
I’ve only just come on this earth, 
boys— 
The first hour that struck on 
Jan. One 
.s Was the hour of Yours Faithfully’s 
birth, boys, 
Sut, still, my pretensions don’t 








shun. 
Whatever the “cast” now pro- 
jected 
To give to Life’s Audience some 
- joy— 
| Please remember, I’ve just been 
selected 
To be the World’s “ Principal 
Boy!” 


REFRAIN, 
Then lo, you see here 
A Young Happy New Year, 
Who'd fain keep so, and bring you all joy! 
Then welcome, pray do! 
This youth, Ninety-Two, 
Who’s (at present) your “ Principal Boy!” 





I have heard that my old predecessor 
Did not a// your wishes fulfil— 
In this I'd fain be no transgressor, 
I'd (as Yankee’s say) “ fill all the bill.” 
No end of good wishes attend me 
On starting in Pa Time’s employ ; 
May I hope, too, yow all will befriend me, 
And be proud of your “ Principal Boy !”’ 


REFRAIN. 
Shout “ Hooray ” (or “ Hurroo!”’) 
For this youth Ninety-two, 
At greeting me do not be coy ; 
In every land 
Give a welcoming hand, 
To your Very Own “ Principal Boy!” 
One tip here I fain would express, friend 
(Pray give heed both you sexes of Elves), 4 
My being a “ frost” or success, friend, 
Depends a great deal on yourselves ! 
You and I must in concert endeavour 
Foolish fads and vain fears to destroy, 
If we do, you'll have reason forever 
To think well of this “ Principal Boy!” 
REFRAIN, 
So, ladies and gents, 
Whatever events 
May come, bringing sorrow or joy, 
Only give me fair scope : 
With true hearts full of Hope, i 
To your NINETY-TW0 “ Principal Boy !” 





A Feeling Impression. 


A YOUNG gentleman, of the name of Tommy, was asked, the other 
day, to describe the library furniture at Dr. Spanker’s (to whose 
scholastic establishment he reluctantly returns in a few wecks). He 
seemed to have no very clear ideas on the subject, however, beyond a 
general impression that it was principally birch and cane. 

Wy is next year synonymous with last ?—Because last year was 
1890 and next y« 


ir is Is?2, 
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A HARD CASE, 


Sympathizing Friends.—“* WHY, MY DEAR—WHAT’S THE MATTER?” 
Sympathizing Friends—“ WELL, MY POOR DEAR, DON’T CRY, IT MIGHT BE WORSE, YOU KNOW!” 


SouTH AMERICA,” 
—‘ No, IT COULDN'T—I HAVE TO GO WITH HIM!” 


My HUSBAND'S GOING TO 
The Mourner. 


The Mourner.—“On, On, On! 








STATESMEN (AND OTHERS) ON THE STUMP. 


AT Eastbourne Sunday is becoming instead of a day of rest a day 
of wrestling. «* . * - * 

Something like the same sort of thing is going on at the World’s 
End. It is to be hoped it will not go on to the end of the world, 
* * * * * . 

Wolfe was a soldier, and won a famous death and deathless fame 

at Quebec. Nowadays at Quebec the wolves appear to be politicians, 
* ¥ * * * * 

, We were accustomed in early youth to read of the English Bows at 
Hastings. It isan unpleasant varia- 
tion to read of an English Hastings 
at Bow Street. 

* * * * 

1892 will probably be found to 
contain a considerable number of 
surprise packets. Whether or not 
they will prove to be prize packets 
remains to be seen. 

* , 

Now that a letter from a member 
of the public not concerned in the 
case has led to the solution of a 
mystery which puzzled judge, jury 
and all besides, and has prevented 
a possible terrible injustice, per- 
haps our judges will :efrain from 
indulging in the rubbish they are 
prone 'to talk when addressed by a 
common or garden member of the 
public. # . * 

Had Mr. Benjamin been impres- 
sed by eome of the remarks which 
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Father Time—* Wait aud you shall se . 





All the World and his Wife (to Father Time).—“ What have you got in that bag?” 


have in the past fallen from the! Bench as to the impropriety of 
addressing a judge, except forensically, he might have gone to one 
side or the other. Possibly in this case the result would have been 
the same, but one can imagine cases in which it would be the reverse 
of desirable, « . * * . 
The Duke is dead. Long live the Duke! . * 
Lord Hartington has long been a force in the Commons. His 
strawberry leaves will probably overshadow him, One great objection 
to the House of Lords is that it dwarfs giants, 
THE MAN IN THE CLOCK ToWER, 


This is (S)tu-art-ful. 
Some so-called Jacobites again 
bob up 
To praise the Stuart dynasty in 
Britain, 
Until they've pledged their cause 
in solemn cup 
They'll rest not, nor take Jaco-bite 
or sup-—— 
Thus, by this Jaco-bite, they've 
Jaco-bitten |! 
Concert-Pitch-forked in! 
THERE has been a big discussion 
Concerning Concert Pitch ; 
And Briton, French and Russian 
Have“ rowed” with many a hitch, 
But why need they be cross for it? 
Let poor and rich, 
Be which is which, fit! 
Now (Concert-)Pitch and Toss for 
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SEEING THE OLD YEAR OUT. 
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(1). ‘ Why,” said the proud paternal nt ofa perous and partly 
engaged family, ‘‘ why should we not head the last night of the Old Year in 
good old fashioned style, seeing the Old Year depart with a gentle sort of 
regret, and all that sort of thing, while ushering the New Year in with 
innocent mirth and mulled port?” In fact, something of the sort of thing 
as depicted above.——(2). is pretty little fiction is best preserved, but, 
as a matter of fact, the job begins to pall after a bit ; and just about the 

















time mamma had gone to roost like a worn out Christian, and papa had 
disposed himself for a nap, just to keep himself all right till the time 
arrived, and Tottie had got unsociable, and gone off spooning with Jack 
Melton, and Tommy and the rest had made themselves regular awfully 
sick with cake and wine, the ‘young ‘un” came in and said, ‘‘ Here's a 
cheerful reception to give a chap |” 








New Leaves. 


“ CONSIDER the Lilies, How they Grow,” by Gannett and Hosmer 
(David Bryce and Sons, Glasgow). In this volume of “The Spare 
Minute” series the piety that pervades the verses is as pure and 
simple as the flower that is their type.—*‘ Baboo English,” as it is 
writ, by Arnold Wright (T, Fisher Unwin). We remember to have 
had this book under review before, to have read it with both amuse- 
ment and pleasure, and to have said so or something similar. It 
is all bg det Electricity up to Date,” by John B. Verity 
(Frederick Warne and Co.). As to the nature of electricity and the 
methods of its production for “ Light, Power and Traction,” many people 
are quite in the dark, but this little book throws a light upon the 
subject that is both clear and bright, it does of a Verity —“ Home 
Acting,” for amateurs, 2nd series (same publishers). This book 
contains seven original comediettas by Nella Parker, etc., all of them 
well suited to serve the pu of those who give their time and their 
minds to “ Home Acting.”—“ A Bird's Nest” (same publishers) is a 
nice pretty picture book for children. It tells them a lut abant birds, 
about birds’ eggs, birds’ nesta and nestlings—We have been battling 
with a batch of books published by Eden, Remington and Co., for 
“The Railway and General Automatic Library, Limited.” No less 

han eightinall, In “Thirty Years at the Play,” Mr, Clement Scott 








out of his vast experience has skimmed enough of anecdote and 
reminiscence to make a highly interesting volume.—* The Highland 
Nurse,” by the Duke of Argyle, is in no way an exciting story, but is 
in a quiet way a readable one.—*“ John Pas-Plus,” by the Marquis of 
Lorne lacks the stirring spirit necessary to stories of adventure, but 
once begun will not readily be left off until the end is gained.—‘ In 
Human Shape,” by Alice M. Diehl, is a thrilling tale of the well worn 
murder-plot-and-hunt-down-the-murderer sort with a terribly tragic 
ending.—* H References,” by Florence Warden, is a thoroughly 
amusing book all through.—“ Bachelor's Dilemma,” by Percy 
Fitz Gerald, is not the only tale in the book, which is full of 
clever short sketchy stories.—“ Russian Tales,” by Pushkin, Gregoro- 
vitch and Lemontoff, are three stories, each by one of those authors, 
of which and of whom we have nothing particular to say.—And last, 
not least, in “ Beyond Escape,” by the author of “ Within Sound of 
the Weir,” we find ithe best of the bunch which most repays our 
reading. And so we have overcome them all. 








Always on the Square. 
How is it that we need never fear bankruptcy on the part of 4 
member of the P. R. ’—Because he is continually “equaring up.” 
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Help, Help, Help! 

THE benefits derived by 
the poorer classes generally 
from hospitals sufficiently 
excuses our appealing for 
support to be given to any 
one in particular. The work 
and wants of the “ Middle- 
sex Hospital,” and conse- 
quent expenditure, are so 
far beyond its income that 
the immediate and contin- 
uous help of the benevolent 
is greatly needed to cheer 
the hearts of the number- 
less poor patients who seek 
and find relief within its 
walls, Those who have the 
power should be proud of the 
privilege and opportunity of 
contributing to the needs 
of those who have not, 
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On a Diet-tonic Scale. 
“THE Finnish Diet! ” 
that’s a curious name 
To give a Parliament that 
seeks for fame. 
It reads more 
“fishy” sort ot 
per 09g 
And, anyhow, to ordinary 
folk 
The phrase will seem like 
an attempted joke, 
For the Fin-ish diet of 
the day is supper ! 


like a 
bup- 
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ate’ Letsh have ‘nother lager!’ 
The Entr'acte Annual for 4 
1892 is, as usual, a late 
comer, but it is none the less 
welcome on that account. 
The able editor, Mr. W. H. 
Combes, has gathered around 
him a varied list of well 
known mirth providers, 
such as John Hollingshead, 
Paul Meritt, Horace Mills, 
H. Chance Newton, Richard- 
Henry, Albert Chevalier, 
and Alfred Bryan. The 
last - named contributes a 
big batch of his best carica- 
tures of stage-players and 
other “ pros.” Most of the 
above Johnnies are FUN’S 
own boys, therefore he can 
recommend them ! 
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LOYALTY ITS OWN REWARD. 
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THE BND OF THE YEAR! 


ANOTHER year has gone! Oh, indeed! You talk of the year as if 
it had bolted away from its creditors. So to speak it ought to have 
done. It hasn’t been any good to anyone so far as Iknow. Bad crops 
and causes célébres and cold nights, that’s all that it’s been famous for. 
We've had the Emperor of Germany here, and Lord Randolph 
Churchill has gone away. A pair of mixed up blessings, those two, J 
should think. Yet people will maudleon about something. Jones flat- 
ters himself it was a pretty good year, after all. Simply because a 
pear-tree in his back yard had a lot of stony fruit on it that was so 
tough he couldn't eat it. He gave it away to his servants’ little 
nephews, and made the children, in consequence, thoroughly ill and 
done up. That was the advantage they got out of the 1891 fruit crop. 

It was not a good year? I didn’t suppose it was. But then, I 
haven’t got any particular admiration for any sort of year as I go on 
living through ’em. One year’s pretty nearly as tad as another. 
Years, as a rule, are made up of wet days, fraudulent bankruptcies 
and a few murder cases; months, of three or four bad dinners; weeks, 
of a brace of business rows. Days, of being interrupted in your busi- 
ness by a parcel of lunatics. Time is always represented as an intel- 
ligent looking old person with an hour glass and a scythe. He ought 
to be as a circus clown with a bladder r and blind in 
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eye. I’m cynical! AmI? I don’t know why I should be other- 
wise. I don’t exactly throw up my cap and sing out “ What a lovely 
year we've had, and we're going to have a lovelier year, and always go 
on being lovelier and happier every year.” I cordially detest all such 
nonsense. Happy new quotha! People starving, emperors brewing 
war broth, Nihilists and dynamite, Yes, and all the workhouses full 
of imbeciles who have been overworked into lunacy, and you expect 
me to—— And I’ve got a liver like a flint stone made out of petri- 


. That was Christmas, A Happy New Year! Bah! 
Pans DIOGENES TUBBS, 
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Yet another instance of the “survival of the fittest!” A youthful 
scribe of our acquaintance had written a wild, weird, apr ey ren 
blood-eurdling poem in blank verse, entitled, * The Horrors of a 
leas Night.” Sad to relate, the thrilling MS., though on visiting terms 
with every publisher within the ten-mile radius, never failed to return 
home to tea. Nothing daunted, our budding Milton made a grand 
final effort, Without any alteration whatever, save the introduction 
of a few bits of local colouring, he offered it to (and sold it at a good 
round sum) an enterprising drug firm as an advertisement for a new 


Insect Powder ! 
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SIGNS (?). 


Angelica.—* ALGY AND HIS WIFE SEEM TO HAVE HAD A TIFF ALREADY,” 


Seraphine.—* Y #8, AND A PRETTY SERIOUS ONE, TOO.’ 
WHy, He's BEEN DANCING WITH HER ALL THE EVENING NEARLY, AND BEEN ALTOGETHER 


George —* Tire! WHAT NONSENSE! 
MOST ATTENTIVE.” 


’ 


Angelica and Seraphine (together).—“* OF COURSE, YOU GOOSE—THAT'S WHY!” 


Time Sweeping up for the New Year. 
(SEE CARTOON,) 


On, Father Time is an ancient man, 
Sedately solemn rather than blithe, 
Performing his work as none else can, 
And making frequent use of a scythe. 
Not only a acythe, though, doth he keep, 
For often also he plies a broom, 
Wherewith, year after year, to sweep 
The carpet of our earthly room ; 
And thus he suppresses 
Many muddles and messes 
Of those that must come till the crack of 
doom 
Which self-same task he just has done 
For Eighteen Hundred and Ninety-One, 


As if to reward his enterprise, 
A nice big dustpanful he's got 

Of scandals (social or otherwise), f what. 
With blunders, frauds, and Heaven knows 








Well, let’s be thankful they are gone ; 
They're swept off into the past, that’s 
clear,— 
A new Annus Domini hastens on, 
And very rapidly will be here, 
So we'll start afresh gaily 
And hope we may daily 
Find widespread signs of a Happy Year, 
With better luck for me and you 
In Eighteen Hundred and Ninety-Two. 








It is customary nowadays to regard our 
ubiquitous friend “’Arry” with aught save 
feelings of admiration or respect. There is 
one ‘Arry, however, who has escaped the 
universal how! of execration wrung from the 
lips of a refined and righteously outraged 
civilization, and whose reputation is even held 
in some slight degree of esteem. Needless to 
say, Mr. FUN refers to the late distinguished 
dramatist, Aristophanes. 








Godfrey Wordsworth Turner. 


It is with feelings of much more than 
simple regret that we record the death of 
Godfrey Turner, whose contributions, for many 
years to FUN and other publications issued 
from the office of this journal, have been 80 
highly appreciated ; his last work, indeed, ere 
he laid down his pen to take it up no more, 
was the writing of a graceful little story which 
appeared in Hood's Comic Annual of the 
present year, to which publication he had 
been a liberal contributor from the first 
number. All who had the privilege of his 
acquaintance and friendship will mourn the 
loss of kind hearted, genial Godfrey Turner, 
who was laid to rest in Hampstead Cemetery 
on Thursday last, 
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A WAYSIDE WIT. 


The Painfully Perennial Piano Problem. 


THE fellow at No. 15 has a piano, and can play it: the fellow at Nc. 17 
has no piano, and couldn't play one if he had it. The 15 fellow likes very 
much to play the piano: the 17 fellow would like very much to play—the 
devil with the piano, 

Query: Seeing that each fellow has an undoubted right to be with, or 
without, music in his own house, how is each fellow to take his pleasure 
without taking away the other fellow’'s pleasure ? 

Any fellow who will solve the problem will earn the gratitude of many a 
fellow, and the admiration of every fellow. 





SARCASTIC WAYSIDER.—* Why don’t yer ride along wi’ yer missus—had a quarrel ?” 








Why the Old Man Swallowed It. 


Gay YounG CANTAB (to College chum who is spending the holidays 
with him).—* Hang me, Val.! if the old fogies ain’t more susceptible to 
flattery than we young people. I told dad this morning—of course, I was 
touching him for a fiver—that he ws a splendid specimen of the proverbial 
John Bull. And, by Jove !—ha, ha, ha !—he believed it !!” 

THE DAD IN QUESTION (from behind the sereen).—* And, by Jove !—ha, 
ha, ha!—I had reason to believe it, my son. I allowed you to call 
me a John Bull, because I remembered that I was the father of a John 
Calf.” 
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Ups and Downs. 


WHEN wespeak about the “ ups and 
downs” of life, we are generally sup- 
ed to mean that the “ups” are 
good things, and the “downs” evi! 


things. 
But it isn’t so. 


There are good “ups” and bad 
“ups”; jolly “downs” and jolly dis- 


agreeable “ downs.” 


For instance, it’s all right to be “up 
to Dick,” “up to date,” “up to the 
knocker,” “up to snuff,” or “up toa 
thing or two”; but where does the 
fun come in when you are “ up a tree,” 
“up the spout,” “up to the neck in 
work,” “up to the eyes in debt,” or, 


indeed, when it’s “all up with you”? 


And, again, while it’s all wrong to 
be “down at heel,” “down in the | 
mouth,” “down on your luck,” or 
+‘ down a grid,” there is nothing heart- | 
breaking in being “down on your 
“ down on the rhino,” “down | 
for a rise,” “down in your uncle’s | 
will,” or, like a gay young dog, “down | 


” 


enemies, 


by the old mill stream.” 


The Epsom “ Downs” area paradox. 
Sure enough, they’re one of the 
“downs” of life if you lose all your 
money or get welshed there ; but when | 
the horses you’ve “downed” your | 
brass on come “up” smiling, the | 
Epsom “Downs” are un-“down”- | 


tedly one of the “ups” of life. 


Darwin up to Date. 


ALTHOUGH the satire’s somewhat rude, | 


Here’s a neat and meet similitude :— 
As monkey-like is the modern dude 
As monkey-like can be ; 


For you'll learn (if but the paths pur- | 


sued 
By him be with attention viewed) 
That he shows a wondrous aptitude 
For getting “up a tree”! 


Those Miserly Mahatmas. 

Mrs. SULPHURLUG (after the 
lecture). —“ Now, sir— now, you 
wretched unbeliever—what do you 








think of the precipitation of letters | 


by Mahatmas?” 


SULPHURLUG. — “ Well, I reckon that, if a 
fellow wants to send off a letter, it’s deep down 
mean of him to go and die and become a Mahat- 
ma for the sake of saving a common or garden 


postage stamp.” 





DOROTHEA (the disappointed).—“ I bear, Julia, darling, that Lord Broadlands has 
proposed to you. My dear, he has by no means a good reputation. If I were you, I 
should hesitate before accepting him.” 

JULIA (the jubilant). -“ Dearest, if you were I, there would be no need for hesita- 
tion, because—he wouldn't propose.” 





Yet they say there’s no Rhyme for “ Window.” | 
By stealth to the bakehouse the little boy came, | 
And he swallowed a basin of thin dough, 
And, all the next week, in that little boy's frame 
There was pain where there wasn’t a window! 
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My Pet Aversions! 


I. 


THOSE cast iron creatures who always 
look well, 


| Who tap their chests smartly, with 


“Sound as a bell!” 


| Who don’t mind most infamous 


weather one bit, 


| | And feel, don’t you know, “ So uncom- 


monly fit!” 


| As red as a beet and as hard as a nail, 


And as strong as a horse—'tis a sicken- 
ing tale! 
II, 


_ I'm sure to be seedy whenever I meet 
i}, A monster like this in the lane or the 


street ; 

When hate—bitter hate—will arise 
in my breast 

And I feel I could strangle the villain 
with zest ! 

An outrage on decency, truly is he, 

With his “Hard as a nail” and his 
“ Fit as a flea!” 


Ill, 
jut I'm drawn to a man who's deci- 
dedly ill, 
Who's brimful of aches, whose com- 
plexion is nil, 
Who swears that the WEATHER is kil- 
ling him fast, 

Who rails at the rain and who growls 
at the blast. 

A heavenly calm on my spirit descends, 

He is worse than myself—we are sure 
to be friends! 

IV. 

Pet aversions, I beg to say, do not imply 

An aversion to pets—for I dote on my 
"as 

My pony is reckoned my crony, my 
horse 

Is an intimate friend; asa matter of 
course, 

The “Vet” is their constant atten- 
dant—and then 

They have not the brass of your cast 

iron men ! 


Guessed He’d Take Some. 


SCRIPTURE READER. “I am sorry, 


| my friend, to find you drinking beer 


whenever I call. How I wish I could 


: persuade you to drink of the Water of 


Jife.” 


TODDIKETTLE (fervently). — “What! the 
water of life! !—real old aqua rita! ! !— good 
old cau de viel!!! 
for years! 
out your flask.” 


Snakes! I ain't tasted it 
Trot out your flask, old man, trot 
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SUCH A NEWS-ANCE! } 
Young Melk Skimmer prides himself on never going into any society without bringing the latest news with him, But he rather overdid it at the j 
Uptodd Eyter’s crush the other night. He’s hardly recovered the shock yet. : 
, : In fact, the best foes to the East Wind brood 1 Se 

-O! ’ _— 
The Pain of the East Wind-O! Are those two good fairies, Good Heart and Good Food ! ] 
ee ee wow Pee Oe po haha ta re ee rs 1 ane | Defying the rule of the East Wind Ghoul— 
; | That demon so dull and cheerless ; : 
Ir you'd fain be screened from the East Wind Fiend, | Requires a nerve of the strongest verve— : 
Attend to the tip cf “ yours truly” ; | A heart that is firm and fearless, D 
How to be on your guard when that breeze blows hard, Yes, that Ghoul so glum (worse than those who come c 
Y. T. will inform you duly. From the Income Tax exchequer) - 
To the question of coats he, of course, devotes Can be safely fought, if you do as you ought, , 

Attention, yea like a checker ; And that is—keep up your pecker ! 
But the safest shield when this fiend’s revealed, You'll vanquish that vampire (whose breath’s so rude) No 

Is always to keep up your pecker ! By those two good fairies, Good Heart and Good Food! 





WHEN hapless maidens start balloon- | When cows to enter heaven endea- | When from the church the steeple | We need no further intimation 
ing, vour eve! falleti alleth :-— That March marchit : 
And hatiless City men nip When wind: ¥ imilis When n ti 
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Cvppes for ne Cimes. 
(FRoM OLDE FUNNE, Hys ALMANACKE.) 


[From 4 recently discovered black letter M.S. of an Almanac issued by one 
of the present MR. FUN’S many famous ancestors and published circa 1591-2.) 


Januarp— 
This Moneth hath a moste nyppynge, eagre ayre, 
Soe putte on alle ye Clothes ye well canne spare ; 
Take Grogge and Gyngere if from Colde ye ache, 
Ande on ye Sixt (or Twelfthe Nyghte) take ye Cayke. 


February— 
In Feb. ye stille schalle fynde it colde, mayhappes, 
But Gyrles are reckoned soothynge for ye Chappes ; 
Ande on ye Fourteenthe (an ye have ye Cashe) 
’Muste sende a Valentyne vntoe your Mashe. 


filarch— 
In Marche, ye Ramme is Rampante (that’s a Weaze), 
Ande Quartyr Daye Hobgoblins come to tease. 
Meseems ye shoulde of Rue drinke manye a glasse 
Toe fyghte ye piércynges of Rue’d Bore-as. 


April— 
Whan that this Moneth doth first come toe rule, 
Ye Boyes of Cheeke maye haplie dubbe ye “ Foole!” 
But feare notte Vrchins’ dyabolique pow’'rs, 
Ande pawne notte thy Waterproofe, for there'll be schowres. 


fHap— 
Nowe, on ye Maypole each younge 'prentice glotes— 
Faire Flora, too, may-poll a manie votes ; 
Nowe keepe a warie Eye, in anie case, 
For some Thyngge goode to backe for Epsomme’s Race. 


June— 
In this Moneth com’th ye Landlorde Feende againe, 
And is notte happye untille hee be pay’n. 
Nowe Love’s Young Dreeme doth make ye Spoonie spoonyer ; 
But as June swelleth, Man doth notte grow junier. 


Julp— 
Haplie this Moneth will alle bee bloomynge hotte, 
Tho’ Swithin spoofes us with his Watrynge Potte ; 
Ande as ye walke by Temmes (uppe Henley waye) 
Ye’ll doubtlesse crye, “ Housebotes seeme cheepe toe-daye !’ 


August— 
In Auguste manye toe ye Seasyde flytte, 
And goode Olde St. Lubbocke hath a daye, to wit— 
"Maye nowe commense to seeke ye Oystere schoppe, 
Alsoe make readie ye Gaye Grouse toe Coppe. 


September— 
In this Moneth “ Alwais Partridge” is ye crye, 
Ande nowe ye Troute cares notte to haile ye Flye; 
Ye may eat Goose nowe (an ye have the same), 
Ye Landlorde Ghoule, too, playeth ye Same Olde gayme. 


@ctober—Ye Autumme nowe doth ’gin to come apace, 
And droppeth lottes of Leeves aboute ye Place. 
Man nowe may drinke sweete Wine (some lik’th ye Drye), 
“T care not, so ’tis ye best Brande,” saye I 


Nobember—T wo foule, felle Feendes nowe sette us all a gogge, 
Videlicet—Oide Faux, and eke Olde Fogge. 











GERMAN BANDS WILL KINDLY TAKE A BACK SHAT. 


a 


GET YERSELVES READY Boys 


ERES ONE Oo THEM INSTANTANEOUS ” — 
PHOTOGRAPHERS 7g 





KR-A-a-w aa I! 
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Ye Lorde Mayr's Showe now draw’th a manie flattes ; 
But Joye nowe com’th with ye Returne of Sprattes, 


Decembrr—Laste Moneth of alle; untille another Yeere ! 
’Maye Olde Dan Christmasse brynge ye alle Good Cheare. 
Repente nowe of alle Evill ye ha’ done ; 
Soe Longe! Tra-la! bee goode and gaye like FUNNE, 
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FOUR SEASONS OF JOLLITY. 
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A STUDY IN SYNONYMS. 

I WAS asked by my sweetheart to mizz/e, to budge, 
To cut sticks, to make tracks, and to tramp, 
To evaporate, paddle, skedaddle, and trudge, 

To vamoose, disappear and decamp. 


I was fiercely requested the double to tip, 
And the twig in a twinkling to hop, 

And to gallop my rags, and my cable to slip, 
To abscond, and to vanish kerflop. 


I wrs ordered to slope, and to ecek a fre sh lodge. 
lo avraunt, to pack off, and to sfart, 


To « bsquatulate, squattle , perambulate, dudqe, 
To dive rqe ‘ de lique &CP. AI d depart, 


MAY. 


WaT month is more appreciated Go 
Than t] at when ] “’-SICK loon 
@lats } 
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I was begged to make beef, and to speel,and toguy, 
Amputate my mahoganies slick, 

And to leg it, and hook it, and stp it, and fly, 
Yea, to pike, sling, and trot double quick. 


I was pressed to embark, to weigh anchor, to glide, 
To withdraw, to move forward, to flit, 


To ascend Walker's ’bus, Shanks’ pony to ride, 


To arvynt me, to quit, and to git. 


I was bidden to clear, and to sheer.and to steer ; 


But I answered, with heart beating low, 
‘Ill do nothing so fearfully vulgar, my dear, 


I will merely, and mournfully, Go! ” 


t, = Whilst Winter Sees Kim yefoa lolly Fellowe 
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For Teetotalers. 


A MORAL truth, culled from the dictionary.— 
“ GIN, a snare,” 


A GENTLEMAN of the most stingy and uncon- 
vivial turn recently astonished all his acquaint- 
ances by entertaining a conviction during the 
holidays. 


Goop place for an operatic impressario seek- 
ing vocalist :—The Singer Manufactory. 


WEATHER prognostication for 1892.—It can’t 
be worse than it was in 1891. 
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| THE PERFIDY OF BUBBLETON SQUEEK. 


IF the eye pertaining to that quintessence of scoundrelism known toa 
confiding world as Bubbleton Squeek should chance to fall upon these lines, 
let his sordid soul wince with impotent rage and the writhing malice at his 
heart lay the foundation of a lin- 
gering and incurable dyspepsia. 
He will know that I, Octavius 
Pappling, am his dupe no longer! 
And thou, oh, Daily Tosspot ! may 
thy circulation dwindle and wither 
and fall off, till thy raison détre 
be as hard to ascertain as the cult 
of Theosophy, and a copy of thy 
printed idiocy become as rare as 
the extinct dodo. As for Amelia 
Dingle, her earthly ignominy is 
complete. She might have had a 
genius for a husband. She has—a 
Squeek. 

I was born a genius. At the 
club, applause, admiration, and 
even revcqence attended my 
lightest word. Perhaps the 
applause would be loudest when I 
stood drinks round—a not unfre- 
quent occurrence—and on such 
< occasions the voice of Bubbleton 
<= Squeek was sure to soar loudly 
> \-S above its fellows. 

' You'll do something great one 
of these days, Pappling, old man,” 








he would observe, smiting me 
heavily upon the back. “It’s in 


you, beyond a shadow of doubt. 
You’ve got enough divine afflatus 
” to fill a dozen full sized balloons, 
and when you do let yourself 





loose, all the big literary reputations will be knocked into a cocked hat | 


in less than notime. Scotch for me, William, and only half the soda!” 

Squeek’s opinion carried weight. It had been whispered in the club that 
his brother was a well known journalist on the staff of a big daily. 

But Amelia Dingle floated within the orbit of my existence, and every 
earthly aspiration melted before the divine radiance of love, and I felt that my 
passion must, should be, nay! was returned. One cloud alone blurred the 
brightness of the horizon—her father—a cross grained, growling, old cur- 
mudgeon of a widower, with a large villa at Dulwich, and a still larger 
ousiness in the city ; an exporter, or importer, or something of that sort. I 
neither sought nor desired to know more. Sufficient that he was the father of 
Amelia, and possessed undoubted wealth which would eventually be hers. 

But it was unpleasantly apparent that Tobias Dingle did not take 
kindly to me. He pooh-poohed my loftiest flights of fancy in the most 
insulting manner, and blasted my finest oratorical efforts with muttered 
interruptions of ‘rot! nonsense! fiddle-de-de!” And though Amelia would 
smile and say, “ Oh, that’s only his way, you must humour him,” I felt that 
were this narrow minded, large footed, old grampus to euddenly quit the 
world, I could easily get through all my mourning in the space of twenty- 
four hours. 

In this dilemma I unbosomed myself to Squeek, and even sought his 
advice. “Pappling,” he cried, “ you’re a lucky dog, and it shal] never be 
said I deserted a pal in distress. Introduce me to the Griffin, and I’ll sing 
your praises with the strength of a Wagnerian chorus.” 

And I took the wolf into the fold. He had one of those contemptible, 





* L ' 
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jocular natures that suit the ordinary run of mankind, and created a favour, 
able impression at once. Amelia professed herself charmed with his society- 
and even her father relaxed sufficiently to admit that he was a droll dog 





while I could not but acknowledge that he sang my praises loudly enough 
And yet I gained no material advantage ! 
One morning Bubbleton burst into my room with a newspaper in his hand. 
_“ Now's your time, Pappling, my boy!” he cried, waving the sheet above 
his head; “the Daily Tosspot has started a discussion on the momentous 
question of ‘Are concertinas immoral?’ Here's a chance for you! Reply 
in either the negative or affirmative—the latter's the best. It’s sure to be 
published. Off with your coat !—quick !|—pen, ink and paper, and show the 
British Public what you can do.” 
And I did. I had endured the public purgatory of concertinas upon many 
a Bank Holiday, and my heart warmed to the work. As the pen sped across 
the paper, I denounced the pernicious instrument in rapid bursts of fervid 
eloquence. Nay, I went further—I proved conclusively that the miscreant 
who even sold a concertina was a foe to humanity, unworthy the protection 
of his country’s laws. And then, as a corollary, and with a brilliant blend- 
ing of sarcasm and invective, I boldly carried the war into the enemy's camp, 
and finished up with the pulverizing assertion that “ Jews-harps were indeli- 





cate.” 
Squeek was amazed. “Splendid!” he said, reading it rapidly over my 
shoulder. “ But I always knew you had it in you, old man. Pést it at once! 
Old Dingle’s under the impression that you'll never write a line worth 
reading. This’ll knock him when he sees it!" 
Two days later the Daily Tosspot appeared with my letter occupying the 
greater portion ofa column. Proudly I sought the villa at Dulwich with 
the firm determination of asking Mr. Dingle for his daughter's hand. The 
publication of my maiden effort had given me courage. 
Amelia was out, and the old fellow sat alone. 

“A little trifle of mine, Mr. Dingle, in this morning's paper,” I said, with 
an assumption of carelessness, ‘“‘ Have you read it?” 
He took the paper from my hand with a grunt. 

Suddenly he started to his feet. “You brainless puppy,” he gasped, 
seizing me by the coat collar and administering a series of kicks that almost 
deprived me of breath. “You wrote this, did you?"—kickh—*I suppose 
you'll pretend not to know that I’m 
the largest importer of German 
concertinas in the country? If 
ever you darken my doors again” 
—kick, kick —“ I'll wring your 
insignificant " — kick —“ neck” — 
“till” —kich, kick 

Then I sat down on the doorstep, 
and began aimlessly to feel if there 
was anything missing. 

. ” a 

I afterwards learned that 
Squeek’s brother was on the staff 
of the Daily Tosspot, and being 
commissioned: by his editor to start 
a subject for discussion during the 
silly season, had, at Bubbleton’s 
suggestion, selected, “ Are concer- 
tinas immoral?” The atrocious 
villain knew that old Dingle was 
an importer and manufacturer of 
these infernal instruments, and calculated successfully on my letter affording 
him an open path to the affections of the false Amelia. 

They were married last week, and old Dingle “came down” handsomely. 
Let Bubbleton beware how he crosses my path—he may entertain a tiger 
unawares ! 
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Is, in July 


COMPOBED 
hearty 


THE WITCH’S CURSE. 


On our brief career through this mundane sphere, 
We've to look upon sights unsightly, — 
And we’ve sounds to hear that inspire with fear 


Our hearts slightly more than slightly ! 
But I sing a sight that for wild 


affright 
Would the foremost prize 
have taken : 
I sing a sound that with awe 
profound 
Would the doughtiest heart 
have shaken. 
Now, an aspect dire has a 
house on fire 
That is crowded with crea- 
tures squalling, 
And the railway smash with 
its deafening crash 
Is to eye and to ear appal- 
ling. 
Now, your blood would chill 
) to behold a still 
White ghost in the night- 
time gliding, 
/ Or battalions twain on the 
blood-stained plain 
In the fury of war colliding. 
But, though these might well 
— your bosoms quell 


. 


es , C= With a horror immense, 


o’erpowering, 

They are naught at all to the wild witch tall 
In her terrible anger towering. 

Not the sudden shock of the postman’s knock, 
Or the earthquake's fierce vibration ; 

Not the sudden yell of the night-dog fell, 
Or the pussy cat’s ululation ; 

Not the sudden sight of a drunken wight 
teing home on a shutter shuttered, 

Would so much appal as the wild witch tall 
While her withering curse she uttered ! 


Through the vale of tears for an hundred years 
She had travelled in joy and trouble, 

In shine and storm : so her feeble form 
Was as near as might be double. 

Her optics, smal! and half-blind withal, 
In their caverns deep were sunken, 

And her figure swayed, when a move she made, 
Like the form of a creature drunken. 

Her blood as cold in its courses rolled 
As the streams of the Arctic region, 

And the pains that racked her body, and cracked 
Her fossilized joints, were legion. 

Like the walster’s bride, she’d a chin that tried 
With her nose to forgather sweetly ; 

Her wrinkled old face grew white apace, 
And her ringlets were white completely. 


DREADFUL OUTRAGE.—Featherhead made an appointment last Thursday 
to meet a friend at the top of St. Paul's and then threw him over 


of creatures b.ithe and | But how the dancing and the boczing 
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But there disappeared, as by 


magic weird, F lege 3, 
All the ills that her flesh was Se a 
heir to, Wi 


As she nursed her dire and de- 
moniac ire, 
And gave horrible utterance 
thereto. 
In her ghostly cave by the whirl- 
ing wave, 
Her form stood erect and 
stately ; 
Her eyes were bright with a 
lurid light, 
Her white cheeks reddened 
irately. 
She clenched her fists, and her 
bony wrists 
Than a milkmaid’s wrists grew 
plumper ; 
And she leapt a leap, in her 
frenzy deep, 
That would baffle a high-pole 
jumper. 
Her mumbling tone was entirely 
gone, 
Not in tremulous voice she 
muttered ; 
For the thunder wild was a whisper mild 
As compared with the curse she uttered ! 


sy Mahomet’s beard, ’twas a strange, a weird, 
A remarkable transformation : 
Now what, now what, by Mahomet’s hat, 
Was the cause of her excitation ? 
Had the imp of ill who obeyed her will 
Presumed, in her need, to fail her? 
Did she curse with spite a bisulcate wight, 
Cornigerous, tailed, and alar? 
Had seme mortal brave—had some reckless knave— 
"Neath the spell of the black beer foaming, 
To her ghostly cave by the whirling wave 
Dared come, in the ghostly gloaming ? 
Had the loathsome things that on hurtling wings 
Fluttered over her head defied her? 
Had se gazed with fear on the death-god near 
In the mirror that hung beside her? 
By the witch-broth, no! It was no such woe, 
jut a deadlier, fiercer trouble 
That had made the frame of the ancient dame 
Erect. that was erstwhile double. 
In her ghostly cave by the whirling wave, 
While discussing her frugal supper, 
She bad dropped a slice of hot toast so nice, 
And the butterless side was the upper. 
And she found daubed o’er by the filthy floor 
The side that was richlv buttered, 
And “It’s JUsT MY LUCK! CONFOUND THE CHUCK!” 
Was the withering curse she uttered ! 


WHY are comic journalists public benefactors in the matter of the Income 
Tax? Because they are always “ taking it off.” 





How cheery hearts with fear are P ps in, careering like thed... -, 
t 7 j on the genial, J vial revel ! 
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CHAM-PAGNE-FUL, THOUGH! 
ANGELINA,—*“ Oh, thanks, Edwin, you have arrived most opportunely with the other champagne.’ 


EDWIn.—“ Ye-es! quite in the pic-nick of time, eh?” 
‘And yet some were unkind enough to hint that his impromptu was, as usual, the work of weeks, 
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; - 7 a More sane than those pale gents and 
. Ange sogied. . - Baas . Ladi [Hades ! 
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Hat-Latin. Worthy - a _ 
“* De gustibus non dis- ; - ce 
putandum, — there’s no DEEDS not Words!” that 
disputing about the motto true, though 
gusts!” said our Mr. Bad- trite, 
loocowt, in disgust, as he Doth always give to Fun 
stood on Waterloo Bridge, great satisfaction ; 
watching hia guinea top- And this is why that Sage, 
er float gaily on the with much delight, 
preeze into the river be- Again indulges in Fun 
neath, ALMAN-AC-TION ! 
' 
A Winter Pest. | The Very Latest Care-Killer. 
THE sunny seasons of the | IF your spirits with de- 
year spondency are low, 
He somehow sore dir- Don't for tonics to your 
likes : Esculapius go ; 
For wealth and fame, in But bestow a lucky penny— 
winter drear, two, not one— 
A stalwart stroke he On the Quaquaversal Quiz- 
strikes. zer, Daddy FUN, 
Then clambers he at mid- Ase And, since FUN is neithe 
night o’er Pe ae charlatan nor quack, 
Tall rails and risky SPN Be You will find he’s got a 
spikes, Beh ta pleasant (Alma)knack 
And soon at window or at 2 AE Of dispelling all you. 
door 1b URE whimseses, 
“He fumbles and he ER Expelling your megrimseses, 
fykes.” i Yingunat Compelling all your limb- 
At break of day his vic- a seses 
tims squall AN = With laughter loud to 
With shrieks and : Ny crack. _ 
shrokes and shrikes, ‘! Mi 
Good citizens, we warn BH 
you all— Rt ee No-el-imination needed. 
powers of Bold Bill ] ay We call it Christmas, but 
Sikes ! 4 the Gaul 
a: The word doth differently 
4 { spell ; } 
The Chemists’ ie | That season he doth Noél 
call— P 
| Season. | fi ae Our spelling doth include : 
It is nice to walk the | iy ti} | No* 1.” I 
streetsat Christmas, You | il i ; t 
don't exactly hear the | Nt : Mi; is . 
voice of the nightingale. |  QQgaiRRisresS"\\"" Ta Ss Ah Nf rf See-son-ny ! y 
ee | Shiny We have Seasons four 
and the shrieks of the in- est DAA A SE ay H ee : = si noe 
fants over the taking of ' ¥ : A Nae. ate iat SY | ov roe ; 
their medicine. In the ; Serie Lick at ay sist kh || RN ee | Rial 
; ; beste 1) a : temember, too, the Year's 
summer-time the chemist aH Ms) : peeved, . 
lies on his back on his = Sea A a li 
sofa and sees sweet dreams a ERT fe M That's nouns to have ite 
of castor oil plant fields , Season-ing. 
floating before his vision. PERHAPS. 
He smiles like a cherub, THE MAJOR (impatiently).—* Now, then, my dear, when you and the young gentleman | ARTISTIC.—When a law- 
falls into a slumber, and have settled between you whether you really are ‘a naughty, fetching little teaser.’ as he yer draws a deed, can it be 
murmurs “ Christmas” in says, perhaps you'll let me have a cold Scotch!” ; ° : described as a limn of the 
his dreams, | OF course, no notice is taken of this rud interruption. law ? an 





In this gaym-onth the gaym-preser- Qu 
ver if n my n! 
‘early often for h 
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1. She was a fearful ‘‘ snawker ” of a girl, but someone had managed to die and leave her a whole pot of money, so Society consented to receive her.——2. That 


is to say with a few trifling alterations—Reform in dress, for instance. ——3. And a little cultivation of manners. 
bowing by a Lady Professor of Deportment.—4. Also the art of smiling pleasantly. 


Here you see her being instructed in the art of 
6. And other minor 





5. A little reconsideration in her choice of songs. 





tastes had to be toned down.— 7. Society likewise showed some aversicn to being introduced to—such gentlemen as this, for instance. ——8, In fact there were so 


many restrictions that the heiress decided to just chuck the job up and have her own fling. 





Answers to Conundrums. 
(QUESTIONS NOT TO HAND.) 


1, BECAUSE it’s a Nelly-meant. 

2. Because it’s a corn-bin. 

. When she seizes the lock and bolts. 

. One is a sneezer and the other is a coffer, 
. Because it makes stalk talk. 
German-’ating. 

. When it takes the tip. 

FUN ALMANAC, 
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WHY should a woman be wary of marrying a bald headed man? Because, 
no matter how badly he may turn out, there is no parting with him. 


Bon-bon Motto (for a Lady). 
THOUGH I can dance and sing, I’m good at cooking.— 
How dare you squeeze my hand, sir! (Ma is looking.) 


Bon-bon Motto (for a Gentleman). 
My love for you, dear Nell, I cannot stifle, 
No more than you can yours, my dear, for trifle. 


Caution. 
WE know a chap so jolly careful that he never pays a visit without taking 
a receipt for it! 


THE SEASONS.—Salt, pepper, mustard and vinegar. 





urs. when ‘‘ Jacks on alehouse 
| wenches ! 
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WILLIAM’S YEAR. 


JANUARY.—On Twelfth Night Wil- 
liam gives a party. He says to his 
wife, “My dear, I will buy a nice 
silver plated ring to put in the cake, 
and ask your Uncle Joe, because 
you've got expectations from him.” 
Then Uncle Joe gets the lucky ring. 
He bites his chunk of cake, and the 
ring splits his false teeth. He goes 
forth cursing. No expectations. 
FEBRUARY.— William says, “On 
Valentine’s Day, why shouldn’t we 
make the poor happy as well as our- 
selves?” He buys a Valentine and 
sends it to his slavey. Mrs. William 
finds this out, packs the girl out of the 
house, and let’s William have one, two, 
three and four for himself. 

M ARCH.— March is the windy month. 
“We should help each other,” says 
William. A man’s hat gets blown off, 
and William rushes to pick it up. The 
man that it belongs to gives William 
in charge for trying to steal it. Wil- 
liam looks as small as a Spanish hen 
that’s been soused in the copper. 
APRIL.—* It’s near Spring, and I 
must buy my wife a bonnet and take 
her out.” He does both. Then the 
rain comes on, and Mrs. W. let’s Wil- 
liam have such beans for taking her 
out as would plant his whole garden 
with scarlet runners. 

MAY.—William doesn’t do much in 
May, except rake up the seeds he 
sowed in April, because he mistakes 
them for weeds. William is handy in 
a garden, 

JUNE.—“Juneis the month of roses,” 
says William. Then he puts a bunch of 
roses in his old mother’s reticule which 
holds her cap, as she’s going out to tea, 
There are beetles and earwigs in those 
roses, and when the dear old lady is 
sipping her bohea, a big beetle goes 
flop into it. “ William was always a 
born fool,” she says. 

JuLty.—“I hate to hear the talk 
about Dog days,’ says William. “I 
love dogs.” So William adopts a poor 
stray terrier, which flies out when the 






































pounds and costs, 


as they walk through the fields. 
ripened ears.’ 
ripened ears. 
them and boxes those ears soundly. 


thing like it. 
lodging house drains. 


hn . 
- a 
NOVvE ER. 
NOVEMBER 8 most distinctive featur: 
ep er genet 





garden gate is open, and takes a chunk out of the policeman’s calf. 


AuGustT.—* I love to see the flowing wheat,” says William to his children, 

“Lord Tennyson says, ‘They plucked the | 
You pluck the ripened ears, my loves.” 
Then their ears are soon ripened by the farmer, who catches 


SEPTEMBER.—* Nothing like the seaside,” says William. 
All his children get knocked over with typhoid from the 
“To think,” says Mrs. William, “that I should have 
married a man who only had children so that he might murder them.” 





TAKEN AT HIS WORD. 


HER FIANCE (peevishly).—“* I notice you've been making yourself objectionably 
attractive to young Ponsonby all the evening.” 
His FIANCEE ( petulantly).—“ Well, Jack, and why shouldn’t I ? 
HER FIANCE (savayely).—“ Why shouldn't you? Simply because you are engaged 
to me, and / won't have your love making.” 
His FIANCEE (scornfully).—* You won't? Thanks, awfully: then I'll bestow it 
on Captain Ponsonby for the rest of the evening!” 
[MORAL.— When these twain get married, won't there be squalls? 


” 


Four 


They do pluck the his children. 


There isn’t any- 


AN EVENING PARTY.—The lamplighter. 








OcTOBER.—“ The hunting month,” 
says William. His only hunting is a 
neighbour’s cat round the back yard 
with a prop. “It looks like boar 
hunting in India,” he says. But his 
next door neighour throws a handful 
of clothes’ pegs at him for “ his dratted 
cruelty.” 

NOVEMBER.—“ I'll keep the Fifth,” 
says William. His little boy William 
sets fire to the neighbour's clothes 
hanging out to dry. This costs Wil- 
liam two pounds. Besides, by mistake 
he gave them his new greatcoat to 
burn on the guy. 

DECEMBER.—The year 1892 comes 
toanend. We wish William would. 


The Mistletoe Bough. 

JONES thought he was keeping up 
old Christmas customs when he hung 
up the mistletoe in his hall. But it 
happened that Mrs. Jones was going 
going downstairs that morning +x 
déshabillé to get something in the 
kitchen for the baby. The sweep was 
in that morning, and was coming up 
the stairs. In the dim, religious light, 
he kissed Mrs. Jones under the mistle- 
toe, because he thought she was the 
new parlourmaid. There was a shine 
in the tents of Shem that would have 
lit up the Thames Embankment and 
the shot towers opposite. 


Holly! 

“ THE man who buildsa red house,” 
says Ruskin, “is a benefactor to his 
country.” The man who buys holly is 
not. He decorates his house, and the 
children come down to see it in their 
bare feet from their cribs. It sticks in 
their dear little tootsies, and those 
children get next door and a half to 
lockjaw. Then his wife speaks her 
mind so gently to that kind holly 
buyer, that her voice might be taken 
for a new lighthouse siren, with 40-ton 
compressed air pressure behind it. 


The Christmas Clerk. 
THE poor clerk enjoys his Christmas. 
two pounds of a money lender at 450 per cent. 
self before he comes home, and tumbles down the area, goose in hand, over 
This starts them fairly on Christmas Eve. 
to be too cynical. Yet it’s not such a happy family as it might be, when you 
see the fond mother mending her little boy’s head with diachylum plaster, 
because he fell down and struck himself on the waste trap. 


Of course he does! He borrows 
He spends half of it on him- 


One does not like 
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STONY BROKER TREATS HIS RICH UNCLE TO A CHRISTMAS SERENADE. 
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Astronomical. | Professional Readiness, 
THERE will be one total eclipse in 1892, visible everywhere.—All rivals AFTER “ Christmassing” rather heavily overnight, our master plumber 
will be eclipsed by FUN ALMANAC. woke in the morning to find his head splitting. He promptly seda-ed it! 
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[A PERSON 
chosen was an 
in his life.] 








“ Those police are clever!” says our Aunt. “ One day a man snatched my 
purse and got away. 





*Then they puts some people ina line. Now, you see, it was a very tall, dark, thin man that had snatched 
my purse; and there wasn't a tall man in the line: but I felt sure the police must be right, so I picked outa 
very short, stout, fair old gentleman. You see, the two were somewhat alike, as they both had black hats on— 
besides, I thought somebody ought to be punished. 


«* Why, of course he is—I should know him anywhere.” “But that isn't the same man, 


policeman,” said I. “ That's a bishop.” 





“It’s all serene, marm,” said the policeman. “ We'll 


bring it ome to somebody.” 


“Why,” said the policeman, the moment I had made my 
choice, “/ know him well enough ! He’sa habitual criminal.” 
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“Well, we must have somebody,” said the policeman. “ Here—that 
there boy : he did it, didn’t he, marm ?” ed | 
into Court again, and I was so flurried, that I felt sure that boy must have been the culprit, although he didn't look 
like it; and he was sent to areformatory. But no doubt he was the tall, dark man ; for the police are sure to know. 


And he hurried me off 
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FOR PRESERVING | | 
THE SKIN Ano 
COMPLEXION 


Keens the SKIN SOFT, 
SMOOTH, and WHITE, in 
the COLDEST WEATHER. 
Entirely Removes and Prevents 
all Roughness, Redness, Chaps 
Irritation, Ax and Preerves 
the Skin from thee Frost 


Glycerine #5 
é Cucumber : 


















Chemists and 
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was lately robbed in the street. Some people were put in a row at the police station, and Prosecutor chose one: thereupon a constable suddenly remembered that the one 
habitual criminal, aud swore to it; and it was then overwhelmingly proved that the accused was a perfectly respectable person, who had never been suspected of a crime 


BEST NOURISHMENT 
AND INVALIDS. 


FOR INFANTS 


re 


the 


ers everywhere 
f Childrex 


Mana; 


"@ 
emeni 





